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CHAPTER    I 

THE    EARLY    SIXTIES 

THE  early  Sixties  have  left  a  clear  and  deep 
impression  on  my  memory.  It  was  in  the 
earliest  of  the  Sixties  that  I  settled  in  London 
for  a  life  of  journalism  and  literature,  to  be  much 
interrupted  afterwards  by  politics.  The  London 
of  the  early  Sixties  had  no  Thames  Embankment 
and  no  underground  railways  and  no  tramcars  ; 
the  Law  Courts  on  the  Strand  had  not  yet  been 
dreamed  of,  and  some  of  the  judges  still  held 
their  tribunals  within  enclosures  opening  from 
what  I  may  call  the  off-side  of  Westminster 
Hall.  But  the  outer  aspect  of  London  street  life 
was  not  -very  different  from  th'at  which  we  can 
contemplate  at  the  present  day.  The  hansom 
cabs  and  the  ''growlers,"  familiar  to  all  eyes  now, 
were  familiar  to  all  eyes  then.  The  great  palatial 
restaurants  where  fashion  now  entertains  its 
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friends  at  luncheons,  dinners,  and  suppers  were 
not  in  existence  then,  and  the  smart  Londoner 
of  the  early  Sixties  would  not  have  thought  of 
inviting  his  friends  to  a  banquet  in  the  taverns 
of  the  time.  I  may  observe  that  the  word 
" smart"  used  as  I  have  just  used  it  in  the  con- 
ventional language  of  the  present  reign  would 
have  conveyed  no  such  meaning  to  the  mind  of 
a  Londoner  in  the  Sixties. 

The  Thames  tunnel  was  still  the  wonder  and 
delight  of  provincial  visitors,  there  were  still  some 
toll-bridges  spanning  the  Thames  between  West- 
minster and  London  Bridge,  and  Westminster 
Bridge  and  London  Bridge  and  Blackfriars  Bridge 
were  erections  of  very  different  shape  and 
structure  from  those  which  maintain  the  names  in 
our  present  time.  The  river  traffic  in  the  early 
Sixties  was  carried  on  by  an  immense  number  of 
incessant  steamers,  which  indeed  relieved  the 
streets  of  a  large  proportion  of  passengers,  and 
did  in  their  much  smaller  way  something  like  the 
work  now  accomplished  by  underground  lines 
and  "  tubes."  But  I  think  I  am  warranted  in 
saying  that,  even  when  we  take  the  latest 
schemes  of  metropolitan  improvement  into  view, 
the  general  appearance  of  the  streets  of  London 
has  not  undergone,  since  the  early  Sixties,  any- 
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thing  like  the  changes  which  have  been  made  in 
New  York  and  in  Paris  during  the  same  time. 
Many  of  the  great  theatres  which  were  fashion- 
able or  popular,  or  fashionable  and  popular,  in 
the  Sixties  still  hold  their  position  and  their 
repute,  but  of  course  many  new  theatres 
have  been  added,  and  in  the  early  Sixties  the 
suburban  theatres  can  hardly  be  said  to  have 
had  any  existence.  When  we  consider  the 
changes  which  have  taken  place  in  other 
European  countries  since  the  time  when  this 
book  opens,  it  might  almost  seem  as  if  the 
people  of  England  had  been  living  just  the  same 
life  during  the  lapse  of  all  these  forty  years  and 
more. 

Let  us  take  the  condition  of  France,  for 
instance.  The  Emperor  Napoleon  the  Third 
was  then  at  the  zenith  of  his  power  and  his 
fame.  He  had  but  lately  defeated  the  Austrians 
in  the  campaign  of  which  Solferino  was  the 
greatest  triumph,  and  he  was  universally  regarded 
as  the  most  powerful  Sovereign  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe.  Even  those  in  England  who  most 
strongly  condemned  his  usurpation  of  power  and 
his  despotic  rule,  felt  reluctantly  compelled  to 
regard  him  as  the  founder  of  a  new  dynasty  and 
as  the  force  which  had  finally  extinguished  in 
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France  the  republican  system  brought  in  by  the 
great  Revolution.  On  the  other  hand  almost  all 
Englishmen  were  agreed  in  regarding  the  position 
of  Prussia  as  one  of  mere  insignificance,  and  out 
of  all  consideration  so  far  as  political  influence 
was  concerned.  Not  one  of  our  statesmen  or  our 
leading  political  writers  seems  to  have  given  any 
indication,  in  the  early  Sixties,  that  Prussia 
impressed  him  as  a  rising  power  or  a  power 
capable  of  rising  in  the  political  affairs  of  Europe. 
I  do  not  know  of  any  phenomenon  in  modern 
history  more  curious  than  the  apparent  incapacity 
of  English  statesmen  and  political  writers,  at 
that  time,  to  make  any  forecast  of  Prussia's  political 
possibilities. 

The  American  Republic  was  just  then  en- 
gaged in  its  great  domestic  struggle,  and 
the  war  between  North  and  South  created 
naturally  an  intense  excitement  throughout  Eng- 
land. It  may  indeed  be  said  to  have  divided 
the  people  of  England  into  two  hostile  camps— 
the  advocates  of  the  Northern  States  and  the 
advocates  of  the  Southern  Secessionists.  It  may 
be  said  not  unfairly  that  the  whole  of  what  we 
describe  as  "  society  "  in  England  was  in  favour 
of  the  South,  and  fully  believed  that  the  South 
was  certain  to  make  itself  an  independent  republic, 
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while  the  advanced  Radicals  of  whatever  order  in 
England  and  all  the  English  working  population 
were  on  the  side  of  the  Northern  States,  and 
were  confident  that  the  Northern  cause  must 
ultimately  triumph.  Egypt  was  still  under  the 
rule  of  its  Pachas,  and  the  Ottoman  power  in 
Turkey  was  still  regarded  by  many  Englishmen 
as  a  needful  bulwark  of  British  interests  against 
the  possible  encroachments  of  Russia.  The 
wildest  dreamer  had  not  yet  thought  of  a  system 
of  railways  extending  from  Egypt  to  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope,  or  of  Russia  opening  up  the 
resources  of  Siberia  by  the  pathway  of  the  iron 
rail. 

Palmerston  and  Lord  John  Russell  were  still 
rivals  or  colleagues ;  Brougham  and  Lyndhurst 
were  still  waking  up  the  House  of  Lords  by  their 
curiously  contrasted  styles  of  eloquence  ;  Gladstone 
had  already  achieved  some  of  his  most  splendid 
financial  triumphs ;  Cobden  had  accomplished  a 
great  commercial  treaty  with  France  ;  Bright 
was  the  foremost  democratic  orator  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  Disraeli  still  held  his  place  without 
a  rival  as  the  brilliant  leader  of  the  Conservative 
party  in  the  representative  chamber,  and  Sir 
Edward  Lytton  Bulwer  was  able  to  convince  the 
audiences  in  that  same  chamber  that  a  writer  of 
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showy  and  fascinating  novels  might,  notwith- 
standing the  most  serious  defects  of  articulation, 
prove  himself  in  his  later  years  a  successful 
parliamentary  orator.  In  literature  our  acknow- 
ledged leaders  were  Tennyson,  Dickens,  and 
Thackeray,  but  Thackeray's  life  came  to  a  close 
at  a  very  early  period  of  the  Sixties.  Carlyle 
was  creating  a  school  of  thought  and  of  letters 
all  to  himself,  and  John  Stuart  Mill  was  teaching 
us  the  principles  of  political  economy  and  of 
expanded  political  Liberalism.  Robert  Browning- 
had  not  yet  become  the  fashion,  and  only  by  men 
and  women  of  intellect  was  recognised  as  a  great 
and  genuine  poet.  Macaulay's  career  as  essayist, 
historian,  verse  writer,  and  parliamentary  debater 
had  just  come  to  an  end.  George  Grote  had  still 
some  years  of  noble  work  before  him,  and 
although  he  never  could  be  called  a  popular 
historian  in  the  ordinary  sense,  his  influence  on 
the  study  of  history  was  inestimable.  Maclise 
and  Landseer  were  probably  the  most  universally 
admired  among  painters  at  that  time.  The  great 
singers  of  the  opera  houses — Covent  Garden  and 
Her  Majesty's — were  Grisi,  Alboni — Jenny  Lind 
had  ceased  to  sing  on  the  operatic  stage — Mario, 
Tamberlik,  and  Lablache.  In  the  homes  of  the 
regular  drama  Charles  Mathews,  Charles  Kean, 
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the  Keeleys,  and  Buxton  were  most  popular,  and 
Helen  Faucit  was  recognised  as  the  most  successful 
actress  in  the  Shakesperean  drama.  Macready 
had  taken  his  final  farewell  of  the  English  stage 
before  the  time  with  which  our  narrative  opens, 
and  Frederick  Robson  had  just  begun  to  make 
himself  famous  in  his  short  career  as  the  cre- 
ator of  a  style  which  combined  in  original, 
fantastic,  and  unsurpassed  fashion  the  elements 
of  the  broadly  burlesque  and  the  deeply 
tragic. 

There  is  one  peculiarity  belonging  to  the  early 
Sixties  which  I  cannot  leave  out  of  notice, 
although  assuredly  it  has  little  claim  to  association 
with  art  or  science,  with  literature  or  politics. 
The  early  Sixties  saw  in  this  and  most  other 
civilised  countries  the  reign  of  Crinoline.  It  is 
well  for  the  early  Sixties  that  they  had  so  many 
splendid  claims  to  historical  recollection,  but  it 
may  be  said  of  them  that  if  they  had  bequeathed 
no  other  memory  to  a  curious  and  contemplative 
posterity,  the  reign  of  Crinoline  would  still  have 
secured  for  them  an  abiding  place  in  the  records 
of  human  eccentricities.  I  may  say  without  fear 
of  contradiction  that  no  one  who  was  not  living 
at  the  time  can  form  any  adequate  idea  of  the 
grotesque  effect  produced  on  the  outer  aspects  of 
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social  life  by  this  article  of  feminine  costume. 
The  younger  generation  may  turn  over  as  much 
as  it  will  the  pages  of  Punch,  which  illustrate  the 
ways  and  manners  of  civilisation  at  that  time,  but 
with  all  the  undeniable  cleverness  and  humour  of 
Punch s  best  caricaturists,  the  younger  generation 
can  never  really  understand,  can  never  fully 
realise  what  extraordinary  exhibitions  their  polite 
ancestresses  made  of  themselves  during  that 
terrible  reign  of  Crinoline. 

"Hang  up  philosophy,"  says  Romeo,  "unless 
philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet."  I  should  not 
like  to  say  hang  up  caricature  unless  cari- 
cature can  make  a  crinoline,  because  such 
a  sentence,  if  it  could  by  possibility  be 
carried  out,  would  only  speak  the  doom  -  of 
the  caricaturist's  amusing  and  delightful  art. 
The  fashion  of  Crinoline  defied  caricature,  for  the 
actual  reality  was  more  full  of  unpicturesque  and 
burlesque  effects  than  any  satirical  pencil  could 
realise  on  a  flat,  outspread  sheet  of  paper.  The 
fashion  of  Crinoline,  too,  defied  all  contemporary 
ridicule.  A  whole  new  school  of  satirical  humour 
was  devoted  in  vain  to  the  ridicule  of  Crinoline. 
The  boys  in  the  streets  sang  comic  songs  to 
make  fun  of  it,  but  no  street  bellowings  of  con- 
tempt could  incite  the  wearers  of  this  most 
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inconvenient     and     hideous     article    of     dress    to 
condemn  themselves  to  clinging  draperies. 

Crinoline,  too,  created  a  new  sort  of  calamity 
all  its  own.  Every  day's  papers  gave  us  fresh 
accounts  of  what  were  called  Crinoline  accidents 
— cases,  that  it  is  to  say,  in  which  a  woman  was 
severely  burnt  or  burnt  to  death  because  of  some 
flame  of  fire  or  candle  catching  her  distended 
drapery  at  some  unexpected  moment.  There 
were  sacrifices  made  to  the  prevailing  fashion 
which  would  have  done  the  sufferers  immortal 
honour  if  they  had  been  made  for  the  sake  of 
bearing  some  religious  or  political  emblem  con- 
demned by  ruling  and  despotic  authorities.  Its 
inconvenience  was  felt  by  the  male  population  as 
well  as  by  the  ladies  who  sported  the  obnoxious 
construction.  A  woman  getting  into  or  out  of  a 
carriage  an  omnibus  or  a  train,  making  her  way 
through  a  crowded  room,  or  entering  into  the 
stalls  of  a  theatre  was  a  positive  nuisance  to  all 
with  whom  she  had  to  struggle  for  her  passage. 
The  hoop-petticoats  of  an  earlier  generation  were 
moderate  in  their  dimensions  and  slight  in  the 
inconvenience  they  caused  when  compared  with 
the  rigid  and  enormous  structure  in  which  our 
ladies  endeavoured  to  conform  to  the  fashion  set 
up  by  the  Empress  of  the  French. 
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I  remember  well  seeing  a  great  tragic  queen 
of  opera  going  through  a  thrilling  part  at  one  of 
the  lyric  theatres.  Her  crinoline  was  of  ultra- 
expansion,  was  rigid  and  unyielding  in  its 
structure  as  the  mail  corselet  of  the  Maid  of 
Orleans.  The  skirt  of  silk  or  satin  spread  over 
it  was  so  symmetrically  and  rigidly  conformed  to 
the  outlines  of  the  crinoline  that  it  seemed  as  if 
it  were  pasted  to  the  vast  arrangement  beneath. 
The  thrill  and  tragedy  of  the  part  were  wholly 
lost  on  me.  I  could  only  see  the  unpicturesque 
absurdity  of  the  exhibition.  I  could  feel  no 
sympathy  with  the  dramatic  sufferings  of  the 
melodious  heroine  thus  enclosed.  Every  move- 
ment and  rush  of  passion,  of  prayer,  of  wild 
despair,  or  distracted  love  was  lost  on  me,  for 
each  change  of  posture  only  brought  into  mofe 
striking  display  the  fact  that  I  was  looking  at  a 
slight  and  graceful  woman  boxed  up  in  some 
sort  of  solid  barrel  of  preposterous  size  over 
which  her  skirt  was  artificially  spread.  To  this 
day  I  can  only  think  of  that  glorious  singer  as  of 
a  woman  for  some  reason  compelled  to  exhibit 
herself  on  the  stage  with  a  barrel  fastened  round 
her  waist.  A  lyrical  heroine  jumping  in  a  sack 
would  have  been  graceful  and  reasonable  by 
comparison.  Do  what  we  will,  we  who  lived  in 


The  Early   Sixties  1 1 

those  days  cannot  dissociate  our  memories  of  the 
crinoline  from  our  memories  of  the  woman  of  the 
period.  "  * 

We  had  not  in  the  early  Sixties  the  vast, 
splendid,  and  artistically  arranged  music-halls  of 
a  later  generation.  We  had  music-halls  indeed, 
but  they  were  comparatively  small  and  darksome 
enclosures,  where  comic  songs  were  sung  and 
grotesque  buffooneries  were  enacted,  but  which 
women  were  not  expected  to  visit — at  least  as 
part  of  the  audience.  We  have  made  distinct 
improvement  in  the  style  of  our  music-halls  since 
those  days,  and  the  ordinary  man  of  the  world 
who  belongs  to  our  time  would  find  himself  much 
amazed  and  not  a  little  abashed  if  he  could  by 
some  magical  power  be  carried  back  to  listen  to 
some  of  the  songs  at  the  Cave  of  Harmony,  or 
the  Cyder  Cellars,  or  to  be  present  at  the  Judge 
and  Jury  performances  which  we  attended 
unabashed  during  the  passing  of  the  early 
Sixties. 

I  devote  my  opening  chapter  to  these  few 
rapid  and  disconnected  illustrations  of  London 
life  in  the  early  Sixties  as  a  general  introduction, 
which  I  propose  to  set  off  by  written  descriptions. 
These  portraits  bring  back  the  likenesses  of  men 
and  women  who  were  famous,  or  conspicuous,  or 
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peculiar  and  odd  and  eccentric  in  the  years  which, 
at  the  suggestion  of  Mr.  Fisher  Unwin,  I  am 
endeavouring  to  illustrate  and  to  restore  to  life 
for  the  public  of  the  present  century.  Many  of 
the  portraits  bring  their  own  fame  with  them, 
and  must  ever  be  studied  with  interest.  Others 
are  the  likenesses  of  men  and  women  who  made 
themselves,  or  were  made,  conspicuous  in  their 
own  time,  and  in  every  instance  the  likeness  is 
that  of  one  to  whom,  for  some  reason,  the 
attention  of  the  world  was  for  a  while  directed, 
and  each  portrait  tells  a  story  characteristic  of 
the  events  and  the  movements  occupying  attention 
just  then.  After  this  short  and  prefatory  chapter 
I  shall  go  on  to  pass  my  portraits  in  review.  I 
may  add  that  I  am  not  relying  on  contemporary 
records  for  any  of  my  descriptions,  and  that  I  am 
telling  of  men  and  women  whom  I  have  seen 
and  most  of  whom  I  have  known.  I  have  to 
make  a  further  explanation. 

There  are  grave  authorities  upon  literature  and 
its  rules  who  maintain  that  nothing  should  be 
explained  in  advance  and  that  the  narrative,  what- 
ever it  is,  should  tell  its  own  story  as  it  unfolds 
itself,  on  the  principle  that  if  it  does  not  thus 
tell  its  own  story  it  is  the  fault  of  the  narrator, 
and  only  shows  that  he  is  not  equal  to  his  work. 
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Despite  those  edicts,  however,  I  venture  to  tell 
my  readers  that  this  book  does  not  by  any  means 
profess  or  pretend  to  be  anything  like  a  description 
or  history  of  the  early  Sixties,  or  of  the  figures 
which  have  given  it  a  place  of  mark  among  the 
ages.  I  find  ready  to  my  hand  a  collection  of 
portraits  belonging  to  the  period,  and  I  shall 
merely  discourse  of  these  and  of  the  men  and 
women  whom  they  represent  without  the  slightest 
effort  or  intention  to  make  of  them  a  complete 
illustration  of  their  time.  Some  of  the  most  im- 
portant events  and  figures  of  those  days  are 
entirely  outside  the  range  of  my  purpose.  I  take 
the  figures  as  they  pass  before  me  just  as  one 
might  describe  to  a  stranger  the  persons  who 
moved  along  in  some  public  procession,  and  I 
have  no  pretension  .to  do  anything  more  than 
to  tell  him  something  about  each  of  those  who 
come  under  our  momentary  observation.  Such  a 
description  cannot  be  given  without  helping  the 
younger  generation  of  readers  to  become  more 
familiar  than  before  with  many  of  the  charac- 
teristic figures  which  distinguished  the  period, 
and  in  this  way  to  bring  the  early  Sixties  more 
clearly  to  their  minds.  I  speak  of  those  whom 
I  have  seen  and  known.  I  give  my  own  recol- 
lections and  impressions  only  and  act  merely  as 
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showman  to  my  friend  Fisher  Unwin's  gallery  of 
portraits.  For  the  convenience  of  the  reader  I 
shall  endeavour  to  arrange  these  pictures  in 
separate  groups,  and  to  describe  the  representa- 
tives of  arts  and  science,  of  letters  and  politics, 
of  commerce  and  of  social  life  as  if  they  were 
passing  in  separate  processions  before  our  eyes. 
As  my  recollections  are  aided  by  the  portraits,  I 
shall  endeavour  to  make  the  portraits  more  life- 
like to  the  minds  of  my  readers  by  the  help  of 
my  own  recollections.  "  The  best  in  this  kind 
are  but  shadows  ;  and  the  worst  are  no  worse  if 
imagination  amend  them."  This  is  the  kindly 
saying  of  Theseus  in  "A  Midsummer  Night's 
Dream,"  and  I  cannot  offer  any  better  apology  for 
my  shadowy  recollections. 
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CHAPTER   II 

CHARLES      DICKENS 

THE  portrait  of  Charles  Dickens  is  the  most 
appropriate  illustration  with  which  to  open 
these  sketches  from  memory  of  men  and  women  who 
were  living  in  the  early  Sixties.  This  likeness  of 
Dickens  represents  him  in  one  of  those  moods  of 
rather  melancholy  thoughtfulness  with  which  those 
who  knew  him  then  were  familiar.  There  was  a 
certain  depth  of  melancholy  underneath  all  the 
joyous  activity  of  Dickens's  ordinary  moods,  and 
it  is  profoundly  characteristic  of  even  his  most 
humorous  and  exhilarating  stories  if  only  we 
pause  to  look  a  little  beneath  the  surface.  It  is 
not  thus  that  he  presents  himself  to  our  memory 
if  we  trust  to  our  recollections  of  him  as  he 
appeared  when  delivering  one  of  his  lectures  or 
making,  on  some  joyous  occasion,  one  of  his 
after-dinner  speeches,  or  talking  with  cheerful 
animation  in  the  company  of  his  friends. 
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Readers  of  the  present  generation  will  find  it 
hard  to  understand  how  supreme  and  universal 
was  the  influence  of  Dickens  at  the  time  which 
this  volume  endeavours  to  recall.  So  far  as 
mere  popularity  was  concerned  he  had  then  abso- 
lutely no  rival.  We  have  at  present  no  such 
reigning  monarch  of  fiction.  Dickens  was  read 
by  every  one,  high  and  low,  the  cultured  and  un- 
cultured, who  cared  to  read  a  novel.  Walter 
Scott  was  the  only  writer  who  in  modern  days 
could  claim  a  popularity  surpassing  or  even  equal 
to  that  of  Charles  Dickens.  Thackeray  was  ad- 
mitted by  most  readers,  even  then,  to  stand  on  a 
literary  level  with  Dickens  and  to  dispute  his 
absolute  supremacy,  but  Thackeray's  readers  never 
approached  in  numbers  to  those  over  whom  the 
novels  of  Dickens  exercised  a  complete  sway. 
Thackeray  himself  once  said  that  the  readers  of 
his  books  did  not  number  one  in  seven  of  those 
who  devoted  themselves  to  the  green-covered 
monthly  numbers  which  gave  forth  in  serial  form 
such  books  as  "  Pickwick, 'v  "  Nicholas  Nickleby," 
and  "  David  Copperfield."  Dickens  was  a  year 
younger  than  Thackeray  and  he  outlived  him  for 
seven  years.  Thackeray  has  described  in  some 
striking  sentences  how  the  young  man  Charles 
Dickens  suddenly  moved  up  from  the  ranks  of  the 
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beginners  and  took  his  place  as  if  by  right  at 
the  very  head  of  the  literary  class,  and  kept  his 
leadership  as  a  matter  of  course.  I  am  not  now 
entering  into  any  comparison  between  the  two 
great  men  who  represented  two  such  different 
schools  of  fiction,  and  I  regard  all  such  compari- 
sons as  futile,  needless,  and  thankless.  I  am 
merely  recording  the  absolute  fact  that  in  popu- 
larity Dickens  stood  without  a  rival. 

When  I  first  came  to  London  Dickens  was  at 
the  very  zenith  of  his  fame  and  his  influence. 
To  meet  him  in  the  Strand  or  in  Piccadilly  was 
an  event  to  be  remembered  in  the  life  of  a  young 
man  then  passing  through  the  streets  of  London. 
Dickens  began  his  literary  career  as  a  reporter  in 
the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  in 
my  early  days  of  journalism  I  heard  from  elder 
men  engaged  in  the  same  occupation  many  an 
interesting  and  delightful  anecdote  of  his  remark- 
able skill  in  his  work  and  of  his  genial  and  com- 
panionable qualities.  It  was  his  gift  to  be  able 
to  make  himself  a  master  of  any  craft  to  which 
he  applied  his  mind  and  his  energies,  and  I  have 
often  been  assured  that  he  was  the  quickest  and 
most  accurate  reporter  of  his  time  in  the  House 
of  Commons  gallery.  We  may  judge  what  a 
capacity  he  had  for  success  in  any  path  which 
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inspired  him  with  interest,  from  the  opinion 
I  have  often  heard  given  by  some  of  the  leading 
actors  of  that  time,  that  if  the  novelist  had  thought 
fit  to  turn  his  artistic  talents  to  the  business  of 
the  stage  he  would  have  won  for  himself  a  place 
among  the  highest  of  the  theatrical  profession. 
At  one  period  Dickens  felt  strongly  drawn  to- 
wards such  a  career,  but  his  peculiar  genius  was 
too  commanding  to  allow  of  any  deflection,  and 
the  world  has  the  best  reason  to  be  glad  that  he 
kept  himself  steadily  to  his  calling  as  a  writer  of 
novels.  Amateur  acting  was,  however,  always 
one  of  his  favourite  recreations,  and  he  was  uni- 
versally regarded  as  the  most  capable  amateur 
actor  in  England. 

Dickens  did  not  forget  his  old  friends  and  as- 
sociates when  he  had  attained  his  supreme  height 
in  the  literature  of  fiction,  and  it  was  to  that  fact 
that  I  owed  the  honour  of  his  personal  acquaint- 
ance. I  was  for  one  session  a  reporter  in  the 
gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons  and  through 
some  elder  brothers  of  the  craft  I  had  the  honour 
of  being  introduced  to  the  great  novelist.  I  may 
say  at  once  that  my  acquaintance  with  Dickens 
was  of  the  slightest,  and  I  never  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  ranked  among  his  friends. 
But  it  was  a  source  of  unspeakable  delight  and 
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pride  to  me  to  have  an  opportunity  of  meeting 
him  now  and  then  in  private  intercourse,  and  to 
have  acquired  the  right  of  going  up  to  him  and 
inviting  his  recognition.  I  need  hardly  say  that 
I  felt  as  if  I  had  achieved  a  triumph  whenever  I 
happened  to  meet  Dickens  and  he  remembered 
who  I  was  and  addressed  me  by  my  name. 
When  a  small  boy  living  in  an  Irish  southern 
city  I  had  written  once  to  Dickens  and  asked 
him  for  his  autograph,  and  to  my  inexpressible 
delight  I  received  within  a  very  few  days  a 
kindly  line  from  the  great  novelist  with  his 
peculiar  and  characteristic  signature. 

I  had  heard  all  of  Dickens's  readings  when  I 
was  working  as  a  journalist  in  Liverpool  before 
I  ventured  to  attempt  the  business  of  journalism 
in  London,  and  I  certainly  believed  that  I  had 
attained  the  very  pinnacle  of  self-satisfaction 
when  I  found  myself,  as  I  have  described, 
within  the  circle  of  his  personal  acquaintances. 
Our  casual  meetings  in  London  only  brought  me 
to  the  interchange  of  a  few  words  each  time  with 
Dickens,  for  I  was  young  and  rather  shy  and 
totally  obscure,  and  I  hardly  ever  ventured  in 
his  presence  to  offer  any  observation  on  my  own 
account.  This  certainly  did  not  arise  from  any 
discouragement  in  Dickens's  manner,  for  he  was 
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always  genial  and  friendly,  seemed  naturally  in- 
clined to  welcome  and  encourage  young  men,  and 
I  had  heard  many  stories  from  companions  in 
journalism  about  the  generous  interest  which 
Dickens  took  in  those  who  were  beginning  their 
work  as  newspaper  reporters  or  writers.  The 
great  novelist  seemed  to  make  it  a  part  of  his 
work  to  discover  literary  talent  in  rising  young 
men  and  to  give  practical  help  to  its  develop- 
ment. When  he  stafted  Household  Words  he 
gathered  around  him  quite  a  school  of  men  who 
were  then  very  young,  and  most  of  whom  became 
under  his  fostering  care  successful  and  distin- 
guished writers.  Most  of  them  have  passed  away 
since  that  time,  but  the  names  of  such  men  as 
George  Augustus  Sala,  Andrew  Halliday,  Ed- 
mund Yates,  Wilkie  Collins,  and  many  others 
are  still  remembered.  John  Hollingshead,  who 
was  one  of  the  cleverest  and  best  writers  of  that 
school,  and  who  afterwards  turned  his  attention 
almost  altogether  to  theatrical  management,  is 
still  living. 

Dickens  discovered  and  brought  out  the  lyrical 
genius  of  Adelaide  Ann  Procter,  daughter  of 
Bryan  Waller  Procter,  the  poet  who  disguised 
his  identity  for  a  long  time  under  the  assumed 
name  of  Barry  Cornwall  Adelaide  Procter  sent 
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some  verses  to  Household  Words  without  giving 
her  real  name.  Dickens  read  them  and  saw  at 
once  that  they  had  high  poetic  promise  in  them, 
and  he  welcomed  the  young  writer  to  the  ranks 
of  his  contributors  and  gave  her  ample  oppor- 
tunity of  proving  her  capacity  before  he  came  to 
know  of  her  relationship  with  his  old  friend.  Of 
course  the  prose  contributors  to  Household  Words 
got  into  the  habit,  unconsciously  it  may  be,  of  form- 
ing their  style  upon  that  of  their  master,  and  thus  a 
whole  school  of  writers  came  into  existence  who 
reproduced  the  Dickens  mannerisms  in  unnumbered 
magazines  and  newspapers.  I  can  well  remember 
hearing  the  editor  of  a  great  London  daily  paper 
making  humorous  complaint  that  he  could  not 
keep  the  'imitations  of  Dickens  out  of  the  columns 
of  his  journal  when  his  staff  of  writers  had  to  do 
the  work  of  description.  If,  for  instance — so  he 
went  on  to  declare — he  wanted  a  preliminary 
account  of  the  preparations  being  made  for  some 
great  London  procession  or  other  public  ceremonial 
he  was  sure,  no  matter  whom  he  trusted  with  the 
work,  to  get  a  long  account  beginning  with 
"  Seats  everywhere.  Seats  outside  the  Abbey  ; 
seats  inside  the  Abbey ;  seats  in  Palace  Yard ; 
seats  in  Piccadilly;  seats  in  High  Holborn  ; "  and 
so  on  through  at  least  the  first  half-column  before 
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the  writer  condescended  to  come  down  to  any- 
thing like  a  plain  and  practical  account  of  the 
operations  which  he  was  called  upon  to  depict  in 
prose.  The  same  editor  occasionally  spoke  in  the 
same  mood  of  the  increasing  proportion  of  persons 
with  whom  literature  meant  Dickens.  It  was 
indeed  almost  impossible  for  a  young  writer  at 
that  time  to  keep  himself  from  falling  into  an 
imitation  of  the  Dickens  strain,  even  though  he 
were  profoundly  conscious  of  the  fact  that  his 
best  efforts  in  that  direction  could  be  nothing 
better  than  a  grotesque  and  pitiful  imitation  of 
the  great  and  unique  original.  There  was  a  sort 
of  Dickens  language  which  people  unconsciously 
spoke  and  wrote  under  the  spell  of  the  master. 
The  fact  itself  was  but  another  tribute  to  the 
genius  of  Dickens  and  may  help  us,  even,  still  to 
understand  how  wide  and  deep  was  the  influence 
then  exercised  by  the  spell  of  the  enchanter. 

The  contributors  to  Household  Words  and  to 
All  the  Year  Round,  the  periodical  which  Dickens 
afterwards  started  in  consequence  of  his  quarrel 
with  his  publishers,  were  not  all  by  any  means 
mere  imitators  and  nothing  else.  Men  like  Wilkie 
Collins,  Shirley  Brooks,  John  Hollingshead, 
George  Sala  and  many  others  brought  out  books 
entirely  their  own  and  made  a  mark  for  them- 
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selves,  although,  of  course,  no  one  amongst  them 
could  ever  have  won  for  himself  anything  like  such 
a  place  in  literature  as  that  to  which  Dickens 
mounted  almost  by  one  step.  I  should  say  it 
was  always  the  desire  of  Dickens  himself  to  find 
out  the  real  and  individual  gifts  of  his  regular 
contributors  and  to  encourage  each  one  of  them 
to  the  development  of  his  own  peculiar  qualities 
and  to  the  avoidance  of  mere  imitation. 

Dickens's  readings  were  as  original  and  peculiar 
in  their  style  as  Dickens's  writings.  I  have  never 
heard  any  public  reader  who  could  display  a 
dramatic  vividness,  variety,  and  power  such  as 
Dickens  could  show  at  all  times  and  without  any 
apparent  effort  when  he  read  to  some  great 
audience.  It  really  was  not  mere  reading — it 
was  the  impersonation  or  rather  the  calling 
into  life  of  each  character  whose  words  he  spoke. 
It  ran  through  all  the  moods  of  human  feeling, 
was  high  tragedy  or  broad  comedy,  pathetic 
appeal  or  exalted  contemplation,  according  as  the 
subject  gave  opportunity,  and  yet  it  was  never  in 
any  sense  mere  stage-play.  Dickens  had  a  voice 
of  marvellous  compass,  depth,  and  variety  of  tone; 
some  of  its  chords  were  perfect  music ;  and 
although  he  had  often  to  pass  in  a  moment  from 
the  extreme  of  one  mood  to  the  extreme  of 
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another,  there  was  not  the  slightest  strain  or 
effort  or  struggle  after  effect  ;  all  seemed  to 
come  with  perfect  ease  from  the  instinct  and 
the  inspiration  of  the  man.  I  remember  well 
that  there  were  some  daring  critics  at  the  time, 
even  among  the  most  devoted  admirers  of 
Dickens,  who  ventured  to  challenge  the  common 
verdict  of  absolute  approval  as  to  Dickens's 
manner  of  illustrating  this  or  that  character  in  his 
readings.  For  instance,  there  were  those  among 
us  who  fearlessly  maintained  that  Dickens  had 
not  done  full  justice  to  Sam  Weller  in  his  manner 
of  rendering  the  utterances  of  that  remarkable 
personage.  He  did  not  quite  bring  out,  it  was 
contended,  all  the  full  significance  of  this  or  that 
remark  made  by  Mr.  Weller  the  younger.  But  let 
us  think  for  a  moment  what  a  tribute  this  was  in 
itself  to  the  genius  of  the  author,  and  the  powers 
of  the  reader.  All  the  disparaging  criticism 
which  the  audacity  of  such  critics  could  venture 
upon  only  went  to  argue  that  Dickens  had 
created  for  us  a  living  character  of  such  odd  and 
various  humour  that  even  Dickens  himself  was 
not  quite  able  to  read  up  to  the  level  of  his  own 
creation.  We  used  to  dispute  over  the  point  as 
if  it  were  some  great  question  of  faith  or  politics, 
and  I  remember  well  that  I  wondered  much, 
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at  the  time,  whether  Dickens  himself  would 
not  regard  the  criticism  as  only  a  new  and 
splendid  tribute  to  his  genius. 

Dickens  was  superb  as  an  after-dinner  speaker, 
and  was,  I  think,  the  greatest  master  of  that 
modern  form  of  eloquence  I  ever  remember  to 
have  heard.  But  he  was  a  great  master  also  of 
the  eloquence  which  belongs  to  the  public  plat- 
form, and  proved  himself  so  on  the  rare  occasions 
when  he  took  a  leading  part  in  some  popular 
movement.  During  the  course  of  the  Crimean 
War  there  was  an  effort  made  to  get  up  a  great 
agitation  in  favour  of  administrative  reform,  with 
the  view  of  bringing  about  some  better  system 
of  management  in  the  War  departments  under 
the  Government.  It  was  some  such  popular 
movement  as  might  have  been  set  on  foot  during 
the  course  of  the  South  African  Campaign,  for 
instance,  when  public  attention  had  been  directed 
to  cases  of  gross  maladministration  in  some  of 
the  War  Office  departments.  Dickens  threw  his 
whole  soul  into  the  enterprise,  and  in  the  speech 
I  heard  him  deliver  he  made  a  , powerful 
attack  on  the  weaknesses  of  the  administrative 
system  which  led  to  so  much  useless  and 
avoidable  waste  of  life  among  the  British  troops 
engaged  in  service  against  Russia.  He  touched 
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most  effectively  every  note  of  feeling  in  his 
thrilling  speech — the  indignant,  the  pathetic,  and 
the  humorous — and  every  touch  told  with  irresis- 
tible effect  upon  the  crowded  meeting.  He  was 
especially  happy  in  his  allusion  to  Lord  Palmer- 
ston  as  the  "  comic  old  gentleman"  of  the 
Administration,  and  the  phrase  lived  for  long  after 
in  the  current  speech  of  political  and  social 
life. 

There  is  a  common  belief  that  Dickens  never 
had  any  inclination  for  a  parliamentary  career, 
.and  would  not  have  listened  to  a  suggestion 
inviting  him  to  become  a  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  We  know,  however,  from  some  of 
Dickens's  published  letters  that  he  had,  at  least 
at  one  time,  a  strong  desire  to  offer '  himself  as 
candidate  for  Parliament.  The  desire  soon 
passed  away  and  none  of  his  admirers  can  feel 
regret  that  it  was  never  carried  into  action. 
The  world  of  literature  must  have  suffered 
severe  loss  if  the  temporary  impulse  had  found 
satisfaction,  for  it  is  utterly  impossible  to  imagine 
Dickens, becoming  a  mere  casual  attendant  to  his 
parliamentary  duties  if  once  he  had  accepted 
such  responsibilities.  Nothing  can  be  more 
certain  than  that  Dickens  would  have  given  a 
close  attention  to  any  work  he  had  volun- 
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tarily  taken  upon  himself,  and  if  he  had  consented 
to  accept  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons  he 
would  unquestionably  have  given  to  his  parlia- 
mentary duties  much  of  the  valuable  time  which 
the  world  expected  him  to  devote  to  his  calling 
as  a  writer  of  novels.  The  House  of  Commons 
would  have  gained  a  brilliant  and  powerful  speech 
now  and  then  and  the  reading  public  would  have 
lost  much  of  delight  and  of  instruction.  The 
House  of  Commons  never  wanted  for  men  who 
could  make  eloquent  and  powerful  speeches  in 
great  parliamentary  debates,  but  for  the  world 
outside  there  was  only  one  Charles  Dickens,  and 
he  could  not  be  spared  from  his  own  peculiar 
and  appointed  work.  He  accomplished  enough 
as  a  public  speaker  to  prove  the  marvellous 
versatility  of  his  talents. 

I  cannot  call  to  mind  any  other  instance  of  a 
really  great  author  in  modern  times  who  dis- 
played such  a  capacity  for  success  in  fields  of 
competition  which  were  not  especially  his  own. 
He  might  have  been  a  great  actor,  he  might 
have  been  a  great  orator — he  made  proof  of  this 
over  and  over  again  —  and  he  was  in  more 
instances  than  one  a  thoroughly  successful  editor. 
We  owe  directly  to  him  the  creation  of  a  whole 
school  of  modern  periodical  literature,  and  we 
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know  that  he  was  the  first  editor  of  The 
Daily  News.  The  world  feels  nothing  but 
gratitude  to  him  for  the  steady  resolve  with 
which  he  kept  himself  mainly  to  his  work  and 
did  not  allow  himself  to  be  tempted  into  any 
prolonged  excursion  from  it.  It  is  curious  to 
observe  how  little  his  style  as  a  novel-writer 
owed  to  any  recollections  of  other  men's  writings. 
That  he  was  a  reader  of  books  may  be  taken  as 
certain,  but  I  can  only  call  to  mind  at  the 
moment  one  instance  in  which  he  pointed  his 
meaning  by  a  poetical  quotation.  The  novels  of 
Walter  Scott  are  studded  everywhere  by  such 
citations,  they  are  common  .in  the  pages  of 
Bulwer  Lytton  and  George  Eliot ;  and  many  of 
Thackeray's  reflective  passages  gleam  with  allu- 
sions drawn  from  the  literature  of  various 
countries  and  periods. 

The  one  poetic  quotation  in  a  novel  by 
Dickens  to  which  I  have  made  allusion  is  to  be 
found  in  "  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  and  is  taken  from 
a  poem  written  by  Thomas  Moore  when  he 
was  in  the  American  States.  Moore  was 
a  very  popular  author,  even  among  Englishmen 
at  that  time,  and  it  may  be  remembered  that  Mr. 
Richard  Swiveller  indulges  in  several  reminis- 
cences of  the  Irish  minstrel's  lines.  But  I  am 
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concerning  myself  at  present  only  with  the 
passages  in  which  Dickens  is  speaking  for  him- 
self, and  in  these,  so  far  as  I  can  remember,  the 
one  poetic  quotation  is  from  Thomas  Moore. 
-Dickens  quotes  four  lines  in  which  Moore  speaks 
dismally  of  the  inborn  dangers  threatening 
the  young  American  Republic.  But  for  some  few 
of  her  nobler  citizens  he  declares  that  u  Columbia's 
days  were  done "  ;  he  describes  her  growth  as 
"  rank  without  ripeness,  quickened  without  sun  "  ; 
and  augurs  that  only  for  these  guardians  of  her 
true  civilisation  "  her  fruits  would  fall  before  her 
spring  were  o'er."  It  is  easy  to  understand  how 
Moore  and  Dickens  in  their  different  days  came 
to  be  filled  with  such  gloomy  forebodings.  Each 
man  was  overborne  by  his  detestation  of  the 
slavery  system  and  his  dread  of  the  corrupting 
effect  it  was  likely  to  have  on  the  growth 
of  American  civilisation.  Neither  Moore  nor 
Dickens  quite  foresaw  the  turn  events  were 
destined  to  take  and  the  rising  of  that  great 
anti-slavery  movement  which  was  ordained  to  end 
in  a  national  convulsion  and  in  the  complete 
overthrow  of  the  corrupting  system. 

We  must  all  admit  that  from  their  point  of 
view  Moore  and  Dickens  were  alike  in  the  right, 
and  that  if  the  slavery  system  had  not  been 
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crushed  by  a  great  national  uprising  the  social 
life  of  the  young  Republic  might  have  proved 
but  an  unwholesome  growth.  It  is  not  without 
interest  that  Dickens's  one  poetical  quotation  is 
in  itself  another  tribute  to  his  love  for  humanity, 
and  to  the  same  spirit  in  the  poet  whose  lines 
he  feels  called  upon  to  cite  in  support  and  illus- 
tration of  his  devotion  to  the  cause  of  man's 
freedom.  Even  those  among  us  who  at  the 
present  day  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  hold  a 
full  faith  in  the  great  future  of  the  American 
Republic,  even  those  who  like  myself  own  a  love 
for  America  only  second  to  their  love  for  their 
own  country,  and  who  cherish  the  most  delightful 
memories  of  its  people,  its  homes,  and  its  scenery, 
must  well  understand  the  sensations  of  dis- 
appointment and  pain  which  the  toleration  of 
slavery  aroused  at  one  time  in  men  like  Moore 
and  Dickens.  The  portrait  of  Dickens  in 
this  chapter  seems  to  me  to  picture  him 
in  just  such  a  mood  of  melancholy  contemplation 
as  that  which  must  have  possessed  him  when  he 
introduced  into  the  pages  of  his  novel  that 
memorable  quotation  from  the  poem  by  Thomas 
Moore. 


CHAPTER     III 

W.     M.    THACKERAY 

\  1[  TE  cannot  think  long  over  Charles  Dickens 
V  V  and  the  place  he  held  in  English  literature 
without  finding  our  thoughts  turn  to  his  great 
contemporary  and,  according  to  common  accep- 
tation, his  great  rival,  W.  M.  Thackeray.  There 
was  at  one  time  a  school  of  Thackeray  and  a 
school  of  Dickens.  Thackeray  was  born  about 
a  year  earlier  than  Dickens,  but  Dickens  made 
his  mark  in  the  "  Sketches  by  Boz "  some  four 
years  before  the  publication  of  Thackeray's 
"  Paris  Sketch  Book."  Thackeray  was  becoming 
known  to  readers  as  a  brilliant  and  original 
writer  of  magazine  articles  before  Dickens  had 
made  his  sudden  uprising  to  the  front  rank  in 
literature.  Dickens  must  have  still  been  a 
reporter  in  the  House  of  Commons  Press  gallery 
while  Thackeray  was  beginning  to  make  a 
certain  reputation  for  himself  among  the  readers 
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of  magazines.  But  Thackeray  did  not  achieve, 
even  by  his  first  published  book,  anything  like 
the  reputation  instantaneously  accomplished  by 
Dickens  on  his  first  venture  in  the  form  of  a 
volume.  My  own  recollections  of  my  boyish 
days  make  it  clear  to  me  that  Dickens  was 
recognised  as  a  great  author  before  those  of  us 
who  lived  far  away  from  the  centre  of  England's 
literary  life  had  come  to  know  anything  about 
the  rising  genius  of  Thackeray.  I  can  even 
remember  that  we  were  all  in  those  days  so 
completely  possessed  by  our  admiration  for 
Dickens  as  to  feel  a  kind  of  resentment  when 
we  read  in  London  papers  that  a  new  man  was 
coming  to  the  front  who  threatened  a  possible 
rivalry  with  the  author  of  "  Pickwick "  and 
"  Nicholas  Nickleby."  I  had  the  great  good 
fortune  at  a  later  period  of  meeting  both 
men  several  times  in  London  and  the  honour 
of  some  slight  acquaintanceship  with  each  of 
them.  My  life  holds  no  clearer  memories  than 
those  which  it  treasures  of  Dickens  and 
Thackeray. 

In  appearance  and  manner  Thackeray  was  as 
unlike  Dickens  as  in  his  literary  style.  Thackeray 
was  very  tall,  standing  quite  six  feet  four  inches  in 
height,  and  was  built  with  a  broad  framework.  His 
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great  massive  head  and  his  expansive  forehead  were 
crowned  with  a  covering  of  thick  and  prematurely 
white  hair.  He  did  not  live  to  be  what  we  should 
now  call  an  elderly  man,  and  the  first  time  I  ever 
saw  him,  which  was  many  years  before  his  death, 
his  hair  was  snowy  white.  He  always  wore 
spectacles  and  his  eyes  never  gave  out  the 
penetrating  flash-lights  which  Dickens  could  turn 
upon  those  around  him.  Thackeray's  manners 
were  in  general  quiet,  grave,  and  even  gentle,  and 
his  most  humorous  utterances,  which  were  as 
frequent  as  they  were  delightful,  had  an  air  of 
restraint  about  them  as  if  the  great  satirist  wished 
rather  to  repress  than  to  indulge"  his  amusing  and 
sarcastic  sallies  of  wit. 

The  first  time  I  ever  saw  Thackeray,  except  as 
the  solitary  figure  on  a  lecturer's  platform,  he 
wore  a  thick  moustache,  and  the  moustache  was 
of  a  dark  colour,  contrasting  oddly  with  his  white 
locks.  That  first  sight  of  him  thus  unusually 
adorned  was  on  the  platform  of  the  Lime  Street 
Station,  Liverpool,  when  he  came  down  from 
London  to  go  on  board  the  Cunard  steamer  on 
his  way  to  deliver  his  course  of  lectures  in  the 
United  States.  There  were  a  few  small  groups 
of  people  gathered  on  the  platform  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  great  author  as  he  passed  out, 
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and  I  well  remember  that  one  enthusiastic  young 
lady,  who  was  personally  quite  unknown  to  him, 
went  boldly  up  and  pressed  a  bunch  of  roses  into 
his  hand.  Nothing  could  be  more  graceful  and 
genial  than  the  manner  in  which  Thackeray 
accepted  this  unexpected  tribute,  and  took  off 
his  hat  with  a  benignant  smile  in  acknowledgment 
of  the  gift.  I  know  that  that  young  woman  was 
made  happy  for  long  after  by  the  memory  of  the 
silent  welcome  which  was  accorded  to  her  votive 
offering. 

I  had  heard  most  of  Thackeray's  lectures 
before  that  time,  and  had,  like  all  his  hearers, 
been  fascinated  by  their  manner  as  well  as  by 
their  matter.  Thackeray  had  indeed  none  of  the 
superbly  dramatic  style  of  delivery  which  made 
Dickens's  readings  and  speeches  so  impressive. 
His  voice  was  clear  and  penetrating  and  his 
articulation  allowed  no  word  to  be  lost  upon  his 
listeners,  but  he  never  seemed  to  be  making  any 
direct  appeal  to  the  emotions  of  the  audience. 
No  accompaniment  of  gesture  set  off  his  quiet 
intonation,  and  he  seemed  in  fact  to  be  talking 
rather  at  than  to  the  crowd  which  hung  upon  his 
every  word.  He  did  not  act  his  part  as  Dickens 
did,  but  merely  recited  the  words  he  had  to  give 
out  as  one  might  have  done  who  was  simply 
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expressing  his  own  thoughts  as  they  came,  without 
any  effort  to  'arouse  the  susceptibilities  of  those 
who  filled  the  hall.  It  was  not  exactly  a  reading, 
although  he  always  had  his  manuscript  laid  carefully 
out  on  the  desk  behind  which  he  stood,  for  he  only 
glanced  at  the  manuscript  every  now  and  then  to 
refresh  his  memory,  but  it  was  certainly  not  the 
speech  of  an  orator  who  appeals  with  impassioned 
force  to  the  sympathies  of  his  listeners,  and  it 
was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  endowed  with 
dramatic  effect.  Even  when  his  audience  broke 
into  irrepressible  applause  at  some  passage  of 
especial  beauty  and  power  the  lecturer  did- not 
seem  to  gain  any  fresh  impulse  from  the  plaudits 
which  broke  forth,  but  went  on  to  his  next  sentence 
with  the  same  self-absorbed  composure  as  though 
he  were  only  thinking  aloud  and  were  unconscious 
of  the  presence  of  listeners.  None  the  less  the 
very  manner  of  the  lecture  as  well  as  its  literary 
style  had  an  intense  fascination  for  all  who  came 
to  listen.  I  observed  on  many  occasions  that  the 
audience  seemed  to  become  possessed  by  a  common 
dread  lest  anything,  even  an  outburst  of  premature 
applause,  should  interrupt  the  discourse  and  cause 
a  word  to  be  lost.  I  noticed  this  especially  in 
some  of  the  more  pathetic  passages,  as,  for  instance, 
in  the  closing  sentences  of  the  lecture  on  George 
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the  Third — that  marvellous  description  of  the  blind, 
deaf,  and  insane  old  King  as  he  wandered  through 
the  halls  of  his  palace  and  bewailed  to  himself  the 
deplorable  conditions  of  his  closing  days.  The 
most  studied  dramatic  effects  of  voice  and  action 
could  not  have  given  to  those  passages  of  the 
lecture  a  more  complete  and  absorbing  command 
over  the  feelings  of  the  listening  crowd.  Every 
one  appeared  to  hold  his  breath  in  fear  that 
even  a  sound  of  admiration  might  disturb 
for  an  instant  the  calm  flow  of  that  thrilling 
discourse.  If  there  were  art  in  that  manner  of 
delivery  it  was  assuredly  the  art  which  conceals 
art.  I  have  heard  many  great  orators  and  lecturers 
in  my  time  and  in  various  countries,  and  I  never 
made  one  of  an  audience  which  seemed  to  hang 
upon  the  words  of  the  speaker  more  absolutely 
than  did  the  men  and  women  to  whom  Thackeray 
delivered  the  finest  passages  of  his  many  lectures. 
I  can  well  remember  the  effect  which  was 
wrought  upon  the  public  mind  when  the  yellow- 
covered  monthly  numbers  of  "Vanity  Fair"  first 
began  to  make  their  appearance.  There  were 
some  distinguished  literary  men  in  England  who 
had  long  entertained  the  belief  that  if  Thackeray 
were  to  devote  himself  to  the  novelist's  work  he 
would  prove  himself  a  rival  to  Charles  Dickens. 
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Some  of  these  men  had  actually  expressed  such  an 
opinion  in  published  articles,  and  the  immediate 
effect  was  only  to  impress  the  general  body  of 
readers  with  the  idea  that  an  absurd,  attempt  was 
made  by  a  small  group  of  admirers  to  start  a  sort 
of  opposition  to  the  great  author  who  up  to  that 
time  had  held  an  undisputed  sway  over  the  living- 
public.  Thus  from  the  very  beginning  of  the  serial 
issue  of  ''Vanity  Fair"  there  were  already  formed 
two  sets  of  disputants  as  to  the  merits  of  the  new 
model.  By  far  the  larger  number  was  made  up 
of  those  who  were  disposed  to  regard  with 
indignation  anything  like  an  effort  to  make  too 
much  of  the  new  writer,  while  by  far  the  smaller 
number  felt  the  full  conviction  that  a  great  new 
literary  chapter  was  opening  on  the  world,  and 
that  Charles  Dickens  had  found  his  rival  at  last. 
Even  when  "  Vanity  Fair "  had  compelled  the 
public  in  general  to  recognise  the  fact  that  an 
entirely  fresh  force  was  coming  up  in  novel-writing 
there  was  still  a  large  portion  of  readers  who 
resented  the  idea  that  any  one  could  come  into 
rivalry  with  Dickens,  and  who  felt  disposed  out 
of  sincere  partisanship  to  depreciate  Thackeray 
because  of  what  they  held  to  be  the  extravagant 
admiration  of  those  who  spoke  his  praises. 

I    only  allude  to  this    contest  of  opinion   as    an 
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interesting  historical  fact  which  has  almost  faded 
out  of  memory  at  the  present  day,  but  is  curious 
and  interesting  enough  to  be  brought  under  the 
notice  of  the  present  generation.  I  am  not  inclined 
to  trouble  myself  much  about  any  comparison 
between  the  relative  places  in  literature  of  Dickens 
and  Thackeray.  I  have  an  intense  admiration  for 
both  men  ;  I  regard  them  not  in  any  sense  as  rival 
forces  but  as  the  creators  of  two  different  forms  of 
novel-writing,  and  I  see  no  necessity  for  endeavour- 
ing to  exalt  the. one  by  depreciating  the  other.  But 
my  mind  still  retains  a  very  vivid  recollection  of 
the  ardent  discussions  which  used  to  go  on  in  those 
days,  and  of  the  rival  schools  of  admirers  then 
formed  to  carry  on  the  debate.  I  do  not  remember 
anything  quite  like  it  in  more  recent  years,  and  I 
therefore  describe  the  phenomenon  merely  as  a 
matter  of  historical  interest  without  the  slightest 
wish  to  revive  that  futile,  fierce,  and  well-nigh 
forgotten  controversy. 

I  feel  no  regret  now  that  Thackeray  did  not 
succeed  in  his  one  attempt  to  obtain  a  seat  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  At  the  time  when  the  contest 
took  place  I  was,  of  course,  in  the  youthful  glow  of 
my  ardent  admiration  of  Thackeray  an  intense 
partisan  of  his  candidature,  and  I  looked  upon  it 
as  nothing  but  the  height  of  audacity  on  the  part 
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of  his  opponent  Edward  Cardwell,  afterwards  Lord 
Cardwell,  to  contest  the  seat  against  such  a  man. 
The  contest  took  place  in  1857  and  the  con- 
stituency was  the  City  of  Oxford.  In  after  years 
I  felt  nothing  but  satisfaction  that  Thackeray  had 
not  succeeded  in  his  unexpected  and,  as  one  cannot 
help  thinking,  uncongenial  ambition  to  become  a 
member  of  Parliament.  We  may  take  it  for 
granted  that  he  would  not  have  made  a  success 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  It  would  have  been 
different  in  the  case  of  Charles  Dickens  if  Dickens 
had  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  seat  there.  Dickens 
would  unquestionably  have  delivered  some  speeches 
which  must  have  impressed  and  delighted  all  the 
occupants  of  the  green  benches  in  the  representa- 
tive chamber.  He  was  as  1  have  already  said  a 
public  speaker  of  extraordinary  powers,  and  he 
would  assuredly  have  wakened  up  the  House  even 
in  its  dullest  moods  by  his  voice,  his  manner,  and 
the  happy  originality  of  his  illustrations  and  his 
phrases.  He  would  have  got  off  some  words  of 
sarcastic  allusion  to  his  opponents  in  debate  which 
must  have  lived  long  in  public  memory  and  passed 
into  incessant  quotation.  But  Thackeray  was  a 
poor  speaker  whenever  he  attempted  to  go  outside 
the  range  of  his  prepared  lectures.  He  never 
indeed  made  a  speech  which  had  not  in  it  some 
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telling  and  suggestive  sentences,  but  his  manner 
was  ineffective,  he  had  no  aptitude  for  public 
debate,  he  would  have  been  regarded  in  the 
House  as  merely  a  curiosity,  and  I  cannot  bear 
to  think  of  the  author  of  "Vanity  Fair"  submitting 
himself  to  be  regarded  by  any  assembly  as  a  mere 
curiosity  and  out  of  his  place. 

I  can  well  remember  Alexander  Kinglake,  one  of 
the  most  brilliant  writers  of  his  time  or  of  any  time, 
when  he  had  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons  and 
occasionally  took  part  in  a  debate.  The  general 
impulse  of  listening  members  was  to  ask  themselves 
whether  this  ineffective  and  laboured  speaker  could 
really  be  the  author  of  the  famous  "  Eothen."  I 
can  remember  that  another  writer  of  books  which 
were  immensely  popular  in  their  day,  Thomas 
Chandler  Haliburton,  the  author  of  "  Sam  Slick," 
when  he  was  in  the  House  made  a  very  poor 
figure  there,  and  was  once  turned  into  ridicule- 
fancy  Sam  Slick  being  made  ridiculous — by  a 
happy  sentence  or  two  from  Mr.  Gladstone.  It 
would  indeed  have  been  a  subject  for  regret  to 
all  lovers  of  literature  if  Thackeray  had  been 
permitted  by  unkindly  fate  to  run  the  risk  of 
becoming,  as  I  feel  sure  he  must  have  done,  a 
mere  parliamentary  failure.  I  presume  that 
Thackeray  must  himself  have  felt  a  certain  sense 
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of  relief  when  his  sudden  impulse  to  enter  the 
House  of  Commons  was  not  allowed  to  go  any 
farther  than  a  candidature  and  a  minority  at  the 
poll.  So  far  as  I  know  he  never  again  thought 
of  making  an  attempt  in  the  same  direction.  A 
leading  article  in  the  Times  observed  after  the 
result  of  the  Oxford  contest  that  Thackeray  might 
find  consolation  for  his  defeat  in  the  reflection  that 
the  Houses  of  Lords  and  Commons  put  together 
could  not  have  produced  "  Barry  Lyndon "  or 
"  Vanity  Fair." 

I  am  far  from  countenancing  the  idea  that  men 
of  great  distinction  in  letters,  science,  or  arts 
should  resolutely  keep  themselves  aloof  from 
parliamentary  life  if  they  have  a  calling  that  way, 
or  feel  that  there  is  some  great  cause  to  be 
advocated  towards  the  success  of  which  they  are 
especially  qualified  to  contribute.  I  joined  in  the 
general  rejoicing  which  filled  the  minds  of  all  his 
admirers  and  followers  when  John  Stuart  Mill 
consented  to  give  up  for  a  time  the  quietude  and 
retirement  of  his  thoughtful  life  and  accept  a  seat 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  At  that  time  there 
wrere  especial  reasons  why  all  genuine  Liberals 
and  lovers  of  political  progress  felt  that  it  would 
be  an  immense  advantage  to  their  cause  if  Mill 
were  to  present,  himself  as  its  advocate  and  its 
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expounder  in  the  great  political  assembly.  Mill, 
although  not  qualified  by  aptitude  or  training  to 
become  a  great  parliamentary  debater,  was  yet 
able  to  impress  the  House  and  to  command  its 
attention  on  the  rare  occasions  when  he  took 
part  in  its  debates,  and  on  one  occasion  at  least 
he  was  listened  to  with  profound  and  breathless 
interest.  But  then  Mill  was  a  leading  advocate 
in  many  important  public  questions,  and  his  mere 
presence  gave  a  new  strength  to  the  rising  and 
enlightened  minority  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

Thackeray  had  never  taken  any  part  or  shown 
much  interest  in  political  controversy  and  could 
not  have  been  regarded  in  the  House  as  the 
recognised  advocate  of  any  political  doctrine.  It 
would  therefore  have  been  a  mere  throwing  away 
of  his  literary  influence  if  he  had  been  compelled 
to  devote  any  considerable  part  of  his  time  to  the 
business  of  Parliament.  One  does  not  want  to 
think  of  Tennyson,  or  Robert  Browning,  or 
Richard  Owen,  or  Herbert  Spencer  as  a  mere 
member  of  a  political  party  in  the  House  of 
Commons  delivering  every  now  and  then  an 
ineffective  speech,  spending  futile  hours  in  waiting 
for  the  division  bell,  and  only  tolerated  in  the 
House  because  of  the  respect  men  felt  for  the 
work  he  had  done  and  the  success  he  had 
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accomplished  in  very  different  fields  of  intellectual 
achievement.  From  the  few  speeches  which 
Thackeray  delivered  during  the  Oxford  contest 
one  does  not  obtain  the  impression  that  he  would 
have  been  a  steadfast  champion  of  the  more 
advanced  ideas  which  since  then  have  become 
recognised  principles  among  all  parties  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  Literature  might  have  lost 
much  and  political  life  could  have  gained  but  little 
if  Thackeray  had  abandoned,  though  only  for  a 
time,  his  yellow-covered  monthly  numbers  and 
devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  parliamentary 
blue-books. 

Thackeray  was  easy  of  access  in  private  life  to 
all  at  least  who  had  any  claims  upon  his  attention. 
He  was  one  of  the  principal  founders  of  the  Garrick 
Club,  the  object  of  which  was  to  bring  young 
literary  men  into  habitual  association  with  the 
leaders  of  the  profession.  The  foundation  of  the 
Garrick  Club  was  the  cause  of  a  literary  dispute 
which  led  to  a  great  deal  of  public  discussion 
at  the  time  and  something  like  an  animated 
controversy  in  literary  circles.  Thackeray  objected 
to  the  manner  in  which  one  member  of  the  club, 
the  late  Edmund  Yates,  was  in  the  habit  of 
describing  its  social  meetings  and  its  leading  men 
in  some  of  the  newspapers  to  which  he  was  a 
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contributor.  The  controversy  itself  does  not  call 
for  much  comment  now,  and  the  only  fact  that  gave 
it  any  biographical  interest  was  the  position  in 
which,  for  the  moment,  it  placed  Dickens  and 
Thackeray  as  the  leaders  of  opposing  sides.  I  do 
not  intend  to  enter  into  any  of  the  personal 
questions  involved  in  the  dispute,  and  I  only 
introduce  the  subject  because  it  illustrates  what 
may  be  called  an  opening  chapter  in  the  develop- 
ment  of  that  order  of  journalism  which  finds  its 
main  business  in  depicting  the  ways  and  manners 
of  social  life.  At  that  time  it  was  not  quite  under- 
stood that  such  distinguished  personages  are  not 
supposed  to  have  any  private  life  so  far  as  the 
observation  of  the  newspaper  correspondent  is 
concerned.  Thackeray  strongly  resented  the 
descriptions  of  his  own  personal  appearance  and 
manners  which  were  printed  in  certain  journals 
and  were  known  to  be  the  work  of  Edmund 
Yates. 

Nobody  at  the  present  day  would  think  it  worth 
his  while  to  raise  an  objection,  sure  to  be 
futile,  to  any  descriptions  of  himself  or  comments 
on  his  way  of  living  in  the  London  or  provincial 
newspapers.  It  is  now  thoroughly  recognised  that 
there  are  journals  which  make  writing  of  this  kind 
the  main  business  of  their  existence,  and  are  read 
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all  the  more  by  the  public  according  as  their 
descriptions  are  more  and  more  intimate  and  free. 
Journalism  of  this  kind  has  long  been  a  settled 
institution  among  us.  Few  public  men  think  about 
it  at  all,  and  the  few  who  might  feel  inclined  to 
complain  of  it  are  perfectly  well  aware  that  open 
complaint  would  only  render  them  increasingly 
liable  to  disparaging  comment,  and  that  no  com- 
bination of  complaint  could  be  of  any  avail  for  the 
suppression  of  the  practice  so  long  as  there  are  to 
be  found  a  vast  number  of  readers  who  delight 
above  all  things  in  personalities  and  gossip.  There 
was  nothing,  said  about  Thackeray  in  the  news- 
paper paragraphs  I  have  referred  to  which  could 
be  compared  for  freedom  of  speech  with  some  of 
the  personal  paragraphs  we  may  now  read  every 
day  in  London  newspapers  of  accredited  position. 
But  at  the  same  time  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
Thackeray  might  well  be  excused  for  expressing 
an  objection  to  the  practice  when  it  invaded  what 
might  have  been  considered  the  private  intercourse 
of  a  literary  and  artistic  club.  Thackeray's  main 
purpose  in  helping  to  found  the  club  was  as  I  have 
said  to  bring  the  young  literary  and  artistic 
beginner  into  habitual  association  with  the  leaders 
of  these  crafts,  and  it  may  have  seemed  to  him 
hardly  fair  that  a  member  of  this  private  association 
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should  make  use  of  his  position  there  to  indulge 
in  more  or  less  satirical  accounts  of  those  whom 
he  met  within  its  walls.  No  such  controversy 
could  have  arisen  in  our  days,  but  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  this  fact  in  itself  is  to  be 
regarded  as  an  evidence  of  an  improved  tone  in 
journalism  and  in  public  opinion. 

Thackeray's  was  a  familiar  figure  in  some  of 
the  London  streets  and  no  one  who  had  ever 
seen  him  or  read  any  descriptions  of  him  could 
fail  to  recognise  that  tall,  swaying  form,  half  a 
head  above  most  other  pedestrians,  that  white 
hair  and  those  eyes  that  beamed  with  a  benig- 
nant light  even  through  the  spectacles.  He  could 
be  met  with  in  the  Strand,  or  Piccadilly,  or  St. 
James's  Street,  or  in  the  Temple  Gardens.  I  do 
not  remember  to  have  ever  met  him  in  the 
vicinity  of  Westminster  Palace  even  at  the  time 
when  he  was  a  candidate  for  a  seat  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  I  associate  him  especially  with 
the  Temple  Gardens  for  the  perhaps  quite  in- 
sufficient reason  that  my  first  sight  of  him  in 
London  was  in  those  historic  enclosures,  and  it 
was  there  too  that  I  saw  him  for  the  last  time 
not  many  days  before  his  death.  Thackeray's 
figure  seems  to  me  appropriately  associated  with 
the  Temple  Gardens.  There  are  many  allusions 
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to  them  in  some  of  his  books  which  one  always 
loves  to  remember,  and  the  recollections  they 
gather  around  them  from  history  and  romance 
form  a  fit  setting  for  his  picturesque  figure.  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  and  Will  Honeycomb  must 
have  loved  to  ramble  in  the  Temple  Gardens  ; 
and  one  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  age  of 
Queen  Anne,  to  which  Thackeray's  mind  always 
turned  with  so  much  interest  and  sympathy, 
left  some  of  its  lights  and  shadows  over  the 
place. 

When  Thackeray's  library  was  sold,  in  March, 
1 864,  I  bought  his  volume  of  Smollett.  The  title- 
page  of  the  book  describes  it  as  containing  "  The 
Miscellaneous  Works  of  Tobias  Smollett,  Com- 
plete in  One  Volume."  A  memoir  of  Smollett 
by  Thomas  Roscoe  is  prefixed  to  the  works,  and 
the  volume  is  "  Printed  for  Henry  Washbourne, 
Salisbury  Square,  London,  1841."  I  need  hardly 
say  that  the  volume  is  a  precious  treasure  in  my 
household  and  an  object  of  intense  interest  to  my 
friends.  It  obtains  a  priceless  value  from  the 
fact  that  some  pencilled  notes  in  Thackeray's 
own  handwriting  are  scribbled  on  the  margins 
of  two  or  three  pages.  The  notes  are  written  in 
a  faint  and  delicate  but  clear  and  legible  hand. 
I  quote  one  of  them  which  appears  on  a  page 
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of  "  Humphry  Clinker"  because  it  seems  peculiarly 
characteristic  of  the  writer:  "As  Smollett  for- 
gave his  enemies  in  life,  he  made  amends  to  his 
opponents  in  his  history ;  in  this  he  compliments 
Lyttelton,  whom  he  had  lampooned." 


THOMAS    CAKLYLK. 
From  an  unfinished  painting  by  Sir  John  E.  Millais,  in  the  National  Portrait  Gallery. 
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CHAPTER    IV 

THOMAS    CARLYLE ALFRED    TENNYSON 

IN  the  early  Sixties  Thomas  Carlyle  was 
commonly  accepted  as  the  despotic  sovereign 
of  thought.  Even  those  who  remained  in  an 
attitude  of  uncompromising  resistance  to  his 
sovereign  authority  could  not  deny  the  extent 
of  his  domination.  Those  of  us  who  did  not  fully 
acknowledge  his  rule  were  somewhat  in  the 
position  of  living  Russians  who  will  not  recognise 
the  authority  of  the  Czar,  but  do  not  pretend  to 
deny  or  ignore  the  fact  that  the  Czar  is  a  mighty 
monarch.  There  were  some  of  us  in  the  Sixties 
who  preferred  to  take  our  thinking  from  John 
Stuart  Mill,  for  instance,  but  we  did  not  affect 
to  deny  the  power  of  Carlyle  and  we  could  be 
as  rapturous  as  his  own  professed  disciples  in 
our  admiration  for  many  of  his  writings. 
Darwin's  great  work  on  "  The  Origin  of 
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Species "  had  but  recently  been  published ;  the 
philosophy  of  natural  selection  had  not  yet 
spread  its  influence  over  the  general  community  ; 
and  the  teachings  of  Herbert  Spencer  had  not 
reached  the  ears  of  the  groundlings. 

Carlyle  therefore  as  the  leader  of  an  order  of 
thought  may  be  said  to  have  had  it  all  to 
himself  even  among  those  who  could  not  always 
be  loyal  to  his  leadership.  I  am  stating  a  mere 
fact  and  not  designing  any  disparagement  of  the 
present  day's  intellectual  development  when  I  say 
that  there  is  no  man  just  now  who  has  any- 
thing like  the  influence  over  readers  and  thinkers 
which  was  exercised  in  the  Sixties  by  Thomas 
Carlyle.  That  influence  was  the  greater  because, 
as  I  have  said,  it  met  with  so  much  resistance. 
We  sometimes  find  that  the  leaders  of  certain 
schools  of  thought  do  not  extend  their  influence 
outside  the  limits  of  their  avowed  and  acknow- 
ledged pupils.  The  followers  of  the  one  school 
accept  to  the  full  the  doctrines  of  their  teacher 
and  do  not  trouble  themselves  about  the  doctrines 
or  the  teacher  of  any  other  school.  This  was 
not  so  with  Carlyle.  We  all  discussed  him, 
followers  and  rebels  alike. 

When  I  think  of  Carlyle  himself — the  man 
and  not  his  books — I  always  think  of  him  as  a 
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moving  figure  on  Cheyne  Walk,  Chelsea.  This 
is  not  because  I  first  saw  Carlyle  in  the  Chelsea 
region,  but  because  my  recollection  of  him 
during  all  the  later  years  of  his  life  brings  him 
back  as  a  resident  of  Chelsea,  whose  form  was 
familiar  to  those  of  us  living  in  that  picturesque 
and  historic  quarter.  The  only  occasions  when 
I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  in  his  company 
are  associated  with  friendships  formed  in  Chelsea. 
I  had  but  few  opportunities  of  being  in  Carlyle's 
society  and  my  acquaintance  with  him  was  very 
slight  indeed,  but  I  must  always  retain  a  vivid 
impression  of  his  manners  and  his  conversa- 
tion. I  may  say  at  once  that  he  impressed  me 
rather  too  much  for  my  own  ease  and  comfort. 
I  was  only  beginning  my  life  as  a  worker 
in  London  just  then,  and  I  was  naturally  shy 
and  diffident  in  the  presence  of  a  man  whose 
intellectual  greatness  I  so  thoroughly  recognised. 
His  manner  seemed  to  me  to  have  something 
overpowering  in  it.  Whatever  he  said  he  said 
with  emphasis  and  with  earnestness,  and  it 
appeared  to  me  as  if  I  could  hardly  summon  up 
courage  enough  to  offer  any  opinion  which  was 
not  likely  to  commend  itself  to  his  approval.  I 
felt  quite  sure  that  my  views  on  most  subjects 
could  not  possibly  commend  themselves  to  him, 
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and  yet  I  was  sometimes  beset  with  the  thought 
that  it  was  a  sort  of  cowardice  on  my  part  to 
sit  and  listen  to  his  laying  down  of  the  law  on 
several  great  subjects  without  venturing  to  inter- 
ject a  word  of  remonstrance.  If  only  the  con- 
versation would  have  turned  on  Goethe  or  on 
Schiller,  or  even  on  Mirabeau  and  Robespierre, 
I  could  have  listened  for  ever  in  unfeigned 
delight  and  reverence  and  might  have  had  no 
occasion  to  utter  any  words  but  those  of  modest 
and  humble  agreement  and  admiration.  But  it 
unluckily  happened  that  just  about  the  time 
when  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  Carlyle 
there  were  great  questions  stirring  the  world  on 
which  Carlyle  held  the  most  definite  opinions 
one  way,  while  I  could  not  help  holding  opinions 
which  put  me  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  dispute. 
The  great  American  Civil  War  was  then 
going  on  and  Carlyle  was  ever  ready  to  give 
judgment  against  the  Northern  States.  I  was 
at  that  time  one  of  the  writers  for  the  Morning 
Star,  the  daily  newspaper  which  represented 
the  views  of  Bright  and  Cobden,  and  was 
naturally  a  strenuous  and  consistent  advocate 
of  the  Northern  cause.  The  Daily  News 
and  the  Morning  Star  were  the  only  London 
daily  papers  which  held  firmly  to  that  side 
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during  the  whole  of  the  long  struggle.  Carlyle, 
in  a  short,  sharp  essay  of  his  called,  if  I  re- 
member rightly,  "  The  Amerkan  Iliad  in  a 
Nutshell,"  which  appeared  in  one  of  the  maga- 
zines, had  summed  up  the  whole  controversy  to 
his  own  complete  satisfaction  as  merely  a 
question  between  the  right  to  hire  one's  servants 
by  the  week  or  for  life.  Some  of  us  still  per- 
sisted in  thinking  that  servitude  enforced  for  life 
was  a  very  different  thing  from  servitude  hired 
by  the  week  or  by  the  month,  and  we  continued 
to  regard  slavery  just  as  we  had  done  before. 
At  the  time  every  one  was  naturally  talking  of 
the  American  war,  and  it  was  not  pleasant  for 
those  who  thought  as  I  did  to  draw  out  Carlyle 
on  the  great  question.  Nor  did  he  always  wait 
to  be  drawn  out,  for  he  frequently  expressed  his 
opinions  and  denounced  his  opponents  without 
any  challenge  or  provocation  on  their  part. 
Under  these  conditions  it  will  readily  be  under- 
stood that  an  obscure  and  modest  young  man 
who  did  not  happen  to  agree  with  the  senti- 
ments of  the  orator  was  not  likely  to  find  himself 
quite  comfortable  in  the  presence  of  Carlyle.  I 
did  not  therefore  seek  for  opportunities  of 
possible  dispute  and  my  slight  acquaintanceship 
with  him  soon  came  to  an  end.  I  had  no 
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excuse  for  endeavouring  to  press  myself  on 
Carlyle's  notice  after  the  whole  question  had 
been  settled  and  I  never  afterwards  saw  him 
except  when  I  happened  to  meet  him  in  the 
highways  and  byways  of  Chelsea.  But  I  still 
hold  it  as  a  privilege  to  have  been  admitted  to 
his  society  even  on  the  few  and  rare  occasions 
which  I  have  described,  and  the  mere  fact  that 
I  did  actually  meet  him  and  listen  to  his  talk 
must  ever  be  one  of  my  cherished  memories. 

I  knew  intimately  many  of  his  friends  and  I  knew 
from  them  how  little  the  whole  character  of  the 
man  could  be  judged  from  the  manner  in  which  he 
sometimes  loved  to  bear  down  all  opposition.  No 
man  had  friends  more  thoroughly  appreciative  of 
him,  more  grateful  for  his  friendship  and  more 
entirely  devoted  to  him.  Some  of  those  friends 
were  Americans  from  the  Northern  States,  avowed 
and  complete  adherents  of  the  Northern  cause,  but 
of  course  they  knew  the  man  well  and  were  not 
affected  in  their  admiration  of  him  by  the  fact  that 
he  held  views  opposed  to  theirs  on  one  great 
question,  and  that  it  was  his  habit  to  express  his 
views  occasionally  without  overmuch  regard  for  the 
feelings  of  all  his  listeners.  His  presence  still 
haunts  that  Chelsea  quarter  for  me  whenever  I  find 
myself  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  house  which 
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was  so  long  his  home  and  must  for  ever  be  asso- 
ciated with  his  fame. 

We  had  one  great  poet  in  those  days  of  the 
Sixties,  and  his  name  was  Alfred  Tennyson.  Now 
I  hasten  to  rescue  myself  from  any  possible  mistake 
on  the  part  of  my  readers  by  announcing  at  once 
that  we  were  quite  aware  of  the  existence  of  other 
poets  as  well.  Some  of  us  had  lived  in  the  later 
days  of  Wordsworth,  were  devoted  admirers  of  his 
poems,  and  had  passed  many  times  before  his  home 
in  the  Lake  country  with  the  hope  of  getting  a 
glimpse  of  the  poet  himself;  but  Wordsworth  lay 
buried  at  Grasmere  many  years  before  the  Sixties 
set  in  and  Tennyson  had  succeeded  to  him  as  Poet 
Laureate — a  title  which  in  those  days  at  least  was 
understood  to  confer  upon  its  bearer  the  highest 
place  in  the  living  poetic  order.  Perhaps  I  may 
also  observe  in  vindication  of  the  early  Sixties  that 
we  were  most  of  us  not  unfamiliar  with  the  works  of 
a  poet  named  Robert  Browning,  and  of  those  of  a 
poetess  named  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning,  who 
died  at  the  opening  of  the  period  which  I  am  now 
recalling  to  memory.  But  the  appreciation  of  the 
Brownings  was  as  yet  confined  to  the  few  and  it  had 
not  yet  become  the  fashion  to  give  to  Robert 
Browning  his  due  place  in  the  foremost  order  of 
English  poets.  Tennyson  therefore  was  the 
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acknowledged  king  of  living  poets  and  it  did  not 
occur  to  the  general  public  to  admit  any  rival  to 
the  throne. 

My  first  sight  of  Tennyson  was  obtained  under 
very  striking  and  appropriate  conditions.  It  was 
during  the  visit  paid  by  Garibaldi  to  London  in 
1864,  and  I  was  one  of  those  who  were  invited  by 
the  hospitality  of  the  late  Mr.  Seeley,  a  member  of 
Parliament  with  whom  Garibaldi  was  then  staying 
at  his  home  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  to  meet  the 
Italian  visitor.  There  were  many  Englishmen  of 
great  distinction  there,  and  Tennyson  was  the  most 
conspicuous  among  the  guests.  Tennyson's 
appearance  was  very  striking,  and  his  figure  might 
have  been  taken  as  a  living  illustration  of  romantic 
poetry.  He  was  tall  and  stately,  wore  a  great 
mass  of  thick,  long  hair — long  hair  was  then  still 
worn  even  by  men  who  did  not  affect  originality— 
his  frame  was  slightly  stooping,  his  shoulders  were 
bent  as  if  with  the  weight  of  thought ;  there  was 
something  entirely  out  of  the  common  and  very 
commanding  in  his  whole  presence,  and  a  stranger 
meeting  him  in  whatever  crowd  would  probably 
have  assumed  at  once  that  he  must  be  a  literary 
king.  I  met  him  several  times  after  that,  although 
I  never  came  to  have  the  honour  of  a  close  acquaint- 
ance with  him.  I  saw  him  once  and  once  only  in 
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the  House  of  Commons.  He  occupied  a  place  in 
the  seats  which  are  known  as  "under  the  gallery" 
and  are  reserved  for  members  of  the  House  and 
for  distinguished  strangers.  His  appearance  there 
attracted  the  attention  of  every  member,  and  I  do 
not  think  that  so  long  as  he  remained  any  close 
interest  was  taken  in  the  debate  then  going  on. 

Though  I  never  had  much  acquaintance  with 
Tennyson  it  is  something  to  have  met  him  occa- 
sionally to  have  heard  him  talk  and  to  have 
exchanged  a  few  words  with  him  now  and  then. 
His  manner  was  singularly  impressive,  and  a 
stranger  might  sometimes  have  thought  that  there 
was  a  half-conscious  display  of  lyrical  authority 
about  him.  There  was  a  certain  eccentricity  in  his 
ways  and  his  manner  of  expressing  himself,  and  one 
could  never  tell  how  he  might  suddenly  bear  down 
upon  the  subject  which  happened  to  be  the  topic  of 
conversation  and  compel  the  company  to  give  up  all 
idea  but  that  of  listening  in  eager  silence  for  any- 
thing he  might  happen  to  say.  Those  who  knew 
him  well  knew  that  there  was  no  artificiality  about 
him,  and  that  the  simplicity  of  genius  was  at  the 
heart  of.  his  mystery.  I  met  many  of  his  intimate 
friends  and  heard  from  them  that  he  was  a  most 
delightful  host  and  a  congenial  companion.  He 
loved  to  enter  into  discussions  on  poetry  and  would 
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sometimes  recite  passages  from  his  own  poems  with 
natural  and  incomparable  effect.  When  he 
happened  to  be  in  London  he  was  a  familiar  figure 
in  some  of  the  quieter  recesses  of  the  Parks, 
more  especially  of  St.  James's  Park,  and  nobody 
to  whom  he  was  personally  unknown  could  have 
passed  him  without  turning  to  look  back  upon  him 
and  without  taking  it  for  granted  that  he  must 
be  a  man  of  distinction  and  importance.  Those 
who  knew  him  only  by  sight  and  happened  thus  to 
meet  him  were  sure  to  tell  their  friends  that  they 
had  just  seen  Tennyson  in  the  Park. 

In  ordinary  society  Tennyson  seldom  spoke  unless 
when  he  had  something  to  say  which  he  felt 
inspired  to  utter,  and  then  the  company  listened  as 
if  he  were  some  monarch  delivering  a  speech  from 
the  throne.  Now  and  then  he  disappointed  his 
host  and  the  rest  of  the  company  by  indulging  in 
long  intervals  of  absolute  silence  until  some  sudden 
thought  suggested  itself  to  his  mind  and  then 
he  came  out  with  a  burst  of  natural  eloquence.  I 
have  read  many  anecdotes  of  his  spending  a  whole 
evening  alone  with  some  honoured  guest  and  of  the 
host  and  guest  sitting  and  smoking  in  silence,  each 
finding  companionship  enough  in  the  presence  of 
the  other  and  the  interchanging  clouds  of  smoke, 
without  needing  any  spoken  utterances  to  express 
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their  sense  of  good  fellowship.  One  such  anecdote 
is  told  of  Tennyson  and  Carlyle,  but  I  must  own 
that  I  have  never  been  able  quite  to  realise  the 
idea  of  Carlyle  thus  submitting  himself  to  unbroken 
silence.  There  was  evidently  in  Tennyson  a  certain 
shyness  which  held  him  back  from  ordinary  con- 
versation, and  it  is  possible  that  among  his 
intimate  friends  he  felt  at  liberty  to  indulge  to  the 
full  his  humour  of  silence  whenever  the  humour 
took  him.  I  have  heard  on  the  other  hand  many 
accounts  of  his  delightful  adaptability  to  the  ways  of 
those  who  happened  to  be  with  him,  of  the  pleasure 
he  took  in  making  young  women  feel  quite  at  home 
with  him  and  in  drawing  them  out  on  whatever 
happened  to  be  their  own  familiar  topics.  But  I 
think  he  must  sometimes  have  felt  the  poetic 
dignity  accorded  to  him  an  oppressive  influence  and 
must  occasionally  have  envied  those  commonplace 
persons  who  were  liable  to  be  interrupted  in  the 
flow  of  their  conversation.  Certainly  wherever 
Tennyson  went  in  the  social  world  he  was  sure  to 
be  regarded  as  the  most  conspicuous  and  command- 
ing figure  in  the  company.  There  might  have  been 
a  Prime  Minister  present ;  there  might  have  been  a 
great  Parliamentary  orator  ;  there  might  have  been 
a  foreign  diplomatist  accustomed  to  rule  in  State 
affairs  ;  there  might  have  been  an  Archbishop  or 
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two  ;  there  might  have  been  a  soldier  who  had  led 
great  armies  and  won  victories  on  the  battlefield, 
but  Tennyson  at  that  time  was  always  Tennyson, 
and  everybody  else  was  a  secondary  figure.  I  do 
not  know  that  in  the  present  day  we  have  any  poet 
or  scholar,  or  leader  in  art,  science,  or  literature,  who 
holds  the  sovereign  place  which  in  the  Sixties  was 
accorded  to  the  author  of  "  Locksley  Hall."  I  have 
often  in  later  years  been  led  to  make  comparison 
between  the  position  accorded  by  every  one  to 
Tennyson  and  that  given  to  Robert  Browning  even 
among  Browning's  most  devoted  admirers.  Brown- 
ing was  a  thorough  man  of  the  world  in  the  best  and 
happiest  sense.  He  enjoyed  society  and  unaffectedly 
welcomed  the  companionship  of  his  friends  and  of 
those  whom  his  friends  introduced  to  him.  He 
was  a  brilliant  talker  and  could  talk  with  ease  to 
every  one.  I  had  the  honour  of  knowing  him  well 
and  loved  him,  as  all  did  who  knew  him.  But  he 
never  attempted  to  hold  the  place  of  literary 
monarch  among  men  and  women,  and  without  any 
effort  on  his  part  he  prevailed  upon  us  all  to  think 
that  we  were,  for  the  time  at  least,  among  his  peers. 
There  was  nothing  eccentric  about  him,  and  we  came 
to  accept  him  as  one  of  ourselves  who  happened 
also  to  be  a  great  poet. 

So  far  as  I  can  remember  there  was  no  proclaimed 
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anti-Tennysonian  school.  No  rival  to  Tennyson 
was  set  up.  There  was  always  an  anti-Byronian 
sect,  and  in  much  more  recent  times  there  was  a 
school  of  indignant  anti-Swinburnians.  But  even 
among  those  who  were  most  strongly  opposed  to 
some  of  Tennyson's  utterances  on  certain  public 
questions,  when  the  Poet  Laureate  felt  himself 
drawn  into  utterances  on  such  questions,  there  was 
no  impulse  to  rebellion  against  his  poetical  supre- 
macy. At  one  period  English  society  was  divided 
into  two  hostile  camps  on  the  subject  of  the 
methods  which  had  been  used  to  suppress  the 
supposed  rebellion  in  Jamaica,  and  when  Tennyson 
took  up  the  championship  of  Governor  Eyre 
there  was  a  cry  of  lamentation  and  of  anger 
sent  forth  by  many  even  among  his  most  devoted 
admirers.  A  satirical  ballad  was  published  at 
the  time  in  one  of  the  London  daily  newspapers 
concerning  the  views  which  Tennyson  maintained 
with  regard  to  the  sudden  condemnation  and 
execution  of  Gordon,  who  was  accused  of  having 
fomented  the  supposed  rebellion.  Chief  Justice 
Cockburn,  it  will  be  remembered,  had  denounced 
this  execution  as  an  act  committed  in  defiance  of 
all  law  and  all  evidence.  The  satirical  ballad  took 
the  form  of  a  parody  on  Tennyson's  touching 
poem  which  begins  with  the  line — 

"  Home  they  brought  her  warrior  dead," 
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The  satirical  balladist  thus  began  his  verses  :— 

"  Home  came  news  of  Gordon  dead, 

But  the  poet  gave  no  sigh. 
Mill  and  Bright  indignant  said 
'Twas  a  crime  that  he  should  die." 

I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  have  forgotten  the  lines 
which  followed  and  do  not  even  remember  how  the 
parody  worked  itself  out  and  what  was  its  climax. 
It  had  a  certain  run  at  the  time  among  those  who 
upheld  the  views  of  Chief  Justice  Cockburn,  but  even 
those  who  quoted  it  and  cordially  welcomed  it  were 
not  driven  into  any  overt  act  of  rebellion  against 
the  supremacy  of  Tennyson  the  poet.  We  were 
sorry  that  such  a  man  should  have  token  up  that 
side  of  the  controversy  and  we  much  wished  that 
he  had  let  the  whole  matter  alone,  but  we  did  not 
feel  the  faintest  desire  to  question  his  right  to  regal 
state  among  England's  living  poets. 

The  last  time  I  saw  Alfred  Tennyson  was  like 
the  first,  an  imposing  and  unique  occasion.  That 
last  time  was  on  the  day  when  Tennyson,  just 
endowed  with  a  peerage,  was  formally  introduced 
to  the  House  of  Lords.  I  watched  the  ceremonial 
from  the  bar  of  the  House  of  Lords,  the  place  where 
members  of  the  House  of  Commons  are  privileged 
to  stand.  The  whole  ceremonial  is  a  severe  trial 
for  the  nerves  and  the  composure  of  even  the  most 
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self-possessed  and  self-satisfied  among  newly 
created  peers.  The  new-comer  wears  for  the 
first  time  his  robes  of  State,  and  these  robes  make 
a  garb  in  which  it  is  hardly  possible  for  any  novice 
not  to  appear  somewhat  ridiculous.  The  new  peer 
is  formally  conducted  by  two  of  his  brother  peers 
into  the  House  of  Lords,  is  presented  with  due 
ceremony  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  and  other  leading 
members  of  the  House,  and  has  to  make  many 
genuflections  and  go  through  many  forms,  which 
bear,  to  irreverent  eyes,  a  suggestion  of  theatricality 
and  masquerade.  I  must  say  that  Tennyson  com- 
ported himself  with  modesty  and  dignity  throughout 
the  whole  of  this  peculiar  ordeal,  and  the  general 
feeling  was  that  even  if  the  performance  had  been 
carefully  rehearsed,  which  we  assume  it  certainly 
was  not,  Lord  Tennyson  could  not  more  success- 
fully have  got  through  his  part  in  the  dramatic 
exhibition.  I  am  not  disposed  to  enter  into  the 
question  whether  it  is  the  most  appropriate  tribute 
to  the  genius  of  a  great  poet  that  he  should  be 
created  a  member  of  the  House  of  Lords.  But  it 
is  something  to  remember  that  when  England's 
^reat  poet  thus  received  a  State  recognition  he 
should  have  shown  himself  equal  to  the  occasion 
ind  should  not  have  broken  down  into  awkward- 
ness under  the  unusual  robes  and  made  the  grand 
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ceremonial  seem  needlessly  ridiculous.  It  is  some 
thing  certainly  for  me  to  remember  that  I  wa 
one  of  those  who  beheld  the  introduction  c 
Alfred  Tennyson  to  his  place  in  the  House  c 
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Lords. 
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CHAPTER   V 

RICHARD    OWEN — THE    BROTHERS    NEWMAN 

THE  great  struggle  between  two  rival  schools 
of  scientific  thought  may  be  said  to  have 
begun  with  the  Sixties.  Richard  Owen  represented 
what  was  called  the  older  school,  the  orthodox 
school,  while  men  like  Charles  Robert  Darwin  and 
Thomas  Huxley  were  the  leading  apostles  of  the 
new  school.  Darwin's  "  Origin  of  Species  by 
means  of  Natural  Selection "  had  been  given  to 
the  world  in  1859,  and  the  controversy  was  thus 
fairly  opened  for  the  Sixties.  I  do  not  propose 
to  enter  upon  any  task  so  superfluous  as  that  of 
describing  the  controversy  which  formally  opened 
a  new  era  in  the  history  of  scientific  development. 
My  object  at  present  is  nothing  more  ambitious 
than  to  accompany  the  portrait  of  Richard  Owen 
by  some  personal  recollections  of  the  great  man 
himself.  I  have  one  relic  of  Richard  Owen  which 
I  especially  desire  to  bring  under  the  notice  of 
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those  who  read  this  volume.  That  relic  is  the 
peroration  of  one  of  Owen's  lectures.  The  perora- 
tion is  written  out  in  Owen's  own  hand  and  is  the 
only  part  of  the  long  discourse  which  was  thus 
written.  The  accompanying  facsimile  will  put 
it  almost  as  much  in  the  possession  of  my  readers 
as  the  actual  pages  of  writing  are  in  my  own 
possession. 

Richard  Owen  was  one  of  the  most  effective 
public  lecturers  to  whom  I  have  ever  listened.  His 
presence  was  stately  and  effective,  while  at  the 
same  time  he  showed  no  consciousness  of  personal 
stateliness  and  there  seemed  in  him  no  striving 
after  effect.  His  face  was  expressive,  his  eyes  were 
luminous  with  meaning,  sincerity,  and  a  desire  to 
come  into  complete  understanding  and  sympathy 
with  those  whom  he  addressed.  The  most  difficult 
questions  of  anatomical  science  were  made  in- 
telligible by  the  simplicity  and  clearness  of  his 
language,  by  the  unadorned  precision  of  his  style, 
and  by  his  faculty  of  addressing  himself  directly 
to  the  comprehension  of  his  audience.  His  dis- 
course never  passed  over  the  heads  of  his  listeners  ; 
the  listeners  were  taken  along  with  him  and  were 
carried  away  by  what  might  fairly  be  described  as 
his  unadorned  eloquence.  It  was  on  the  occasion 
of  a  lecture  delivered  by  him  in  Liverpool,  where 
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I  had  been  living  for  some  years  before  the  Sixties 
set  in,  that  I  had  the  opportunity  of  obtaining  from 
him  the  valuable  manuscript  reproduced  for  the 
illumination  of  this  chapter.  It  was  as  one  of  the 
reporting  staff  attached  to  a  Liverpool  daily  news- 
paper— the  first  daily  newspaper  set  up  in  an 
English  provincial  town — that  I  found  my  op- 
portunity. Owen  spoke  the  greater  part  and 
indeed  nearly  the  whole  of  his  address  without 
reference  to  manuscript  or  to  notes  of  any  kind. 
But  I  observed,  while  he  was  speaking  the  con- 
cluding sentences  of  his  address,  that  he  had  a 
page  of  paper  before  him  both  sides  of  which  were 
covered  with  manuscript,  at  which  he  glanced  from 
time  to  time.  More  than  one  great  speaker  to 
whom  I  have  listened  in  the  House  of  Commons 
and  outside  it  had  the  habit  of  writing  out  some 
particular  passages  in  a  speech  in  order  that  no 
sentence  and  no  word  might  fail  of  its  due 
effect,  might  be  inadequate  to  express  its  precise 


meaning. 


I  was  then  a  very  young  man  and  had  the 
audacity  of  youth  to  support  me,  and  I  ventured, 
when  the  lecture  was  over,  to  ask  the  great  lecturer 
to  allow  me  to  take  possession  of  the  sheet  of  paper 
which  contained  his  written  words.  Owen  was 
most  kindly  and  gracious,  appeared  to  be  pleased  by 
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the  boldness  of  my  request,  and  made  me  the  owner 
of  this  inestimable  sheet  of  autograph  composition. 
He  was  even  more  gracious  than  this,  for  he  kindly 
invited  me  to  call  upon  him  during  his  stay  in 
Liverpool,  and  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  gladly 
availed  myself  of  this  unexpected  invitation.  I 
went  to  see  him  next  day,  was  received  with 
courtesy  and  kindness,  and  was  in  fact  encouraged 
to  consider  myself  as  one  of  his  personal  acquaint- 
ances. At  a  later  period,  when  I  had  settled  in 
London,  I  had  the  happy  chance  of  meeting  him 
occasionally  while  he  was  engaged  in  his  work  at 
the  British  Museum,  and  I  never  met  him  without 
being  impressed  more  and  more  by  the  unaffected 
sweetness  of  his  manners,  and  by  the  readiness  with 
which  he  seemed  to  tolerate  my  obvious  admiration. 
Owen  was  undoubtedly  a  great  man,  was  probably 
the  greatest  scientific  anatomist  since  Cuvier ;  but, 
like  many  other  great  men,  and  unlike  some,  he 
assumed  no  airs  of  greatness  and  was  ready  to  put 
himself  for  the  time  into  full  companionship  with 
those  who  were  admitted  to  his  society.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  evidences  he  gave  me  of  his 
willingness  to  keep  up  the  acquaintance,  and  I 
remember  with  a  peculiar  sense  of  gratification  that 
to  the  end  of  his  life  he  continued  to  send  me,  now 
and  then,  printed  copies  of  some  discourse  which 
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he  had  delivered,   or  some  work  in  pamphlet  form 
which  he  had  published. 

At  that  time  Owen  was  commonly  regarded  as 
the  leader  of  the  old  school  of  scientific  philosophy. 
The  old  school  and  the  new  school  fought  out  their 
battles  just  then  with  energy,  and  sometimes,  it 
must  be  allowed,  with  considerable  acrimony.  But 
Owen  at  least  was  not  very  acrimonious  in  his  part 
of  the  controversy,  and  he  took  the  assaults  of  his 
opponents  with  remarkable  composure.  The  public 
in  general  divided  itself  between  the  two  schools 
and  followed  the  teachings  of  the  leaders  on  either 
side  with  deep  and  sometimes  impassioned  interest. 
I  know  not  whether  at  the  present  time  there  are 
any  two  such  schools  of  scientific  philosophy,  and 
can  only  say  that  if  any  such  controversy  now  goes 
on  its  echoes  do  not  reach  my  sequestered  ears. 
Perhaps  the  older  school  died  out  with  the  life  of 
Richard  Owen  and  the  whole  controversy  with 
the  lives  of  such  great  controversialists  as  Huxley 
and  Tyndall.  Perhaps  the  older  school  has 
vanished  altogether  from  the  living  history  of 
"scientific  dispute.  Both  schools  professed  to 
found  themselves  on  actual  scientific  facts,  but 
the  older  school  assumed  the  principle  that 
all  new  discoveries  must  be  in  accordance  with 
established  and  orthodox  faith,  while  the  new 
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school  proclaimed  that  the  discovery  of  scientific 
truths  must  be  followed  out  with  no  regard  to  the 
consequences  to  accepted  revelation.  The  new 
school  acted  no  doubt,  whether  consciously  or  un- 
consciously, on  the  general  principle  laid  down  by 
Auguste  Comte,  who  had  defined  the  growth  of 
human  thought  as  destined  to  pass  through  the 
stages  of  the  mythical,  the  metaphysical,  and  the 
scientific. 

I  had  the  honour  in  later  days  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  Thomas  Huxley  and  having  many 
opportunities  of  meeting  him  and  conversing  on 
all  manner  of  subjects.  I  am  now,  however, 
only  dealing  with  the  early  Sixties  and  with 
Richard  Owen,  and  I  did  not  believe  myself  at  that 
time  or  after  endowed  with  sufficient  knowledge  of 
scientific  questions  and  evidences  to  entitle  me  to 
form  any  very  clear  opinion  as  to  the  general 
bearings  of  the  controversy.  I  admired  Richard 
Owen  then,  as  I  afterwards  came  to  admire 
Thomas  Huxley,  for  his  splendid  intellectual  gifts, 
for  his  genial  manners,  and  for  his  extraordinary 
powers  of  eloquent  exposition.  The  impression 
then  made  upon  me  by  Richard  Owen  has  never 
faded.  He  was  the  first  great  scientific  man  I  had 
the  good  fortune  to  know  personally,  and  my 
acquaintance  with  him  formed  an  epoch  at  the 
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opening-  of  my  literary  career  which  must  always 
live  in  my  recollection.  Huxley  and  Tyndall  were 
both  eager  controversialists  even  on  questions 
which  had  nothing  to  do  with  scientific  develop- 
ment, and  each  of  them  went  out  of  his  way  now 
and  then  to  advocate  some  political  or  social  cause 
which  was  arousing  deep  emotion  throughout  the 
whole  country. 

I  do  not  remember  that  Owen  ever  allowed  him- 
self to  become  involved  in  any  public  debate  which 
was  not  directly  associated  with  his  own  sphere  of 
strictly  scientific  study.  Owen  kept  himself  to  his 
minute  study  of  physical  organisation,  and  he  took 
the  facts  as  he  found  them,  but  he  evidently  recon- 
ciled them  with  his  great  faith  in  the  organising 
Cause.  He  seems  to  put  this  forth  in  the  con- 
cluding sentences  of  the  peroration  reproduced  in 
this  chapter.  "  Everywhere,"  he  says,  "  in  organic 
nature  we  see  the  means. not  only  subservient  to  an 
end,  but  that  end  accomplished  by  the  simplest 
means.  Hence  we  are  compelled  to  regard  the 
great  Cause  of  all  not,  like  certain  philosophic 
ancients,  as  a  uniform  and  quiescent  mind — as  an 
all- pervading  anima  mundi — but  as  an  active  and 
anticipative  intelligence.  By  applying  the  laws  of 
comparative  anatomy  to  the  relics  of  extinct  races 
of  animals  found  in  different  strata  of  the  earth's 
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crust,  and  corresponding  with  as  many  epochs  in 
the  earth's  history,  we  make  an  important  step  in 
advance  of  all  preceding  philosophies,  and  are  able 
to  demonstrate  that  the  same  active  and  beneficent 
intelligence  which  manifests  His  Power  in  our 
times  has  also  manifested  His  Power  in  times  long 
anterior  to  the  records  of  our  existence."  "  If,"  he 
goes  on  to  say,  "  I  have  succeeded  in  demon- 
strating the  adaptation  of  each  varying  form  to  the 
exigencies  and  habits  and  well-being  of  the  species, 
I  have  fulfilled  one  object  I  had  in  view,  viz.,  to 
set  forth  the  intelligence  and  beneficence  of  the 
Creative  Power.  So  far  as  I  have  shown  the 
uniformity  of  plan  pervading  the  osteological 
structure  of  so  many  diversified  animated  forms, 
I  must  have  enforced,  were  that  necessary,  as 
strong  a  conviction  of  the  unity  of  the  Creative 
Cause."  And  thus  he  declares  "we  must  be  the 
more  strikingly  impressed  with  the  -wisdom  and 
the  power  of  that  Cause." 

I  have  said  in  a  preceding  chapter  that  I  must 
always  associate  the  memory  of  Thomas  Carlyle 
with  the  streets  of  Chelsea.  In  the  same  way 
I  must  ever  associate  the  figure  of  Richard 
Owen  with  the  neighbourhood  of  the  British 
Museum,  with  that  region  where  he  accomplished 
so  much  of  his  great  work  and  where  it  was 
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often  my  good  fortune  to  meet  him  in  days  long 
gone  by,  which  can  never  pass  from  my  recol- 
lection. 

I  have  heard  many  interesting  accounts  from 
friends  in  London  of  the  great  kindness  which 
Richard  Owen  was  in  the  habit  of  showing  to 
children,  and  of  the  exquisite  sympathy  with  which 
he  could  enter  into  all  their  ways  and  draw  them 
into  unrestrained  converse  with  him.  Only  the 
other  day  a  friend  of  mine  was  telling  me  that  in 
her  childish  years  she  and  her  brothers  and  sisters 
were  brought  into  acquaintanceship  with  Richard 
Owen  when  they  were  at  school  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  British  Museum,  and  she  gave  me 
many  instances  of  his  kindness  to  them,  and 
mentioned  the  fact  that  when  sometimes  they  met 
him  in  the  street  and  he  appeared  to  be  wrapt  in 
profound  contemplation,  they  thought  it  right  to 
pass  on  without  disturbing  him,  but  that  he  was 
sure  to  see  them  and  would  stop  in  his  walk,  enter 
into  conversation  with  them,  and  even  turn  out  of 
his  way  to  escort  them  to  their  home.  The 
anecdote  came  out  unexpectedly,  and  was  only 
occasioned  by  some  talk  about  the  interest  which 
many  great  men,  who  seem  to  live  above  the 
clouds  of  common  life,  have  taken  in  the  com- 
panionship of  children.  I  had  not  happened  for  a 
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long  time  to  hear  any  one  speak  of  Owen,  and  her 
reminiscences  of  him  were  a  new  and  a  welcome 
contribution  to  my  own  impressions  of  his  sweet 
and  winning  nature.  I  think  that  feeling  of  com- 
panionship with  ordinary  humanity  pervaded  all 
Owen's  teachings  and  suffused  his  conceptions  of 
the  Eternal  Cause.  William  Blake,  the  painter, 
poet,  and  mystical  dreamer,  has  declared  that  "  the 
Eternal  is  in  love  with  the  productions  of  Time." 
There  would  not  seem  to  be  much  affinity  between 
the  character  and  studies  of  Richard  Owen  and 
those  of  Blake,  but  I  have  often  thought  that  the 
words  I  have  just  quoted  might  be  taken  as  a  brief 
embodiment  of  the  spirit  that  breathes  through  that 
passage  of  Owen's  discourse  reproduced  in  this 
chapter. 

Among  the  portraits  from  the  Sixties  about  and 
around  which  I  am  writing  in  this  volume  is  one  of 
Cardinal  Newman.  It  has  seemed  to  me  that  in 
the  grouping  of  these  portraits  there  might  be  a 
certain  appropriateness  in  setting  the  pictures  of 
Owen  and  of  Newman,  metaphorically  at  least,  side 
by  side.  The  two  men  had  indeed  very  different 
spheres  of  thought  and  action,  but  each  was  alike 
devoted  to  what  he  believed  to  be  his  supreme 
mission  in  life,  and  each  lived  above  the  clouds 
of  ordinary  and  worldly  existence.  Cardinal 
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Newman's  was  a  life  of  absolute  austerity,  but 
there  was  a  certain  sweet  simplicity  in  his  manner 
which  reminded  me  sometimes  of  Richard  Owen. 
My  personal  acquaintance  with  Cardinal  Newman 
was  very  slight,  but  I  had  many  opportunities  of 
listening  to  him  and  of  observing  his  bearing  and 
his  ways.  I  saw  him  for  the  first  time  before  the 
opening  of  the  Sixties.  While  I  was  living  in 
Liverpool,  just  before  the  Crimean  War,  Newman 
delivered  there  his  famous  series  of  lectures  on 
what  was  then  regarded  as  the  Eastern  Question, 
the  existence  of  the  Ottoman  Power  in  Europe. 
There  is  no  need  to  go  very  deeply  into  "that 
question  at  the  present  time  of  day  ;  we  must  all  of 
us  have  made  up  our  minds  long  ago  on  the  whole 
subject,  whatever  our  conclusions  may  happen  to 
be.  I  need  only  say  that  Newman's  views  might 
have  been  regarded  just  then  as  a  prophetic  protest 
against  the  policy  which  was  leading  to  the 
Crimean  War.  Newman  regarded  the  settlement 
of  the  Ottoman  Turk  in  Europe  as,  from  first  to 
last,  a  mere  calamity  to  Christian  civilisation.  A 
man  of  Newman's  character  and  training  could  not 
make  himself  the  advocate  of  any  policy  designed 
to  expel  the  Turks  by  force  from  the  European 
territories  they  had  occupied,  but  he  made  him- 
self the  earnest  and  uncompromising  opponent 
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of  any  policy  setting  itself  to  maintain  and 
strengthen  the  ill-fated  dominion  of  the  Ottoman 
Power.  Newman's  expositions  and  warnings  had, 
it  is  needless  to  say,  no  effect  whatever  on  the 
majority  of  Englishmen  at  the  time,  but  he  uttered 
no  warning  which  subsequent  events  did  not  fully 
and  strictly  justify.  The  lectures  were  singularly 
impressive,  although  they  made  no  pretension  to 
the  graces  and  the  thrilling  tones  of  eloquence. 
The  language  seemed  unstudied,  but  was  always 
exquisitely  chosen,  every  word  expressing  precisely 
the  idea  it  was  intended  to  convey  and  no  more, 
and'there  were  many  passages  which  lived  long  in 
the  memories  of  those  who  heard  them  spoken. 
The  lectures  were  delivered  with  perfect  ease,  and 
the  voice,  although  not  powerful,  could  make  itself 
heard  without  effort  in  any  ordinary  assembly.  It 
had  certain  tones  of  melancholy  reflectiveness 
which  seemed  appropriate  to  a  warning  only  too 
certain  to  be  made,  for  the  time  at  least,  in  vain. 
No  man  was  a  more  accomplished  master 
than  Newman  of  all  the  resources  the  English 
language  can  command.  I  heard  him  speak  and 
preach  on  many  later  occasions,  and  he  always 
seemed  to  me  to  have  a  certain  distinct  faculty  of 
eloquence  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  mere 
rhetoric,  but  is  sincere  and  lofty  thought  embodied 
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in  the  most  appropriate  form  of  phrase.  In  some 
of  the  arts  and  the  gifts  that  go  to  make  a  great 
orator  or  preacher,  Newman  was  strikingly  defi- 
cient. His  bearing  was  not  impressive  ;  his  gaunt, 
emaciated  figure,  his  sharp  eagle-face,  his  eyes  of 
quiet  meditation,  were  rather  likely  to  repel  than  to 
attract  those  who  heard  and  saw  him  for  the  first 
time.  But  the  matter  of  his  discourse,  whether 
sermon,  speech,  or  lecture,  was  always  captivating, 
and  if  the  language  had  any  defect  it  might  be  that 
it  was  perhaps  a  little  overweighted  with  thought, 
and  thus  might  seem  hardly  suited  to  attract  from 
the  beginning  a  popular  audience.  But  in  speak- 
ing, as  in  writing,  he  soon  made  it  evident  that  he 
was  an  influence — I  do  not  know  how  better  to 
express  my  meaning — which  must  command  atten- 
tion by  its  own  force.  Both  as  a  speaker  and  as  a 
writer  he  showed  himself  richly  endowed  with  a 
keen,  pungent,  satirical  humour,  while  there  was, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  subtle  vein  of  poetry  and  of 
pathos  suffusing  all  his  argument,  his  illustration, 
and  his  appeal. 

Newman's  brother  Francis  was  led  away,  as  most 
of  my  readers  will  remember,  into  a  field  of  thought 
and  activity  strangely  unlike  that  into  which  faith 
and  destiny  had  conducted  him  who  was. to  become 
a  Cardinal  and  a  leading  spirit  in  the  Church  of 
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Rome.  I  cannot  think  of  the  brothers  Newman 
without  recalling  to  memory  a  deeply  interesting 
passage  in  Thackeray's  "  Pendennis."  Arthur 
Pendennis  and  his  comrade  George  Warrington 
have  a  dispute  about  men  and  beliefs.  "The 
truth,"  Pendennis  asks— "  where  is  '  the  truth? 
Show  it  me.  I  see  it  on  both  sides.  I  see  it 
in  this  man  who  worships  by  Act  of  Parliament, 
and  is  rewarded  with  a  silk  apron  and  five  thousand 
a  year  ;  in  that  man  too  who,  driven  fatally  by  the 
remorseless  logic  of  his  creed,  gives  up  everything 
—friends,  fame,  dearest  ties,  closest  vanities,  the 
respect  of  an  army  of  churchmen,  the  recognised 
position  of  a  leader — and  passes  over,  truth-impelled, 
to  the  enemy  in  whose  ranks  he  is  ready  to  serve 
henceforth  as  a  nameless  private  soldier  ;  I  see  the 
truth  in  that  man  as  I  do  in  his  brother,  whose 
logic  drives  him  to  quite  a  different  conclusion,  and 
who,  after  having  passed  a  life  in  vain  endeavours 
to  reconcile  an  irreconcileable  book,  flings  it  at  last 
down  in  despair,  and  declares,  with  tearful  eyes  and 
hands  up  to  heaven,  his  revolt  and  recantation." 
Of  course  every  reader  of  "  Pendennis  "  knew  at 
the  time  when  the  book  was  published  who  were 
the  two  brothers  of  whom  this  touching  description 
was  given.  ."  Pendennis"  made  its  appearance  in 
volume  form  some  ten  years  before  the  period 
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which  the  portraits  in  this  book  are  intended  to 
illustrate.  But  the  parting  of  the  two  brothers 
only  grew  wider  and  wider  as  time  went  on,  and 
they  never  can  be  said  to  have  worked  together 
during  the  remainder  of  their  lives. 

About  the  time  with  which  this  book  opens  I 
became  acquainted  with  Francis  Newman  and  was 
brought  much  more  into  intercourse  with  him  than 
it  was  ever  my  fortune  to  be  with  the  great 
Cardinal.  The  reason  for  this  was  that  John 
Henry  Newman  kept,  as  a  rule,  quite  apart  from 
political  movements,  and  that  Francis  Newman 
took  an  active  share  in  the  conduct  of  many 
political  organisations.  I  was  then  beginning  to  be 
much  engaged  in  English  political  life  as  well  as  in 
journalism,  and  I  thus  had  many  opportunities  of 
meeting  with  Francis  Newman.  He  was  a  man  of 
great  intellect  and  of  very  noble  purpose,  but  he 
never  acquired  in  his  own  sphere  anything  like 
the  influence  his  brother  exercised  in  the  sphere 
to  which  his  conscientious  convictions  had  called 
him.  I  am  sure  my  readers  will  quite  understand 
that  I  am  not  now  entering  into  any  comparison  or 
contrast  of  these  two  far-divided  spheres.  With 
questions  of  religious  faith  these  chapters  have 
nothing  to  do.  My  endeavour  is  to  put  myself  for 
the  time  into  the  position  of  Arthur  Pendennis,  and 
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to  regard  the  two  brothers  as  equally  sincere 
followers  of  that  which  each  believed  to  be  the 
truth.  But  I  have  always  thought  that  Francis 
Newman,  while  acting  with  the  most  sincere  and 
unselfish  motives,  never  succeeded  in  accomplish- 
ing as  much  by  his  intellect  and  his  perseverance  as 
might  have  been  expected  from  one  so  richly 
endowed  with  noble  qualities  of  mind  and  heart. 
Francis  Newman  lent  his  best  energy  to  the 
support  of  many  a  great  political  cause  which  time 
and  events  have  since  proved  to  be  right,  in  the 
judgment  of  most  thinking  men  at  home  and 
abroad.  But  unquestionably  he  sometimes  wasted 
too  much  of  his  intellectual  capacity  on  what  might 
be  called  the  eccentricities  of  political  and  social 
endeavour.  There  were  all  manner  of  new  ques- 
tions, political  and  social  problems  as  they  would 
now  be  called,  coming  up  at  the  time,  and  Francis 
Newman  did  not  always  seem  able  to  distinguish 
between  a  creed  and  a  crotchet.  The  mere  charm  of 
novelty  appeared  to  have  an  undue  fascination  for 
him.  He  was  tempted  too  often  into  the  frittering 
away  of  his  remarkable  intellectual  powers  over 
some  new  idea,  as  it  was  called,  which  turned  out 
to  be  merely  an  old  and  exploded  idea,  recalled  to 
a  semblance  of  cohesion  and  reality  by  the  futile 
energies  of  some  sect  or  group  of  belated  reformers. 
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There  was  a  time  when  nine  out  of  ten  men  in 
London  who  took  any  interest  in  public  affairs  were 
apt  to  set  down  Francis  Newman  as  hopelessly 
given  over  to  crotchets,  while  the  tenth  man, 
admiring  however  much  his  character  and  his 
capacity,  was  sometimes  grieved  and  sometimes 
angry  that  both  together  did  not  make  him  a 
greater  power  in  the  national  life. 

The  last  time  I  ever  heard  Francis  Newman 
address  a  public  meeting  was  at  a  small  gathering 
of 'men  and  women  in  London  who  were  engaged 
in  organising  an  opposition  to  some  measure  before 
Parliament,  the  purpose  of  which  has  long  passed 
out  of  my  memory.  The  meeting  was  held  in 
Exeter  Hall,  not  in  the  vast  room  where  oratorios 
were  performed  and  huge  public  assemblages  were 
gathered  together  to  discuss  some  question  of 
national  or  international  importance,  but  in  a  little 
subterranean  room.  The  attendance  was  not  nearly 
up  to  the  size  of  the  room  itself,  limited  though 
that  was.  There  on  the  platform  sat  the  good 
and  gifted  and  fearless  Francis  Newman,  and 
immediately  around  him  were  some  dozen 
embodied  and  living  crotchets  and  crazes.  There 
was  this  learned  physician  who  had  renounced  his 
medical  practice  and  was  holding  communication 
regularly  with  the  spirit-world.  There  was  that 
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other  eminent  personage  who  had  long  been  trying 
in  vain  to  teach  an  apathetic  Government  how  to 
cure  crime  on  purely  phrenological  principles. 
There  was  Smith  who  was  opposed  to  all  wars  ; 
Brown,  who  firmly  believed  that  every  disease 
known  to  poor  humanity  came  from  the  use  of 
salt  ;  Jones,  who  had  at  his  own  expense  put  into 
circulation  thousands  of  copies  of  his  work  against 
the  employment  of  medical  men  in  cases  where  the 
ailments  of  women  were  concerned.  We  just 
wanted,  on  this  memorable  occasion,  the  awful 
persons  who  proved  to  you  that  the  earth  was  all 
a  flat,  and  the  indefatigable  ladies  who  expounded 
their  claims  to  the  British  Crown,  then  feloniously 
usurped  by  Queen  Victoria. 

Nothing  came  of  the  demonstration,  whatever 
it  was,  and  I  have  only  mentioned  it  here  just  to 
illustrate  the  extraordinary  contrast  between  the 
commanding  position  to  which  Francis  Newman, 
with  his  intellect,  his  energy,  and  his  lofty  purposes, 
might  have  attained,  and  the  position  to  which 
from  the  highest  and  most  unselfish  motives  he 
had  allowed  himself  to  descend.  I  could  not  help 
admiring  the  man,  as  much  in  these  later  days  of 
his  career  as  in  that  earlier  time  when  he  stood 
forth  the  great  and  recognised  advocate  of  so  many 
a  noble  cause.  Surely  the  parting  of  the  ways  had 
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brought  these  two  gifted  brothers  very  far  apart. 
John  Henry  Newman  had  by  this  time  become  a 
Prince  of  the  Church  of  Rome  and  was  one  of  the 
most  conspicuous  and,  in  the  strictest  sense,  one 
of  the  most  influential  men  of  his  age.  Yet  every 
one  who  knew  the  two  brothers  must  have  known 
that  mere  personal  ambition  had  influenced  no 
more  the  one,  who  had  obtained  so  lofty  and 
commanding  a  position,  than  the  other  who  had 
fallen  away  from  public  life  and  become  merely 
the  futile  advocate  of  so  many  a  lost  and  un- 
important cause.  Both  brothers  had  eminently  the 
genius  of  the  controversialist  ;  both  followed  alike 
faithfully  the  light  of  the  guiding  star  which  his 
conscience  recognised,  and  it  is  something  of 
comfort  to  feel  sure  that  both  will  alike  have  a 
place  of  honour  in  the  history  of  England's 
intellectual  development. 

May  I  be  allowed  to  say  that  I  think  Cardinal 
Newman  did  much  good  even  to  that  Church 
from  which  he  withdrew?  He  was  really  the 
mainspring  of  that  movement  which  proposed  to 
rescue  the  Church  from  apathy,  from  mere 
quiescence,  from  the  perfunctory  discharge  of 
formal  duties,  and  to  quicken  her  once  again  with 
the  spirit  of  a  priesthood,  to  arouse  her  to  the 
living  work,  spiritual  and  moral,  physical  and 
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mental,   of  her  ecclesiastical  mission.     Throughout 
the    English    Church    in    general    there    has    been 
surely   a    higher   spirit  at  work  since  that  famous 
Oxford  Movement  in  which  John  Henry  Newman 
took  so  influential  a  part.      I  think  the  influence  of 
that    English  Church  has  been  more  active,  more 
beneficent,    more   human,    and   at    the    same    time 
more    spiritual    since    that    sudden    and    startling 
impulse    was    given.      The    story    of    these    two 
brothers   is  on  the  whole  as  strange  a  chapter  as 
any  I  know  in  the  history  of  human  intellect  and 
creed.      It    may    at    least    teach    us    a    lesson    of 
toleration   if  nothing  better.     The    very    pride    of 
intellect  itself  can    hardly    pretend    to    look    down 
with  mere  scorn  upon  beliefs  which  carried  off  in 
contrary    directions    these    two    Newmans.      The 
sternest   bigot  could    hardly   refuse   to   admit    that 
truthfulness,  self-sacrifice,  and  devotion  might  abide 
outside    the    limits  .  of    his    own    creed    when    he 
remembered  the  high  and  noble  example  of  pure, 
true,    and    disinterested    lives    which    John    Henry 
and    Francis    W.    Newman    have   alike   given    in 
their  different  ways  to  their  fellow-men. 


CHAPTER    VI 

RICHARD    COBDEN 

THIS  volume  has  for  its  frontispiece  the  photo- 
graphic reproduction  of  a  picture  which  has 
not,  so  far  as  I  know,  been  ever  before  thus  brought 
to  the  notice  of  the  public  at  large.  The  picture 
represents  the  principal  framers  of  the  famous 
French  Commercial  Treaty  with  England — the 
Treaty  brought  into  existence  in  1860 — seated 
around  the  table  of  a  great  salon — a  picture  drawn 
from  the  imagination,  we  may  assume — and  the 
most  celebrated  figures  in  which  are  Cobden, 
Michel  Chevalier,  Bright,  Gladstone,  Palmerston, 
Milner  Gibson,  Persigny,  Fould,  and  many  other 
of  the  eminent  public  men  who  were  engaged  in 
the  negotiations  which  led  to  the  Treaty.  The 
present  chapter  contains  also  a  portrait  group  of 
Cobden,  Bright,  and  Milner  Gibson.  Even  at 
the  present  day  readers  will  remember  that  Milner 

Gibson    was    one    of   Cobden's    most    earnest   and 
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capable  supporters  in  the  early  English  straggle 
for  Free  Trade.  Thomas  Milner  Gibson  was  a 
man  of  high  social  position,  and  was  returned  to 
Parliament  so  early  as  1837  by  the  Conservative 
party,  to  which  he  then  belonged..  He  soon, 
however,  saw  reason  to  renounce  his  Conservative 
opinions,  and  on  one  memorable  occasion  he 
boldly  proclaimed  in  the  House  of  Commons  his 
conversion  to  the  Liberal  doctrines,  and  he  actually 
crossed  the  floor  of  the  House  and  took  his  place 
among  the  Free  Traders.  In  1841  he  was  elected 
for  Manchester  as  a  Free  Trader,  and  from  that 
time  forth  he  was  during  the  whole  of  his  public 
career  one  of  the  most  consistent,  persuasive,  and 
distinguished  champions  of  the  Free  Trade  cause 
and  of  every  other  doctrine  of  genuine  Liberalism. 
He  held  office  more  than  once  in  a  Liberal 
Government,  and  took  a  leading  part  in  the 
repeal  of  the  advertisement  duty  on  newspapers, 
of  the  newspaper  stamp  duty,  and  the  paper  duty 
itself.  I  used  to  meet  him  often  in  those  days, 
and  I  felt  the  highest  admiration  for  his  sincerity, 
his  great  political  capacity,  his  parliamentary 
eloquence,  and  the  unaffected  geniality  of  his 
manners.  Cobden,  Bright,  Charles  Villiers,  and 
Milner  Gibson  were  the  apostles  of  Free  Trade, 
and  may  justly  be  said  to  have  created  a  new 
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chapter  in  English  history.  So  far  back  as  1835 
Cobden  had  published  his  first  pamphlet  advo- 
cating Free  Trade,  and  within  a  few  years  the 
Anti-Corn  Law  League  was  established  in  Man- 
chester with  Cobden  for  its  leading  member.  Sir 
Robert  Peel  afterwards  acknowledged  that  to  the 
agitation  carried  on  by  Cobden  and  the  League 
was.  due  the  measure  for  the  abolition  of  the 
Corn  Laws  which  Peel  carried  in  1846.  Charles 
Villiers,  a  member  of  the  great  Clarendon 
family,  had  been  elected  to  the  House  of 
Commons  for  Wolverhampton  as  a  declared 
Free  Trader  in  1835,  and  used  to  bring  forward 
every  Session  a  motion  in  favour  of  Free  Trade 
before  the  principle  was  adopted  by  any  states- 
man in  office.  When  Peel  carried  his  measure 
for  the  abolition  of  the  duty  on  the  importation 
of  foreign  corn  the  general  belief  prevailing  all 
over  the  country  was  that  the  question  of  Free 
Trade  had  been  settled  for  ever  in  England. 

There  is  a  peculiar  appropriateness  in  the 
reproduction  of  this  picture  of  the  three  great 
Free  Trade  apostles  at  the  present  time. 
During  all  the  years  which  intervened  between 
1846  and  this  present  year  nothing  was  heard 
of  any  serious  purpose  on  the  part  of  a  respon- 
sible English  statesman  to  introduce  a  financial 
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policy  which  could  in  any  sense  be  held  to 
repudiate  the  principle  of  Free  Trade.  There 
were  always  some  Tory  members  in  the  House 
of  Commons  and  some  old-fashioned  persons 
here  and  there  in  country  districts  who  cherished 
a  sort  of  ancestral  and  feudal  homage  for  the 
old  doctrine  of  Protection.  There  were  still  men 
to  be  met  with  in  and  out  of  Parliament  who 
insisted,  with  an  almost  touching  devotion  to  the 
financial  creed  of  their  forefathers,  that  no  matter 
what  statistics  and  Board  of  Trade  returns  and 
Parliamentary  Blue  Books  might  say  to  the  con- 
trary, the  country  was  positively  going  to  the 
dogs  because  of  Free  Trade,  and  that  the  sun 
of  England's  prosperity  had  set  for  ever.  Eng- 
land went  on,  however,  perversely  prospering  in 
spite  of  all  their  protestations  and  predictions,  and 
the  professed  Protectionist  came  before  long  to 
be  regarded  as  a  mere  curiosity,  the  late-surviving 
symbol  of  a  past  age.  No  political  or  financial 
organisation  of  the  slightest  influence  attempted 
during  all  these  years  to  bring  about  a  reversal 
of  England's  commercial  policy,  and  that  a  states- 
man in  office  should  ever  attempt  such  an 
undertaking  seemed  as  little  likely  as  that  a 
statesman  in  office  should  undertake  a  crusade 
against  the  election  of  members  to  Parliament 
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by  a  popular  majority.  It  has  been  reserved  for 
our  times  to  behold  the  appearance  of  such  a 
strange  and  unexpected  phenomenon.  We  have 
lately  heard  from  the  lips  of  a  statesman  holding 
high  office  the  proclamation  of  a  resolve  to  bring 
up  the  whole  question  once  again  for  national 
judgment  and  to  invite  a  reversal  of  the  policy 
originated  by  Cobden,  Bright,  and  Villiers  and 
carried  into  legislation  by  Sir  Robert  Peel. 

I  do  not  propose  to  enter  into  any  discussion 
here  as  to  the  principle  of  Free  Trade,  and  I 
am  well  convinced  that  so  far  as  England  is  con- 
cerned that  question  is  settled  for  ever.  Nor 
do  I  intend  to  offer  any  arguments  designed  to 
show  that  the  doctrine  of  preferential  tariffs  is 
merely  another  form,  a  somewhat  diminished 
form,  of  the  doctrine  of  Protection.  We  may 
take  it  for  granted  that  some  questions  at  least 
in  financial  as  well  as  in  constitutional  policy 
have  been  settled  once  for  all.  There  need  be 
no  fear  that  any  subtlety  of  plausible  argument 
will  ever  induce  England  to  return  to  what  used 
to  be  called  the  principle  of  divine  right  in 
government,  and  we  have  just  as  little  reason 
to  fear  that  any  such  argument  can  prevail  upon 
her  to  make  at  this  time  of  day  a  reactionary 
experiment  in  the  way  of  protective  tariffs. 
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There  is  a  fashionable  and  self-opinionated  lady 
in  one  of  Moliere's  comedies  who  declares  that 
she  never  could,  even  after  the  fullest  considera- 
tion, see  any  reason  why  a  woman  should  not 
change  her  husband  as  often  and  as  freely  as 
she  changed  her  undergarments ;  but  the  lady 
would  no  doubt  have  admitted  that  with  all  her 
influence  she  never  was  able  to  get  her  theory 
adopted  by  the  ruling  powers  of  France.  In  the 
world  of  fashion  it  might  be  possible  for  some 
ruling  queen  of  society  to  bring  about  for  a  time 
a  new  reign  of  the  crinoline,  but  we  do  not 
reconstitute  ,our  financial  system  at  the  mere  dic- 
tation of  some  adventurous  and  self-confident 
member  of  a  divided  Government.  I  cannot 
help  thinking  with  keen  and  curious  interest  of 
the  effect  which  might  have  been  produced  on 
that  triumvirate  of  English  Free  Traders  if  it 
could  have  been  foretold  to  them  that  before 
very  many  years  an  English  statesman,  who  had 
during  the  greater  part  of  his  life  professed  com- 
plete devotion  to  their  doctrine,  should  suddenly 
come  forward  with  the  proclamation  that  he  was 
determined  to  lead  a  crusade  against  the  prin- 
ciple of  Free  Trade.  Each  of  the  three  men, 
Cobden,  Bright,  and"  Villiers,  had  in  him  a 
genuine  faculty  of  humour,  and  I  can  imagine 
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any  one  of  them  adopting  the  words  in  which 
Scott's  "  Antiquary "  comments  on  the  preten- 
sions of  the  German  adventurer  Dousterswivel 
who  figures  in  the  novel.  Dousterswivel  pro- 
fesses to  have  magical  ways  of  discovering 
buried  treasure  and  thus  enabling  people  at  a 
small  pecuniary  sacrifice  to  become  possessed  of 
indefinite  and  ever-increasing  wealth.  The  "Anti- 
quary "  declines  to  discuss  the  question,  but  he 
makes  an  appropriate  quotation  from  our  great 
Elizabethan  dramatist  and  closes  with  the  words 
—his  own  words — "Ah!  rare  Ben  Jonson  !  long 
peace  to  thy  ashes  for  a  scourge  of  the  quacks 
of  thy  day ! — who  expected  to  see  them  revive  in 
our  own  ?  " 

I  made,  for  the  first  time,  the  personal 
acquaintance  of  Richard  Cobden  when  he 
was  conducting  the  negotiations  for  a  commercial 
treaty  between  England  and  France.  That  was 
not,  however,  the  first  time  I  came  to  know 
Cobden  as  a  public  man  and  a  public  speaker.  I 
had  heard  many  of  his  great  speeches  in  Man- 
chester, in  Liverpool,  in  Rochdale,  and  other 
places  before  I  came  to  know  him  in  private. 
That  was  a  remarkable  and  a  peculiarly  interesting 
period  of  modern  English  history  when  I  first 
made  Cobden's  personal  acquaintance.  He  was 
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then  closely  engaged  with  the  preparations  for 
the  treaty  and  was  going  to  and  fro  between 
London  and  Paris,  between  the  English  Govern- 
ment, for  whom  he  was  acting  as  unofficial 
representative,  and  Louis  Napoleon,  then  Emperor 
of  the  French.  Louis  Napoleon  was  at  the  zenith 
of  his  power  and  had  succeeded  in  completely 
dazzling  the  minds  of  most  persons  in  England 
as  well  as  in  France,  and  making  them  believe 
that  he  had  founded  an  Imperial  system  which 
was  destined  to  have  the  control  of  France  during 
an  indefinite  time.  Many  of  those  who  had 
opposed  his  dictatorship  in  France  were  exiles, 
and  some  of  them  were  settled  in  London.  One 
of  these  was  my  friend  Louis  Blanc,  who  was 
not  able  to  return  to  his  own  country  until  the 
war  with  Prussia  had  led  to  the  overthrow  of  the 
Empire  and  the  establishment  of  that  Republic 
which  has  already  lasted  for  a  longer  time  than 
any  system  formed  in  France  since  the  outbreak 
of  the  great  Revolution. 

When  1  first  met  Cobden  he  had  as  his  colleague 
in  the  work  of  preparing  the  treaty  the  celebrated 
French  political  economist  and  statesman  Michel 
Chevalier,  who  was  acting  on  behalf  of  the  French 
Government.  I  had  the  advantage  of  being- 
admitted  to  some  of  their  conferences,  of  listening 
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o    the    views    they    interchanged,    and    of   seeing 

documents    they    were    engaged    in    drawing 

p.      I     could     not    help    thinking    at     the     time 

ow    strange    it    was    to    remember    that    the    last 

Teat    attempt    to    establish    a    commercial    treaty 

3etween     England    and     France    was     the    work 

nspired    by     Bolingbroke,    a    man    whose    whole 

.haracter   was   as   unlike  that  of   Richard    Cobden 

>r    Michel    Chevalier  as  could    well    be   imagined. 

There    was    nothing    showy,    nothing    that    could 

even   be   called   brilliant   about  the    style    and    the 

achievements  of  Cobden  or  Chevalier.     One  must 

describe   Cobden   as  a  great  orator   if  by    oratory 

we    mean    the    art    of    persuading,    of   convincing 

arge    bodies    of    men    whether    in    Parliament    or 

outside  it.      But  Cobden    did    not    belong    to    that 

order    of    eloquence    in    which    Bolingbroke    must 

:ver    be    remembered    as     one    of    the     greatest 

masters.     Oratory   has  been  defined  by   Macaulay 

as  the  blending  of   reason    and    passion,  and    this 

we    may    assume   to    be    a    perfect    description    of 

Bolingbroke's    brilliant    and     overwhelming   style. 

Cobden  made  no  appeal  to  the  passions  of   men, 

but  on  the  other  hand  he  made  constant  appeal  to 

jthose    higher    and     nobler     feelings     with     which 

IBolingbroke    never  proved   himself  to  have  much 

sympathy. 
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It  would  be  a  great  mistake  to  suppose  that 
Cobden's  eloquence  only  addressed  itself  to  man's 
reasoning  faculties.  Cobden  accomplished  some 
of  his  greatest  effects  by  his  frequent  appeals  to 
the  eternal  sentiments  of  equity  and  justice,  to 
the  exalted  principles  of  peace  among  nations  and 
brotherhood  among  men.  He  did  not  confine 
his  arguments  in  favour  of  the  commercial  treaty 
to  mere  questions  of  tariff,  to  the  commercial  and 
individual  advantages  of  an  interchange  of  pro- 
ducts on  convenient  terms,  and  to  the  indi- 
vidual benefits  which  must  come  from  a  treaty 
enabling  each  nation  to  have  cheap  possession  of 
the  articles  produced  or  manufactured  by  the 
other.  He  preached  the  gospel  of  universal  peace 
and  friendship  while  illustrating  the  benefits  of 
unrestricted  commercial  intercourse.  He  was  not 
an  orator  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word. 
He  did  not  indulge  in  any  splendid  flashes  of 
dazzling  declamation.  There  are  few  passages 
in  any  of  his  speeches  likely  to  be  preserved  as 
illustrations  of  the  highest  effect  the  English 
language  can  be  taught  to  create.  There  are  few 
sentences  to  be  found  in  his  public  speeches  which 
English  schoolboys  would  be  enjoined  to  get  by 
heart  as  models  of  successful  declamation.  His 
style  had  little  in  it  that  could  even  be  called 
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ornamental.  His  speeches  were  intended  to 
convince  the  reason  and,  at  the  same  time,  to  call 
into  activity  the  purest  and  the  noblest  feelings. 

I  have  heard  Cobden's  speeches  described,  even 
by  some  who  express  entire  admiration  for  them, 
as  the  utterances  of  a  man  who  is  merely  thinking 
aloud  while  he  holds  in  profound  attention  a  great 
listening  assembly.  The  description  has  always 
appeared  to  me  curiously  inadequate.  In  the 
House  of  Commons  and  on  the  public  platform 
Cobden  was  always  addressing  himself  directly  to 
those  whom  he  endeavoured  to  persuade,  was  in 
close  and  constant  touch  with  them.  He  was  ready 
to  reply  to  any  word  of  interruption  which  suggested 
an  opposition  to  his  argument,  and  was  able  to 
supply  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  any  gap  in  his 
process  of  reasoning  which  even  the  doubtful 
glances  of  his  listeners  might  remind  him  that  he 
had  left  unfilled.  Not  the  most  fluent  of  the 
great  debaters  in  the  House  of  Commons  was 
more  quick  than  Cobden  to  take  advantage  of 
any  sceptical  or  hostile  interruption  by  turning 
it  to  his  own  account,  and  pouring  forth  upon 
those  who  had  interrupted  him  some  new  or  fresh 
argument  or  illustration  intended  to  bear  down 
upon  the  suggested  criticism  or  dissent,  and  to 
report  him  and  his  cause  aright  to  the  unsatisfied. 
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Even  if  one  happened  to  have  no  particular  views 
of  his  own  on  either  side  of  the  actual  subject 
under  discussion  it  was  a  positive  treat  to  listen 
to  a  speech  of  Cobden's  in  the  House  of  Commons 
and  observe  the  unfailing  readiness  with  which 
he  could  bring  forth  new  arguments  in  support  of 
his  pleading. 

Cobden  was  remarkably  fluent  as  a  speaker ; 
never  seemed  to  want  a  word,  and,  what  was 
better  still,  never  seemed  to  want  the  precise  word 
which  most  strongly  and  lucidly  expressed  his 
meaning.  His  voice  was  not  great  in  volume — 
at  least  it  did  not  seem  so  to  those  who  only 
heard  him  addressing  an  assembly  of  limited 
extent,  such  as  that  which  he  had  to  address  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  It  was  clear  and  liquid 
and  even,  and  seemed  admirably  adapted  in  its 
compass  to  a  full  effect  in  a  parliamentary  assembly. 
But  it  had  a  power  and  a  range  which  one  only 
came  to  appreciate  fully  when  he  heard  Cobden 
speaking  from  the  platform  of  some  great  open- 
air  meeting.  Then  the  listener  was  filled  with 
the  satisfying  conviction  that  Cobden  could  make 
himself  easily  and  thoroughly  heard  at  the  farthest 
limit  of  the  greatest  public  gallery.  I  have  listened 
to  speakers,  renowned  for  the  strength  and  volume 
and  range  of  their  voices,  who  could  not  have 
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succeeded  more  completely  and  with  less  apparent 
effort  in  holding  the  attention  of  the  largest  crowd. 
Not  one  of  these  could  accomplish  with  less 
suggestion  of  straining  a  more  complete  mastery 
over  his  audience  than  Cobden,  whose  voice  was 
never  regarded  as  one  of  his  especial  oratorical 
endowments. 

Every  one  knows  how  it  tries  an  audience  to 
be  compelled  to  make  a  continuous  effort  in 
following  the  argument  of  a  speaker  whose 
sentences  are  likely  to  lose  some  part  of  their 
meaning  by  an  occasional  failure  in  the  reach  of 
the  orator's  utterance.  A  certain  lack  of  attention 
is  sure  to  follow  in  a  great  assembly,  especially  an 
open-air  assembly,  when  even  the  most  convinc- 
ing and  rousing  appeal  is  thus  sometimes  marred 
Jby  a  defective  power  of  sustained  elocution.  No 
one  ever  felt  any  of  this  irritating  strain  when 
listening  to  Cobden.  Every  one  settled  down  to 
the  comfortable  conviction  that  he  had  only  to 
listen  and  no  word  could  fail  to  reach  his  ears. 
Men  like  Gladstone,  like  Bright,  like  the  anti- 
slavery  orator  Wendell  Phillips,  had  magnificent 
voices,  which  were  able  to  command  any  assembly 
by  the  mere  charm  of  their  musical  intonation. 
But  the  wonder  of-Cobden's  voice  was  that  it 
could  always  exercise  the  same  command,  although 
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it  did  not  seem  to  be  endowed  with  any  such 
extraordinary  power.  His  voice  was  like  his  elo- 
quence, which  had  nothing  in  it  showy,  nothing 
that  appealed  to  the  musical  sense,  but  could 
always  captivate,  arouse,  and  hold  in  silent  wrapt 
attention.  There  was  something  in  it  essentially 
characteristic  of  the  man  himself — it  was  plain 
speaking,  a  constant  appeal  to  the  reason,  the 
judgment,  and  the  better  qualities  of  men,  with- 
out any  proclaimed  right  to  control  by  mere 
rhetorical  display.  This  was  Cobden  all  through. 
It  was  an  eloquence  entirely  his  own,  peculiar  and 
self-possessed,  but  never  self-assertive. 

Cobden  was  unquestionably  a  great  man,  a 
great  political  and  intellectual  influence,  but  he 
seemed  modestly  unconscious  of  his  own  splendid 
powers,  and  never  gave  one  the  idea  that  he 
felt  himself  endowed  with  the  heaven-born  right 
to  dictate  and  to  command.  His  manner  in  pri- 
vate was  simple,  modest,  and  companionable. 
We  felt  perfectly  at  ease  in  conversing  with  him, 
and  were  never  impressed  with  the  humbling  con- 
sciousness that  we  stood  in  the  presence  of  a 
superior  mortal.  He  lifted  us  up  to  his  own 
level  without  any  apparent  effort  to  bring  him- 
self down  to  ours.  He  had  had  experiences  and 
opportunities  of  observation  which  were  far  from 
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common  in  his  days.  At  that  time  great  states- 
men were  not  much  in  the  habit  of  improving 
their  minds  by  extensive  and  varied  foreign  travel. 
The  leaders  of  parliamentary  and  public  opinion 
were  not  then  accustomed  to  go  far  beyond  the 
range  of  that  limited  amount  of  travel  which,  at 
one  time,  used  to  be  habitually  described  as  the 
Grand  Tour.  Lord  Palmerston,  Lord  John 
Russell,  and  other  statesmen  had  never  extended 
their  wanderings  beyond  the  easily  attained  reach 
of  conventional  European  travel.  They  knew 
nothing,  from  personal  experience,  of  England's 
foreign  and  colonial  possessions.  Even  men  like 
Gladstone  and  Disraeli  had  not  accomplished 
much  in  this  way  beyond  the  familiar  regions  of 
the  Continent,  and  Gladstone's  experiences  of 
Greece  and  Disraeli's  visit  to  the  Holy  Land 
were  beyond  the  ordinary  reach  of  a  statesman's 
journeyings.  I  remember  hearing  it  remarked  at 
one  period  that  the  late  Lord  Stanley  was  the 
only  member  of  his  administration  who  never 
having  held  the  office  of  Viceroy  was  personally 
acquainted  with  India.  Cobden  had  made  himself 
familiar  with  all  parts  of  the  European  Continent, 
including  Russia  ;  he  had  travelled  all  over  the 
United  States  and  Canada,  and  during  debates  in 
the  House  of  Commons  on  any  great  foreign  or 
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colonial  question  he  was  able  to  strengthen  his 
arguments  by  his  own  personal  knowledge  of 
the  condition  of  the  various  populations  in  the 
countries  whose  affairs  were  the  subject  of  dis- 
cussion. Wherever  he  travelled  he  was  on  the 
look  out  for  the  best  and  most  trustworthy  infor- 
mation to  be  had  from  all  quarters,  and  he  was 
not  content  to  take  his  impressions  of  a  foreign 
State  or  a  distant  Colony  from  the  views  which 
prevailed  at  the  British  Embassy,  or  at  the  head- 
quarters of  the  Colonial  Governor.  He  spoke 
and  wrote  French  with  fluency  and  accuracy,  and 
I  often  observed  that  Michel  Chevalier  and  he 
carried  on  their  conversation  on  questions  of 
tariffs  and  the  interchange  of  commodities  and 
other  intricate  and  essentially  technical  subjects 
in  Chevalier's  own  language. 

My  acquaintance  with1  Cobden  was  kept  up  at 
intervals  to  the  close  of  his  life,  and  I  was  only 
more  and  more  impressed  each  time  I  met  him 
with  the  sweetness  of  his  nature,  the  modesty  of 
his  manners,  and  his  utter  freedom  from  that 
over-bearing  or  even  self-asserting  quality  which 
is  so  commonly  and  excusably  the  attribute  of 
those  who  come  to  know  they  have  achieved  great- 
ness. He  had  that  faculty  which  belonged  also  to 
Gladstone  of  finding  something  to  learn  from  every 
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one  with  whom  he  came  into  contact.  However 
limited  and  commonplace  might  have  been  the 
experiences  of  some  who  had  the  good  fortune  to 
make  Cobden's  acquaintance,  we  always  found 
him  inclined  to  bring  each  of  us  into  conversation 
on  subjects  personally  familiar,  and  thus  to 
make  even  the  slightest  addition  to  his  own  ex- 
tensive stores  of  knowledge. 

The  country  lost  much  by  the  fact  that  Cobden 
never  held  high  office  or  office  of  any  kind  in  an 
administration.  Every  one  remembers  that  Lord 
Palmerston  invited  him  to  accept  office  in  the 
Government  of  1859.  Palmerston  then  offered 
him  the  position  of  President  of  the  Board  of 
Trade,  a  place  which  would  exactly  have  suited 
his  inclination,  his  knowledge  of  commercial 
affairs,  and  his  wide  and  varied  experience  as  an 
observer  and  a  traveller.  I  have  personal  reasons 
for  remembering  the  occasion  well.  Cobden  was 
in  the  United  States  on  a  second  visit  at  the 
time  when  Palmerston  was  forming  his  Govern- 
ment. The  offer  was  made  known  to  Cobden's 
friends  and  political  colleagues,  and  it  so  hap- 
pened that  Cobden's  return  to  England  was  just 
then  expected.  He  was  to  land  at  Liverpool, 
where  I  was  then  living  attached  to  the  literary 
staff  of  a  daily  newspaper.  Some  of  Cobden's 
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friends  engaged  a  small  steamer  to  take  them  out 
of  the  Mersey,  in  order  that  they  might  meet  the 
vessel  which  was  bringing  Cobden  home,  and  thus 
let  him  know  at  the  earliest  possible  moment 
the  offer  Lord  Palmerston  was  about  to  make.  I 
was  given  the  opportunity  of  accompanying  the 
party  of  friends,  an  opportunity  of  which  I  availed 
myself  most  gladly.  I  had  at  that  time  no  per- 
sonal acquaintance  with  Cobden,  and  was  merely 
an  observer  of  the  meeting  which  took  place 
between  him  and  his  friends.  Cobden  acted  with 
his  usual  composure  and  discretion  when  he  re- 
ceived the  news.  He  told  his  friends  that  he 
could  not  make  any  statement  off-hand  as  to  the 
course  which  he  should  pursue  with  regard  to 
the  invitation,  or  give  any  answer  until  the 
time  came  for  delivering  his  reply  to  Lord  Pal- 
merston himself.  I  can  remember  that  most  of 
his  friends  already  anticipated  the  answer  which 
was  to  be  given,  and  had  indeed  anticipated  it 
even  before  they  had  an  opportunity  of  telling  the 
news  to  Cobden.  Lord  Palmerston's  offer  was 
refused,  and  every  one  capable  of  forming  an 
impartial  judgment  felt  that  it  would  have  been 
impossible  for  a  man  of  Cobden's  sincerity  and 
consistency  to  give  any  other  answer  to  the  pro- 
posal. 
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Cobden  had  always  publicly  and  privately  con- 
demned   the   general     principles    of    Palmerston's 
home  and  foreign  policy.     He  took  it  for  granted 
no  doubt,  that  even  though  he  were  to  occupy  a 
seat  in  the  Cabinet,  which  of  course  was  part  of 
the  proposal,   he  could  not   hope   to  overrule    the 
influence    of    the    Prime    Minister  to    any    degree 
which  would  make  it  worth  his  while  to  associate 
himself     with     a     Palmerstonian      administration. 
Many   of   Cobden's    warmest    admirers   and    most 
devoted  followers,  even  in  the  north  of  England, 
were  strongly  of  opinion  that  he  ought  to  accept 
the  opportunity  of  bringing  his  influence  to  bear 
upon  the  new  administration  for  the  advancement 
of    Liberal    principles    and    for    the    good   of    the 
country.     At  the  very  time  when  Cobden  received 
at  Liverpool    Lord    Palmerston's    letter  containing 
the   offer,    he    received  also    a    very  urgent   letter 
from    Lord  John    Russell    pressing   him   to  accept 
it ;  but  Cobden's    resolution   was   formed,  his   con- 
scientious   course  was  clear,   and    I   may  add   that 
his    determination    had    the    absolute    approval    of 
John  Bright.     The  whole  story  is  told  by  Cobden's 
own  letters,  published  in  John   Morley's  "  Life  of 
Richard    Cobden,"    which    has    now    become     an 
English      classic.       I      must     confess     to     having 
brought    up    this   chapter   of  Cobden's   life    chiefly 
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for  the  selfish  reason  that  it  is  associated  with 
my  own  personal  recollections.  I  look  back  upon 
that  day  in  the  Mersey  when  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  take  part  in  the  welcome  given  to 
Richard  Cobden  as  one  of  the  bright  memories 
of  my  life. 

Thomas  Carlyle  is  rather  severe  on  persons 
who  waste  any  time  in  speculating  on  what  might 
have  been.  I  am  much  disposed,  however,  to 
yield  to  this  natural  inclination  just  at  present. 
Suppose  Cobden  could  have  seen  his  way  to 
enter  the  Cabinet  of  Lord  Palmerston,  and  sup- 
pose— a  still  more  difficult  supposition — that  he 
could  have  exercised  any  real  influence  over  the 
self-asserting  nature  and  the  perverse  policy  of 
Palmerston,  how  many  troubles  might)  have  been 
averted  for  England  during  the  few  years  that 
preceded  Cobden 's  death  !  Let  us  speak  of  one 
subject  only.  The  great  American  Civil  War 
was  then  just  about  to  open  and  Palmerston  led 
that  large  majority  of  Englishmen  in  high  social 
position  who  firmly  believed  that  the  Southern 
States  were  destined  to  win,  and  that  the  Nor- 
thern States  were  sure  to  make  but  a  poor  figure, 
and  even  a  ridiculous  figure,  in  the  struggle. 
Cobden  had  a  living  acquaintance  with  all  parts 
of  the  American  Republic  and  could  make  sound 
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calculation  as  to  the  comparative  resources  on 
both  sides  of  the  great  quarrel.  Naturally,  Cob- 
den's  whole  sympathy  went  with  the  cause  of  the 
North,  just  as  Palmerston's  sympathies  went  with 
the  cause  of  the  South,  but  Cobden's  cool  judg- 
ment was  never  likely  to  be  overborne  by  his 
sympathies  and  he  was  able  to  make  quiet  com- 
parison of  the  forces  arrayed  on  either  side. 
Cobden  was  convinced  that  the  Federal  States 
were  destined  to  be  the  victors  ;  Palmerston  took 
it  far  granted  that  the  Federal  States  were  sure 
to  be  the  vanquished. 

Palmerston's  whole  policy  during  all  the  earlier 
part  of  the  Civil  War  was  conducted  on  the  as- 
sumption that  the  North  was  simply  playing  the 
part  of  a  braggart,  and  a  coward,  and  a  bungler, 
and  that  no  English  Government  was  called  upon 
to  show  anything  but  contempt  for  so  sorry  and 
hopeless  a  performance.  This  was  not  only  the 
meaning  of  his  policy,  but  it  found  expression  in 
many  of  his  speeches  in  and  outside  the  House 
of  Commons.  His  tone  was  taken  up  by  many 
public  speakers  and  by  most  of  the  daily  and 
weekly  journals,  by  whom  the  cause  and  the  states- 
men, the  generals  and  the  armies,  of  the  North 
were  held  up  to  incessant  ridicule.  Before  the 
Federal  States  were  able  to  prove  their  capacity 
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for  carrying  on   the    war   to    a    successful    issue    a 
strong  feeling  of  hostility  had  already  been  excited 
among  Americans  of  the  Northern  States,  and  at 
one  time  it  seemed    as    if  a    lasting    enmity  were 
doomed  to  prevail  between   England  and  the  vic- 
torious    North.       If     it     were     possible    that    so 
great    a    man    as    Cobden,  holding    a    seat    in  the 
English    Cabinet,     could     exercise     a     restraining 
influence  over   Lord   Palmerston  and  some  of  his 
colleagues    the    country    might    have    been    saved 
from   the   Alabama  trouble,  from   the    payment  of 
the  heavy  damages  decreed  by  the  Geneva  Con- 
vention,   and    from    the    humiliation    of  having   to  I 
make  a  public  apology.     But  we  may  take  it  for  \ 
granted  that  not  even  Cobden  could  have  exercised 
such  a  restraining  influence  over   Palmerston  and  J 
that    the    great    Freetrader,    if   he    had    accepted  { 
office,     would     have     sacrificed    his    conscientious 
scruples  to  no  good  purpose  whatever. 

We  know  only  too  well  from  documents  after- 
wards published  with  authority  that  Queen  Vic- 
toria herself  was  entirely  opposed  to  the  tone  and 
policy  of  Lord  Palmerston  in  dealing  with  the 
American  question,  and  that  her  influence,  limited 
as  it  was  by  her  fidelity  to  constitutional  prin- 
ciples, was  not  strong  enough  to  bring  the  Prime 
Minister  to  a  better  mood,  The  course  taken  by 
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Cobden  when  he  positively  refused,  under  what- 
ever persuasion,  to  accept  office  in  Palmerston's 
Cabinet  must  have  the  full  approval  of  history. 
We  know  that  in  this  case  the  might  have  been 
would  not  have  been.  Cobden  was  as  true  a 
lover  of  his  country  as  ever  lived  or  died  for  her 
service.  He  loved  her  so  well  and  so  fearlessly 
that  he  never  shrank  from  telling  her  when  he 
believed  her  to  be  in  the  wrong.  His  death  cast 
a  profound  gloom  over  the  Sixties  not  only  in 
England  but  throughout  the  whole  civilised  world. 


CHAPTER    VII 

JOHN    BRIGHT 

THE  first  time   I   saw   John    Bright  was  at  a 
great    public    meeting    in    the    Free    Trade 
Hall,    Manchester — a    very    appropriate    place    in 
which  to  have  one's  first  glimpse  of  such  a  man. 
That  was    before    the  opening  of  the   Sixties  and 
when   I  was  still  a  resident  of  Liverpool.      Much 
as    I    had  heard  of  Bright's  eloquence    I    was  not 
quite   prepared    for  the    splendid    intellectual   treat! 
which     I     enjoyed    on    that    memorable    evening.  j| 
Bright's  speech  seemed  to  me  a  perfect  combina- 1 
tion  of  argument,  eloquence,  and   music  of  voice.  I 
Often    as    I    heard     him    through    a    long    series  I 
of  succeeding   years    I    never    found    any    change 
made    in    the    impression   wrought  on    me    by  his 
speech    of    that    evening.        He    could    not    have 
added    to  the  estimate   I    then  formed  of  his  ora- 
torical powers,  and  in  no  important  speech  of  his 
to  which  I  afterwards  listened  did  he  ever  lessen 
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that  first  estimate.  I  have  heard  many  orators 
of  the  highest  order  who  sometimes  even  on 
great  occasions  did  not  show  to  their  best  advan- 
tage, but  John  Bright  was  certainly  not.  one  of 
these.  Perhaps  one  reason  for  this  was  that 
(Bright  seldom  made  a  speech  unless  on  some  im- 
portant occasion.  Until  towards  the  close  of  his 
ilife  he  never  was  a  member  of  an  administration, 
land  thus  was  not  compelled  to  address  the  House 
jof  Commons  on  mere  questions  of  departmental 
Iwork.  He  took  no  pleasure  in  the  making  of 
speeches  except  for  the  sake  of  the  influence  he 
'could  exercise  on  behalf  of  some  great  cause  in 
[which  he  had  a  heartfelt  interest. 

It  seems  strange  that  a  man  so  richly  endowed 
vith  the  gift  of  eloquence  and  with  a  voice  whose 
lear,  various,  and  musical  tones  might  make 
ven  the  commonplace  seem  eloquent,  should 
lave  found  no  personal  gratification  in  the  de- 
ivery  of  a  speech.  The  natural  sense  of  satis- 
action  springing  from  success  of  any  kind  might, 
me  would  think,  make  such  a  man  welcome  any 
air  opportunity  of  displaying  his  remarkable 
Dower.  But  I  had  Bright's  own  assurance  more 
han  once  that  he  never  would  have  made  a 
speech  if  he  had  thought  it  consistent  with  his 
sense  of  duty  to  remain  silent,  and  of  course  I 
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fully  believed  his  assurance  as  every  one  must 
have  done  who  knew  him.  In  truth,  Bright 
always  seemed  to  me  to  be  as  devoid  of  any 
sense  of  personal  vanity,  even  artistic  vanity,  as 
it  is  possible  for  a  man  to  be.  He  threw  his 
whole  soul  into  the  advocacy  of  the  cause  he  was 
striving  to  promote  and  always  devoted  the 
highest  resources  of  his  intellect  and  his  eloquence 
to  the  promotion  of  that  cause,  but  his  individual 
success  was  to  him  a  matter  of  little  or  no 
consideration.  Nor  does  he  appear  to  me  to 
have  felt  any  of  that  joy  in  the  political  strife 
which  is  common  among  great  parliamentary 
debaters.  It  was  impossible  not  to  feel  the  con- 
viction that  Gladstone  thoroughly  enjoyed  the 
mere  excitement  of  encountering  and  bearjhg 
down  his  opponents  in  a  parliamentary  discus- 
sion ;  and  with  Disraeli,  when  he  had  to  deliver 
his  closing  reply  on  some  momentous  occasion, 
the  rapture  of  the  battle  was  even  more  apparent. 
I  am  disposed  to  regard  John  Bright  as  the 
greatest  orator  I  have  ever  heard,  but  not  as  the] 
greatest  debater.  Perhaps  the  very  peculiarity 
of  his  temperament,  which  I  have  attempted  to 

describe,   may  account  for  the  fact  that   he   never! 

•  ••-•  •' 
seemed     to     give     himself     entirely     up     to     the 

splendid    business    of   debate.     To    be    a   consum- 
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mate  debater  one  must  be  inspired  by  the  joy  of 
he  strife. 

I    came    to    know    Bright   personally   very   soon 
ifter   I    had   settled   in    London   in    1860,   and    my 
acquaintance    with    him    lasted    until    the    close    of 
lis  great    career.       Bright   took   a    close,   personal 
nterest  in  the  conduct  of  the  Morning  Star,   the 
Condon    daily    newspaper    with    which     I     became 
associated,    first  as   reporter   in   the    Press   Gallery 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  then  as  foreign  editor, 
and  afterwards  as   editor-in-chief.      Bright  used  to 
visit    the    editorial    rooms    of    the    Morning    Star 
very  often  during  the  parliamentary  Session  ;  used 
to   tell   us   how   things  were   going   in  the    House, 
offer    suggestions    and    advice,    and    talk    over   all 
manner  of  interesting  subjects.      We   had  then  a 
five  o'clock  tea  arrangement  in  our  editorial  rooms, 
and  those  who  formed  the  editorial  staff  sat  down 
together    every    evening    to    discuss    the    arrange- 
ments for  leading  articles  and  other  contributions 
and    to    talk    over    the    events    of  the    day.      The 
editor  of  the  Morning  Star  at  that  time  was  Mr. 
Samuel   Lucas,  a  brother-in-law  of  Bright,  a  man 
of  great    intellectual    faculties    and    charming   con- 
versational powers.      Bright  often  took  part  in  our 
evening   gatherings,    gave    us    his    advice    on    the 
manner    in    which    passing    political    events    ought 
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to  be  treated,  discussed  with  imperturbable  calm- 
ness this  or  that  question  on  which  difference  of 
opinion  existed  among  us,  and  entered  very  freely 
into  all  our  talk.  His  brother  Jacob  Bright  some- 
times, but  not  so  often,  made  one  of  our  little 
gathering.  Most  of  the  men  who  sat  round  that 
table  in  the  early  Sixties  have  passed  out  of  this 
world. 

John  Bright  was  in  the  habit  of  coming  down 
to  the  Star  office  from  the  House  of  Commons 
at  any  hour  of  the  evening  or  night  when  he  had 
something  to  tell  us  which  it  was  important  that 
we  should  know  at  the  earliest  possible  moment. 
Thus  began  my  close  acquaintance  with  him— 
an  acquaintance  which  is  one  of  the  most  treasured 
memories  of  my  life.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have 
ever  experienced  a  higher  sense  of  personal  grati- 
fication than  that  which  came  to  me  one  evening 
during  the  first  few  days  after  my  election  to  a 
seat  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Some  debate 
was  going  on  having  to  do  with  the  condition 
and  the  government  of  Ireland — such  debates 
came  on  rather  often  then  as  now  in  that  as- 
sembly— and  Bright  took  part  in  the  discussion. 
In  the  course  of  his  speech  he  made  passing 
reference  to  the  recent  election  for  an  Irish  con- 
stituency and  in  the  kindliest  words  offered  his 
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genial  welcome  to  me  on  my  introduction  to  the 
House  and  expressed  a  hope  that  I  might  often 
be  heard  in  its  debates.  I  felt  then  and  feel  now 
that  I  could  not  have  received  a  higher  recom- 
mendation. 

During  my  long  intimacy  with  Bright  I  had  of 
course  ample  opportunity  of  becoming  acquainted 
with  his  simple  and  noble  nature,  his  opinions  on 
all  manner  of  subjects,  his  likings  and  dislikings, 
his  tastes  and  his  aversions.  I  never  knew  a 
man  who  had  less  of  natural  vanity,  less  of 
ambition,  less  of  self-seeking.  He  understood 
and  appreciated  the  value  of  his  own  speeches 
on  great  occasions,  but  he  regarded  them  with 
no  more  feeling  of  personal  pride  than  a  man 
might  take  in  his  physical  health  and  his  power 
of  enduring  fatigue.  He  was  keenly  interested  in 
the  eloquence  of  other  men,  but  I  think  he  could 
hardly  bring  himself  to  a  thorough  admiration  of 
any  eloquence  which  was  not  inspired  by  abso- 
lute sincerity.  Thus  it  did  not  seem  to  me  that 
he  ever  quite  appreciated  the  marvellous  powers 
of  Disraeli  as  a  debater,  and  that  his  judgment 
was  always  somewhat  biassed  by  the  conviction 
that  Disraeli  was  striving  for  his  individual 
success  rather  than  for  the  success  of  any  great 
political  cause.  I  think  if  he  could  have  believed 
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that  Disraeli  was  a  sincere  and  convinced  Con- 
servative he  would  have  thought  more  highly 
than  he  did  of  the  Tory  leader's  oratorical 
capacity.  This  was,  in  fact,  his  way  of  esti- 
mating all  public  men — he  demanded  integrity  of 
convictions  first  of  all,  and  gave  to  other  quali- 
fications, however  great,  an  inferior  place  in  his 
estimate.  His  intense  admiration  of  Gladstone 
had  its  first  impulse  in  his  recognition  of 
Gladstone's  absolute  sincerity.  With  that  con- 
viction to  start  from  he  came  to  have  the  most 
exalted  opinion  of  Gladstone's  eloquence  in 
debate. 

He  was  on  one  occasion  positively  angry  with 
me  because  I  happened  to  say  that  I  regarded 
him,  John  Bright,  as  a  greater  orator  than  Glad- 
stone, although  not  perhaps  so  great  a  debater. 
He  told  me  in  his  blunt,  good-humoured  way 
that  I  could  hardly  have  been  thinking  of  what 
I  was  saying,  because  nobody  with  any  judgment 
could  set  him  up  as  a  rival  in  eloquence  to  Glad- 
stone. He  spoke. with  absolute  earnestness,  and 
not  in  the  least  with  the  manner  of  one  who 
modestly  affects  to  disclaim  some  words  of  praise 
implying  the  disparagement  of  another  orator. 
He  was  merely  angry  with  me  for  what  he  evi- 
dently considered  an  inexcusable  defect  of  critical 
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judgment,  and  he  went  on  to  illustrate  his 
meaning  by  referring  to  various  passages  in  some 
of  Gladstone's  speeches  which  he  declared  that 
no  living  man  but.  Gladstone  himself  could  have 
spoken.  Perhaps  I  may  have  thought,  when 
offering  my  opinion,  that  the  superior  place  I 
had  given  to  Gladstone  as  a  debater  would  have 
disarmed  his  opposition,  but  if  I  had  any  thought 
of  the  kind  he  soon  convinced  me  that  I  had 
not  thoroughly  appreciated  his  admiration  for 
Gladstone's  surpassing  qualities.  I  may  say,  too, 
that  Bright  especially  admired  in  Gladstone  the 
quality  which  made  him  direct  all  his  intel- 
lectual and  oratorical  powers  to  the  promotion  of 
some  definite  and  practical  end. 

It  was  perhaps  one  of  Bright's  characteristic 
weaknesses  that  he  was  apt  to  undervalue  mere 
intellect,  however  great,  which  did  not  devote 
itself  to  the  accomplishment  of  some  direct  and 
substantial,  some  immediate  and  palpable  benefit 
to  humanity  in  general.  His  sympathies  and  his 
admiration  did  not  find  themselves  much  attracted 
by  mere  thinkers,  however  exalted  their  thoughts 
might  be,  and  however  just  their  conclusions. 
He  never  fully  appreciated,  for  instance,  the  intel- 
lectual powers  of  John  Stuart  Mill,  until  Mill  had 
come  out  from  his  habitual  seclusion  and  made 
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himself  an  active  worker  in  political  life.  From 
that  time  Mill  had  no  warmer  admirer  than 
Bright,  although  even  then  he  was  sometimes  a 
little  impatient  of  Mill's  theories  about  repre- 
sentation of  minorities,  which  Bright  considered 
to  be  rather  out  of  the  way  of  immediate  and 
practicable  reform.  This  tendency  of  his  mind 
was  effectively  expressed  in  his  resolute  refusal, 
on  one  important  occasion,  to  take  any  part 
in  discussing  the  relative  advantages  of  the 
monarchical  and  republican  system  of  govern- 
ment. There  were  at  that  time  among  the  most 
advanced  of  the  younger  Liberals  some  able  men 
who  were  inclined  to  favour  republican  principles 
on  the  ground  that  they  represented  a  more  true 
and  just  idea  as  an  ultimate  theory  of  govern- 
ment than  that  represented  by  the  monarchical 
system.  Bright  always  declared  that  the  repub- 
lican question  had  not  come  up  for  England,  and 
with  that  declaration  he  put  the  whole  argument 
aside  and  would  have  nothing  more  to  do  with 
it.  His  conviction  was  that  the  business  of  the 
hour  was  enough  for  practical  men,  and  that 
mere  theories  had  better  be  left  for  the  time 
when  a  change  of  conditions  might  bring  them  j 
within  the  range  of  practical  statesmanship. 

Bright  loved  reading,   but  his  range  of  reading 
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was  limited.  He  was  an  intense  and  even  im- 
passioned admirer  of  some  poets,  but  there  again 
his  critical  judgment  was  influenced  by  his  in- 
herent conviction  that  the  tone  of  the  poet  must 
be  absolutely  pure.  Among  the  books  inspired 
by  mere  human  genius  he  gave  the  highest  place 
to  Milton's  "Paradise  Lost"  and  "Paradise  Re- 
gained." He  could  declaim  from  memory  long 
passages  of  "  Paradise  Lost,"  and  I  have  never 
heard  poetic  lines  delivered  with  more  true  and 
exquisite  effect.  He  never  felt  drawn  in  the 
same  manner  towards  Shakespeare,  although  he 
was  quite  willing  to  admit  Shakespeare's  supreme 
place  among  English  poets.  But  his  intense  love 
of  purity  shrank  from  the  Cleopatras  and  the 
lagos  and  the  Falstaffs  as  much  as  from  the 
Ancient  Pistols  and  the  Doll  Tearsheets.  He 
had  an  abhorrence  of  sensuality  and  coarseness 
even  when  these  formed  ,  essential  parts  of  the 
character  which  had  to  be  described.  "  Why 
describe  such  characters  at  all  ? "  he  asked,  and 
this  was  a  great  part  of  his  critical  theory. 

Bright  was  a  master  of  genuine  Saxon  humour. 
Some  of  his  unprepared  replies  to  the  interrup- 
tions of  political  opponents  in  the  House  of 
Commons  were  marvellous  examples  of  this 
faculty,  and  are  frequently  quoted  even  now  in 
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speeches  and  in  newspaper  articles.  But  there 
was  nothing  whatever  of  levity  in  Bright's 
humour,  and  his  most  effective  satirical  touches 
seemed  as  if  they  were  intended  rather  to  rouse 
into  better  judgment  than  to  wound  or  offend  the 
man  at  whom  they  were  directed.  I  think  the 
one  defect  which  Bright  could  not  fully  forgive 
in  any  man  was  want  of  sincerity.  I  have  heard 
him  again  and  again  in  private  conversation 
enter  into  the  defence  of  some  extreme  political 
opponent  on  the  ground  that  the  opponent,  how- 
ever mistaken,  aggressive,  and  even  unjust,  was 
acting  in  accordance  with  his  sincere  convictions. 
I  can  remember  many  instances  in  which  Bright 
strongly  objected  to  certain  criticisms  of  political 
opponents,  criticisms  appearing  in  the  newspaper 
representing  his  own  political  creed,  on  the 
ground  that  they  were  not  quite  fair  and  would 
be  likely  to  give  pain.  Most  of  the  men  who 
wrote  for  the  Morning  Star  in  those  days  were 
young  and  had  their  fair  share  of  youth's  audacity 
and  recklessness,  and  when  they  got  a  good 
chance  of  holding  up  some  political  opponent  to 
ridicule  or  contempt  they  were  not  slow  to  avail 
themselves  of  the  opportunity,  and  were  not  j 
always  over-scrupulous  in  their  manner  of  using 
it.  Bright  always  objected  to  any  criticism  which 


John   Bright  119 

seemed  to  him  unfair  or  exaggerated.  He  did 
not  object  to  hard-hitting — he  was  himself  the 
most  splendid  of  parliamentary  hard-hitters — but 
he  would  give  no  sanction  to  anything  that 
seemed  like  hitting  below  the  belt.  He  was 
"ever  a  fighter"  like  Robert  Browning's  hero, 
but  it  was  always  in  open  fight  and  in  honour- 
able adherence  to  the  rules  and  traditions  of  the 
game. 

The  mention  of  Robert  Browning's  name  re- 
minds me  that  Bright  was  a  personal  friend 
of  the  great  poet.  To  the  ordinary  observer 
these  two  men  might  seem  to  have  very  little  in 
common,  but  each  had  a  high  and  just  estimate 
of  the  other's  greatness  in  his  own  field,  and  each 
found  much  that  was  congenial  in  the  society  of 
the  other.  I  have  been  told  lately  that  Browning 
once  objected  with  good-humoured  earnestness  to 
the  manner  in  which  Bright  gave  serious  con- 
sideration to  the  theory  of  collaboration  between 
Shakespeare  and  Bacon.  Browning  said  to  a 
friend  of  mine  that  it  particularly  distressed  him 
to  hear  Bright  lending  the  aid  of  his  noble  voice 
and  his  marvellous  elocution  to  the  wrong  side  of 
such  a  controversy.  But  I  do  not  think  that 
Bright  ever  went  any  farther  than  to  claim  a 
fair  hearing  for  the  theory,  and  I  am  happy 
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to  believe  that  the  friendship  of  Bright  and 
Browning  was  not  seriously  affected  by  Bright's 
theoretical  views  on  the  subject  even  if  we  sup- 
pose his  views  to  have  been  heretical.  I  am 
always  glad  to  remember  that  for  my  first  intro- 
duction to  the  personal  acquaintance  of  Robert 
Browning  I  was  indebted  to  John  Bright.  The 
acquaintance  was  a  very  happy  one  for  me,  and 
it  lasted  while  Browning  lived. 

Bright  was  in  one  sense  a  sort  of  human 
paradox.  I  never  met  a  man  more  liberally 
endowed  with  that  delightful  gift  a  sense  of 
humour,  and  yet  I  never  knew  a  man  more 
profoundly  serious  in  his  views  of  life.  We 
have  all  been  made  quite  familiar  in  poetry,  in 
fiction,  in  biography,  and  in  actual  life  with  the 
men  who  always  present  an  outer  surface  of 
jocularity,  wit,  and  humour  while  the  hearts  that 
lie  beneath  are  ever  steeped  in  gloom  and 
melancholy.  But  Bright  did  not  belong  in  any 
sense  to  that  order  of  mortals.  His  was  not  a 
melancholy  or  a  gloomy,  but  a  calm  and  even  a 
hopeful,  temperament.  His  nature  was  cheerful, 
and  was  full  of  faith  in  the  ultimate  purposes  of 
life  and  in  the  final  triumph  of  the  rightful  cause. 
In  the  darkest  times  of  utter  depression  for  the 
men  and  the  movements  holding  his  sympathy, 
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he  always  looked  steadily  forward  to  the  sure 
coming  of  the  brighter  day.  He  had  not  the 
moods  of  the  satirist  and  the  scorner  any  more 
than  he  had  the  moods  of  the  sceptic.  Under  all 
his  jocularity  and  his  delight  in  humorous  forms 
of  expression  he  was  intensely  serious,  and  he 
regarded  even  trivial  things  from  a  serious  point 
of  view.  This  was  the  peculiarity  in  him  which 
I  have  hardly  ever  observed  •  in  other  men,  and 
it  made  him  sometimes  seem  what  I  have  de- 
scribed as  a  human  paradox.  Many  of  Bright's 
finest  and  most  effective  oratorical  hits  were  made 
when  he  dealt  with  some  serious  argument  of  an 
opponent  as  if  it  could  best  be  demolished  by  a 
mere  flash  of  humour,  and  yet  all  the  time  he 
was  considering  the  subject  with  the  utmost 
seriousness,  and  only  made  use  of  the  jest  as  the 
most  prompt  and  complete  method  of  demolishing 
a  hostile  argument. 

This  was  the  characteristic  quality  of  Bright's 
ordinary  conversation  in  private  life.  It  was  his 
way  to  illumine  the  gravest  subject  by  this  light 
of  humour,  but  those  who  knew  him  understood 
well  what  a  depth  of  seriousness — not  gloom,  not 
despondency,  not  satirical  scorn — lay  beneath  his 
lightest  and  most  jocular  expression.  He  was 
not  an  extremist  in  any  of  his  political  views, 
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and  there  was  nothing  of  the  destructive  in  his 
political  projects,  although  many  years  of  his 
public  life  he  passed  among  most  of  his  oppo- 
nents for  a  man  whose  chief  desire  was  to  pull 
down  all  existing  systems.  He  had  little  or  no 
sympathy  with  mere  revolution  of  any  kind,  and 
there  was  much  of  true  Conservatism  in  all  his 
plans  of  political  and  social  reform.  He  occa- 
sionally disappointed  some  even  of  his  warmest 
admirers  by  the  steadiness  with  which  he  distin- 
guished between  reform  and  revolution.  He 
was  willing  to  accept  the  existing  system  any- 
where so  long  as  it  was  susceptible  of  gradual 
improvement,  and  his  object  was  to  develop^) 
whatever  was  good  in  the  existing  conditions 
and  not  to  pull  down  the  whole  fabric  and 
then  begin  building  all  over  again.  For  this 
reason  he  had  but  little  sympathy  with  Conti- 
nental revolutions,  and  he  seldom  warmed  into 
genuine  enthusiasm  even  for  the  most  sincere 
among  Continental  revolutionists. 

Bright  had  little  opportunity  of  proving  his 
capacity  for  official  administration.  He  held  office 
three  times  in  a  Liberal  Government,  but  not  long 
enough  at  any  time  to  give  him  a  chance  of 
showing  what  he  could  do  in  a  working  depart- 
ment. When  he  first  took  office  under  Gladstone 
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_n  1868  he  gave  a  remarkable  proof  of  the  rigid 
conscientiousness  which  belonged  to  his  character. 
He  withdrew  from  all  share,  direct  or  indirect, 
in  the  conduct  of  the  Morning  Star,  because  he 
believed  that  a  Minister  of  the  Crown  would  be 
open  to  the  charge  of  exercising  an  undue  influ- 
ence if  he  kept  up  any  control  over  a  newspaper. 
This  may  seem  a  mere  scruple,  but  it  was  an 
honourable  scruple,  and  entirely  in  keeping  with 
Bright's  code  of  principles  and  of  honour.  There 
is  a  common  belief  that  he  resigned  the  last  office 
which  he  held  under  Gladstone  because  he  could 
not  accept  Gladstone's  proposal  for  the  restoration 
of  the  Irish  National  Parliament.  I  have  seen 
this  erroneous  opinion  set  forth  again  and  again 
by  writers  who  ought  to  have  known  better,  and 
might  have  had  a  better  memory  of  the  actual 
facts.  Bright  resigned  office  at  that  time  because 
he  could  not  support  the  policy  of  the  Govern- 
ment with  regard  to  Egypt,  and  would  not  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  course  of  action  which 
ended  in  the  bombardment  of  Alexandria.  Bright 
was  not  a  man  pledged  to  the  doctrine  of 
"  peace  at  any  price,"  but  he  could  not 
lend  himself  to  a  policy  of  war  which  was  not 
strictly  defensive  and  was  not  the  last  available 
recourse. 
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Bright  was  not  a  member  of  the  Government 
which  under  the  leadership  of  Gladstone  brought 
in  the  first  measure  of  Home  Rule.  Bright  was 
opposed  to  the  principle  of  a  separate  Parliament 
for  Ireland  ;  but  although  I  must  ever  regret  that 
he  should  have  opposed  it,  I  cannot  but  admit 
that  he  was  acting  with  perfect  consistency. 
Bright  was  the  friend  of  Ireland  when  she  had 
hardly  any  other  friends  among  leading  English 
statesmen.  He  had  been  entertained  at  a  national 
banquet  in  Dublin  given  to  him  in  recognition 
of  the  splendid  services  he  had  performed  in 
defence  of  Ireland  against  unjust  and  oppressive 
legislation.  He  had  declared  his  guiding  prin- 
ciple with  regard  to  the  government  of  Ireland 
again  and  again.  That  principle  was  that  the 
Imperial  Parliament  ought  to  do  for  Ireland 
exactly  what  Ireland  would  have  done  for  herself 
—that  is,  what  the  great  majority  of  the  Irish 
people  would  have  done — if  she  had  been  able  to 
accomplish  a  successful  revolution.  To  that  prin- 
ciple he  ever  held  with  unflinching  consistency. 
But  it  was  his  belief  that  the  work  could  be 
accomplished  by  the  Imperial  Parliament,  and 
would  be  accomplished,  in  course  of  time,  by  the 
force  of  argument,  by  increasing  knowledge  of 
Ireland's  wants,  and  by  the  growth  of  enlightened 
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public  opinion.  He  did  not  believe  that  a  national 
Irish  Parliament  was  needed  for  the  purpose,  and 
he  was  opposed  to  the  breaking  up  of  the  central 
Parliament  into  separate  parliamentary  systems. 
We  need  not  discuss  that  question  now  and  in 
these  pages,  but  I  am  anxious  to  record  my  con- 
viction that  Bright  was  consistent  in  his  whole 
course  of  action  towards  Ireland,  and  that  he  did 
not,  as  others  did,  become  a  sudden  convert  to 
the  doctrine  of  what  now  would  be  called  Im- 
perialism. He  had  been  denounced  more  than 
once  by  his  political  enemies  as  the  friend  of 
Ireland,  and  even  those  Irishmen  who,  like  myself, 
cannot  believe  that  he  came  to  a  wise  conclusion 
on  the  subject  of  Home  Rule,  are  ready  to  admit 
that  he  remained  according  to  his  lights  the  friend 
of  Ireland  to  the  last. 

At  one  period  of  Bright's  career — indeed  at  its 
zenith — a  high-toned  and  fastidious  London  journal, 
having  given  him  much  commendation  for  his 
eloquence,  declared  that  it  was  a  pity  Mr.  Bright 
had  never  quite  caught  the  tone  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  The  immediate  and  obvious  com- 
ment made  by  other  writers  on  this  declaration 
was  that  it  was  a  much  greater  pity  the  House 
of  Commons  had  never  quite  caught  the  tone  of 
Mr.  Bright  Such  may  be  set  down  as  the 
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decisive  comment  of  history  at  this  day.  No 
House  of  Commons  has  ever  caught  or  is  ever 
likely  to  catch  the  tone  of  Mr.  Bright.  We 
cannot  expect  to  have  large  popular  assemblies 
made  up  of  great  orators  like  John  Bright. 


CHAPTER   VIII 

SIR    STAFFORD    NORTHCOTE 

IN  writing  about  the  public  man  who  was  the 
original  of  the  portrait  illustrating  this  chapter 
I  have  preferred  to  call  him  by  the  name  which 
was  for  so  many  years  familiar  to  us.  I  write  of 
him  as  Sir  Stafford  Northcote  although  we  all 
know  that  towards  the  close  of  his  career  he  was 
raised  to  the  peerage  and  became  the  Earl  of 
Iddesleigh.  Those  who  knew  Sir  Stafford  North- 
cote  only  as  a  leading  Parliamentary  debater 
holding  high  office  in  successive  administrations 
never  could  have  known  the  man  at  his  best.  I 
have  always  regarded  Stafford  Northcote  as  a 
genuine  statesman,  but  of  course  an  outsider  can- 
not know  how  far  the  policy  of  a  Ministry  or  a 
party  is  originated  or  guided  by  any  particular 
one  of  its  leading  members.  Sir  Stafford  North- 
cote was  not  the  self-asserting  personage  who  is 
always  sure  to  proclaim  in  some  way  or  other 
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that  his  is  the  guiding  influence  and  the  main- 
spring of  every  movement  made  by  those  asso- 
ciated with  him. 

Stafford  Northcote  was  an  effective  and  a  ready 
parliamentary  debater,  but  he  had  nothing  of  the 
orator  in  him,  and  even  among  the  parliamentary 
debaters  of  his  time  he  did  not  take  a  command- 
ing place.  A  stranger  visiting  the  House  of 
Commons  might  have  heard  him  speak  night 
after  night  and  have  only  got  the  impression  that 
he  was  a  ready  and  fluent  speaker  who  could  put 
his  arguments  with  clearness  and  with  force. 
Those  who  came  to  know  the  man  himself  in 
private  intercourse  soon  found  that  he  was  a 
thinker,  a  scholar,  and  a  humorist,  who  had  a 
keen  artistic  appreciation  of  pictures  and  statues, 
of  books  and  music,  and  was  a  close  student  of 
many  literatures,  a  shrewd  and  penetrating  ob- 
server of  men  and  life.  I  had  the  good  fortune 
to  be  brought  soon  after  my  election  to  Parlia- 
ment into  a  friendly  personal  relationship  with 
Northcote  which  lasted  during  many  years.  I 
met  him  often  in  private  society,  and  have  the 
most  delightful  recollections  of  long  talks  with 
him  on  all  manner  of  subjects. 

Northcote  was  a  great  lover  of  books,  and  was 
especially  well  acquainted  with  that  literature  which 
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too  many  Englishmen  neglect — the  literature  of 
Shakespeare's  time  which  is  not  the  creation  of 
Shakespeare — the  works  of  Ben  Jonson,  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher,  Massinger,  and  the  rest.  He 
was  familiar  with  all  the  great  English  novelists, 
and  appeared  to  have  a  wonderful  memory  for 
every  book  he  had  read  with  interest.  For  him 
nothing  in  literature  was  old-fashioned  or  new- 
fashioned  ;  he  was  just  as  much  at  home  with 
Fielding  and  Smollett  as  with  Dickens  and  Thacke- 
ray. He  had  a  charming  vein  of  humour,  and 
could  illumine  any  subject  in  conversation  with 
his  bright  flashes  of  playful  wit.  He  was^  glad 
to  escape  as  much  as  possible  in  private  life  from 
the  serious  business  of  politics,  and  seemed  never 
more  at  his  ease  and  happy  than  when  the  con- 
versation turned  wholly  on  books  or  pictures  or 
the  drama.  He  was  fond  of  theatrical  perform- 
ances, and  the  opening  night  of  a  new  piece  at 
any  of  the  great  London  theatres  was  almost 
certain  to  have  him  and  Lady  Northcote  among 
its  audience.  When  the  talk  was  on  political 
questions  it  was  delightful  to  observe  how,  by  a 
few  easy  and  humorous  phrases,  he  was  able  to 
touch  off  the  weaknesses  and  foibles  of  some 
pretentious  personage  who  had  chosen  to  fancy 
himself  an  important  figure  in  the  House  of 
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Commons.  His  satire  was  not  unkindly,  had 
nothing  in  it  of  bitterness,  but  it  was  apt  and 
bright  and  penetrating.  He  could  take  the  mea- 
sure of  a  man  with  a  readiness  and  a  precision 
which  I  have  seldom  found  equalled,  and  he  was 
as  quick  and  as  willing  to  recognise  real  merit 
as  to  analyse  self-satisfied  pretension.  Northcote 
never  allowed  political  antagonism  to  influence 
his  personal  relations  with  other  men,  and  this 
habit  in  him  seemed  to  come  not  from  any  studied 
resolve  to  cultivate  impartiality  but  to  be  the  result 
of  his  natural  kindness  and  the  liberality  of  his 
mind.  Whenever  I  had  a  fortunate  opportunity 
of  talking  with  him  our  talk  generally  turned  on 
books  and  on  literature,  and  I  have  never  heard 
more  interesting  and  suggestive  criticisms  than 
some  of  those  which  came  from  him.  Even  while 
some  exciting  debate  was  going  on  in  the  House 
of  Commons  I  have  often  noticed  that  if  we 
happened  to  meet  in  one  of  the  dining-rooms 
Northcote  could  at  once  detach  his  mind  from 
the  strife  of  politics  and  show  himself  thoroughly 
interested  in  some  new  book  or  some  new  theory 
of  art.  I  have  often  thought  that  if  the  force  of 
events  and  habitudes  had  not  impelled  him  into 
political  life  he  might  have  made  for  himself  a 
distinguished  name  in  literature.  He  did  in  fact 
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publish  a  work  on  financial  policy  and  a  volume 
of  lectures  and  essays  which  find  their  readers 
still,  but  the  fates  had  ordained  that  he  was  to 
be  a  political  leader,  and  we  may  assume  that 
the  kindly  fates  knew  what  was  best  for  him  and 
best  for  us. 

During  his  Oxford  career  Stafford  Northcote 
won  high  distinction  in  classics — the  classics  which 
in  his  busy  after-life  he  always  loved  and  often 
studied.  In  his  early  manhood  he  became  private 
secretary  to  Mr,  Gladstone,  who  was  then,  it  need 
hardly  be  said,  a  Conservative  politician,  and  one 
can  well  understand  how  such  an  occupation  under 
such  a  man  must  have  served  him  as  the  most 
valuable  training  for  that  work  of  financial  ad- 
ministration in  which  he  afterwards  came  to  hold 
so  high  a  place.  He  was  called  to  the  Bar,  but 
never  really  took  to  the  profession,  and  in  1855 
he  entered  the  House  of  Commons  for  the  first 
time.  Some  of  my  readers  will  probably  remem- 
ber that  in  1871,  when  the  Alabama  had  led  to 
serious  difficulties  between  England  and  the  United 
States,  and  the  arrangements  were  in  progress  for 
the  Geneva  Convention  which  was  to  settle  the 
dispute,  Sir  Stafford  Northcote  was  one  of  the 
three  Commissioners  sent  by  the  British  Govern- 
ment to  Washington  for  the  purpose  of  conducting 
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the  negotiations.  The  other  British  Commissioners 
were  the  Marquis  of  Ripon  and  Professor  Moun- 
tague  Bernard  of  Oxford.  I  happened  to  be  in 
New  York  at  the  time,  and  I  well  remember 
seeing  Sir  Stafford  Northcote  and  his  colleagues 
at  a  great  banquet  given  to  them  by  my  late 
friend  Cyrus  W.  Field.  It  is  certain  that  North- 
cote  rendered  the  most  valuable  services  in  the 
negotiations  which  brought  that  memorable  dis- 
pute to  a  satisfactory  conclusion.  His  appoint- 
ment to  the  Commission  took  place  under  the 
administration  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  Mr.  Glad- 
stone no  doubt  had  the  best  reason  to  know  how 
well  fitted  by  his  ability,  his  thorough  imparti- 
ality, and  his  genial  temperament  Sir  Stafford 
Northcote  was  for  so  delicate  and  difficult  a 
task. 

1  need  not  follow  in  systematic  detail  the  progress 
of  Northcote's  subsequent  parliamentary  career. 
He  remained  always  a  member  of  the  Conservative 
party,  although  there  were  many  questions  on 
which  so  advanced  and  enlightened  a  thinker 
could  not  always  have  been  in  complete  sympathy 
with  some  of  his  colleagues  and  a  large  propor- 
tion of  their  followers.  On  subjects  belonging  to 
foreign  policy,  where  the  party  lines  of  English 
public  life  could  not  be  rigidly  maintained  or  even 
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traced  out,  Northcote  made  many  a  speech  which 
might  have  come  as  appropriately  and  as  effec- 
tively from  the  Liberal  as  from  the  Conservative 
benches.  He  held  the  office  of  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  in  Disraeli's  Government,  and  when 
Disraeli  went  to  the  Upper  House  he  became 
leader  of  the  party  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
He  was  raised  to  the  peerage  in  1885,  and  then 
was  made  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury.  When 
Lord  Salisbury  came  into  office  for  the  second 
time  Northcote  was  induced  to  accept  the  position 
of  Foreign  Secretary,  but  he  held  that  position 
only  for  a  short  period,  and  then  suddenly  resigned 
office.  Every  one  must  remember  his  sudden 
death  at  Lord  Salisbury's  official  residence  in 
Downing  Street  on  January  12,  1887. 

Stafford  Northcote's  death  was  in  every  sense 
a  tragedy.  It  was  well  known  that  new  influences 
were  coming  into  power  among  the  Conservative 
leaders  at  that  time  and  that  Northcote's  friends 
believed  him  to  have  been  treated  unfairly  by 
his  party,  or  at  least  by  those  who  were  then  put 
in  control  of  the  party.  The  general  impression 
was  that  Northcote  had  been  pushed  aside  on  the 
coming  of  Lord  Randolph  Churchill  to  hold  a 
high  place  in  the  party,  and  we  who  were  then 
in  the  House  of  Commons  well  knew  that  Lord 
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Randolph  Churchill  and  Northcote  were  not  likely 
to  work  together  harmoniously  under  such  condi- 
tions. It  is  an  old  and  a  sad  story  of  which  we 
shall  probably  never  know7  the  whole  truth  until 
some  coming  Greville  Memoirs  shall  give  us  the 
whole  story.  I  was  then  in  the  United  States, 
and  only  read  of  these  events  in  the  newspapers, 
and  I  felt  the  thrill  of  a  most  sincere  grief  when 
I  learned  that  such  a  career  had  been  closed  so 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly  and  under  such  con- 
ditions. He  was  still  regarded  as  a  man  well 
qualified  to  exercise  a  healthful  influence  over  the 
political  life  of  his  country,  and  his  sudden  death 
seemed  to  leave  a  blank  not  likely  soon  to  be 
filled  up.  A  Conservative  Government  was  then 
in  the  very  nature  of  things  called  upon  to  be  an 
active,  watchful  Government,  and  under  these  cir- 
cumstances it  appeared  to  all  impartial  observers 
that  a  man  like  Stafford  Northcote  would  have 
been  of  inestimable  value  in  the  education  of  his 
party  to  meet  the  new  and  changed  conditions  of 
political  life.  Northcote  was  much  in  advance  of 
his  party  in  what  may  be  called  general  political 
intelligence  and  instruction,  and  if  he  had  lived 
and  been  allowed  to  exercise  his  due  influence,  he 
might  have  been  able  to  bring  that  party  into  a 
better  understanding  of  the  popular  demands  which 
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were  coming  up  for  settlement.  His  death,  though 
sudden  and  at  the  time  quite  unlocked  for,  could 
not  be  called  premature,  but  the  wish  of  the  whole 
country  would  have  been  that  the  close  of  his  life 
should  be  crowned  with  a  distinct  success  and 
should  not  have  been  associated  with  misunder- 
standing, disappointment,  and  failure. 

Northcote  could  not  have  been  called  a 
great  statesmen  any  more  than  he  could  have 
been  called  a  great  parliamentary  orator.  But 
his  disappearance  from  life  was  unquestionably  a 
great  loss  to  Parliament.  No  man  in  either  House 
enjoyed  more  fully  the  confidence  and  the  respect 
of  all  political  parties.  I  cannot  believe  that  he 
could  ever  have  made  a  personal  enemy,  or  that 
he  could  ever  have  lost  a  sincere  friend.  No 
man  could  have  been  more  truly  considerate  in  his 
dealings  with  his  political  opponents.  During  the 
fiercest  controversies  he  never  lost  his  self-control, 
his  good  temper,  or  his  courteous  way  of  meet- 
ing his  antagonists.  In  the  House  of  Commons 
it  had  been  well  known  for  some  time  that  Lord 
Randolph  Churchill  and  his  immediate  followers 
had  grown  impatient  of  Northcote's  want  of 
initiative,  his  willingness  to  listen  to  compromise, 
and  his  lack  of  the  genuine  fighting  spirit.  When 
Lord  Randolph  was  still  leading  his  followers  of 
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the  small  Fourth  Party  we  were  all  allowed  to 
see  the  evidences  of  this  growing  impatience. 
Lord  Randolph  was  in  the  habit  of  describing, 
after  his  characteristic  fashion,  Northcote  and 
certain  other  members  of  the  Conservative 
administration  as  "the  old  gang,"  and  there  could 
have  been  little  doubt  that  if  Lord  Randolph 
should  come  into  power  he  was  not  likely  to  get 
on  very  well  with  such  a  man  for  his  leader. 
Lord  Randolph's  own  administrative  career  came 
to  an  end  soon  after,  and  indeed  the  whole  of  his 
active  career  in  Parliament  did  not  last  long,  but 
was  brought  to  a  premature  close  by  his  too 
early  death.  It  is  only  right  to  say  that  during 
his  short  period  of  administration  Lord  Randolph 
developed  qualities  which  showed  that  he  might, 
under  happier  auspices  and  with  better  health, 
have  come  to  be  a  financial  Minister  of  a  very 
high  order. 

I  have,  of  course,  been  anticipating  events  and 
have  wandered  far  away  from  the  days  of  the  early 
Sixties,  but  the  mere  study  of  Sir  Stafford  North- 
cote's  portrait  has  led  me  naturally  into  a  con- 
sideration of  the  man's  whole  career  and  the  futile 
thought  of  what  might  have  been  under  different 
conditions.  I  may  now,  however,  retrace  my  steps 
and  return  to  that  period  of  Sir  Stafford  North- 
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cote's  life  which  is  illustrated  by  his  picture  and 
in  which  he  made  so  conspicuous  and  so  attractive 
a  figure  in  the  House  of  Commons.  My  own 
impression  at  that  time  was  that  Northcote  seemed 
qualified  and  destined  either  to  lead  his  own  party 
into  a  recognition  of  the  growing  changes  in 
political  life  which  were  making  the  old-fashioned 
Toryism  a  thing  of  the  past,  or  to  become  a 
leading  influence  among  the  Liberals  who  were 
determined  to  go  forward  and  to  accept  the  real 
principles  of  political  freedom.  One  can  well 
understand  why  the  Conservatives  of  the  older 
school,  the  school  which  would  not  be  educated, 
should  have  found  little  satisfaction  in  the  leader- 
ship of  so  thoughtful  and  so  far-seeing  a  statesman 
as  Northcote,  and  even  in  the  early  Sixties  many 
evidences  of  this  fact  were  already  making  them- 
selves apparent.  Northcote  had  little  or  no  respect 
for  the  antiquated  forms  of  partisan  administration  ; 
he  did  not  pledge  his  faith  to  "  any  traditional 
policy ;  and  the  inherited  warcries  of  his  party 
could  never  have  inspired  him  with  a  combative 
enthusiasm.  He  was  above  all  things  a  thinking 
man,  and  a  thinking  man  was  not  just  then  but 
qualified  to  command  the  allegiance  of  the  Conser- 
vatives who  represented  county  constituencies. 
On  the  other  hand  he  had  evidently  not  the  power 
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of    initiative    which    enables   a   man    to    dictate   a 
new  policy  and  create  a  new  party. 

It  must  be  borne  in  mincl  that  for  some  years 
after  his  first  entrance  into  Parliament  there  were 
in  the  House  of  Commons  many  men  among  whom 
it  was  very  hard  for  a  new-comer  to  make  a  dis- 
tinguished name.  This  will  account  for  the  fact 
that  even  after  he  had  come  to  hold  important 
office  in  an  administration  his  name  was  but  little 
known  to  the  general  public  outside.  It  must 
have  been  a  clear  appreciation  of  his  actual  capacity 
for  a  high  office  in  parliamentary  work  which 
inspired  the  leaders  of  his  party  to  accept  him,  in 
advance  of  the  public  judgment,  as  one  well  fitted 
to  hold  the  place  of  Minister  of  the  Crown. 
Knowing  what  we  now  know  of  him  as  an 
administrator  we  are  not  surprised  that  some  at 
least  of  his  leaders  and  his  colleagues  should 
have  discerned  his  genuine  capacity,  but  it  is 
certain  that  surprise  was  felt  by  the  general  public 
when  he  was  raised  to  a  place  in  the  Ministry. 
That  was  a  time  when  the  House  of  Commons 
had  reached  its  highest  position  as  a  chamber  of 
debate.  We  have  now  no  such  array  of  eloquent 
and  powerful  speakers  in  the  House  as  those  who 
were  then  in  rivalry  night  after  night,  for  the 
highest  honours  in  parliamentary  debate.  The 
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Liberal  benches  have  now  no  orator  to  compare 
with  Gladstone  ;  the  Tory  benches  do  not  make 
the  slightest  pretension  to  any  such  mastery  of 
debating  powers  as  those  which  were  displayed 
by  Disraeli.  Palmerston  had  reached  the  highest 
point  of  his  success  as  a  party  leader  and  as  a 
man  who  could  play  upon  all  the  moods  of  the 
House  with  the  skill  of  an  accomplished  artist. 
The  independent  Liberals  were  represented  by 
Cobden  and  Bright;  Cobden,  whose  eloquence 
had  a  persuasive  charm  of  argument,  illustration, 
and  telling  phrase  which  went  home  to  the 
reasoning  faculties  of  his  audience ;  Bright,  who 
was  probably  on  the  whole  the  greatest  orator 
whom  the  House  has  known  in  modern  times. 
Then  there  were  such  men  as  Roebuck  and 
Horsman,  as  Cockburn  and  Whiteside,  as  Sir 
Hugh  Cairns  and  Lord  John  Manners,  and  many 
others  who  must  have  been  regarded  as  brilliant 
debaters  in  any  parliamentary  assembly.  The 
level  of  political  eloquence  was  then  beyond 
question  much  higher  than  it  has  been  in  days 
nearer  to  our  own,  and  it  is  not  surprising  that 
under  such  conditions  Sir  Stafford  Northcote 
should  have  failed,  during  the  earlier  years  of  his 
parliamentary  career,  to  win  for  himself  a  distinct 
and  a  distinguished  reputation. 
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In  the  Sixties,  therefore,  Northcote  was  still 
only  a  man  with  a  name  to  make,  and  the  portrait 
of  him  which  is  seen  in  these  pages  must  be 
regarded  as  that  of  a  beginner  whose  intimate 
friends  alone  could  foresee  his  ultimate  success. 
That  success  was  never  won  by  splendid  and 
sudden  displays,  but  was  the  gradual  result  of 
steady  work  and  unpretentious  administrative 
capacity.  But  it  must  be  owned  that  Northcote 
always  proved  himself  eminently  qualified  for 
every  task  he  set  himself  to  accomplish,  and  even 
on  occasions  of  great  debate  he  never  failed  to 
secure  a  fair  and  full  appreciation  from  the  House 
of  Commons.  I  was  a  close  and  constant  observer 
of  parliamentary  life  for  many  years  before  I  had 
a  chance  of  obtaining  a  seat  in  the  House,  and 
there  were  few  men  whose  speeches  I  could  follow 
with  deeper  interest  than  those  delivered  by 
Northcote.  He  never  threw  away  a  sentence ; 
he  never  wasted  his  debating  power  in  mere 
redundancy  of  words.  The  listener  was  afraid  to 
lose  a  single  word,  lest  by  its  loss  he  should 
miss  some  important  link  of  the  argument.  He 
could  illustrate  even  the  most  prosaic  subject  by 
his  apt  and  happy  comparisons  drawn  from  the 
most  varied  sources  of  history  and  literature  and 
keen  practical  observation.  He  had  a  marvellous 
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skill  in  appropriate  quotation,  and  I  do  not  re- 
member to  have  ever  heard  him  introduce  any 
citation  which  was  not  new,  fresh,  and  precisely 
adapted  to  give  point  to  his  argument.  He  never 
overdid  anything ;  never  strained  after  effect ;  and 
always  gave  one  the  refreshing  idea  that  the 
resources  of  the  speaker  were  not  exhausted.  No 
one  needs  to  be  told  how  the  attention  of  the 
listener  begins  to  flag  from  the  moment  when  he 
finds  that  a  speaker  is  overtasking  his  powers,  and 
is  continuing  his  speech  only  because  he  fancies  it 
is  due  to  the  occasion  that  he  should  endeavour 
to  make  a  great  display.  The  listener  never 
felt  any  such  uncomfortable  sensation  while  North- 
cote  was  addressing  the  House,  and  on  the  contrary 
the  general  feeling  was  that  he  might  have  gone 
farther  and  fared  even  better.  We  may  hope  to 
have  greater  orators  than  Sir  Stafford  Northcote 
in  the  time  to  come,  as  we  had  in  the  time  which 
is  past,  but  we  shall  not  have  many  men  who  could 
better  command  on  an  important  occasion  the 
unbroken  attention  of  such  an  assembly  as  the 
House  of  Commons. 


CHAPTER    IX 

A    PARLIAMENTARY    GROUP 

EDWARD  BAINES  was  a  typical  figure  in 
the  days  which  the  portraits  in  this  volume 
bring  back  to  memory.  He  was  a  hard- working, 
most  attentive,  much  respected  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  I  can  well  remember  his 
pale  clear-cut  face,  his  white  hair,  and  his 
expression  of  earnest  and  unchanging  purpose. 
He  belonged  expressly  to  that  body  of  men  who 
were  known  in  the  Sixties,  and  for  long  after,  as 
the  "private  members."  That  was  of  course  but 
the  colloquial  description  of  this  class  of  repre- 
sentatives. If  any  one  were  writing  about  the 
men  who  made  up  that  class  or  were  speaking 
about  them  in  a  formal  way,  he  would  have 
described  them  as  Independent  members  in  the 
language  which  would  be  applied  to  them  at  the 
present  time.  These  men  may  be  classified  as 
members  of  the  House  of  Commons  who,  although 
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belonging  consistently  to  the  one  great  political 
party  or  to  the  other,  were  yet  each  of  them 
resolved  to  maintain  the  interests  of  some 
particular  cause  no  matter  whether  it  were  sup- 
ported by  the  Government  or  by  the  party  in 
opposition.  One  man  had  pledged  himself  heart 
and  soul  to  some  great  political  reform  such  as 
an  extension  of  the  franchise,  for  instance  ;  another 
was  above  all  things  a  champion  of  religious 
equality  ;  a  third  was  "  peace  at  any  price,"  or 
at  all  events  an  opponent  of  all  wars  not  purely 
and  strictly  defensive  ;  a  fourth  was  for  additional 
legislation  to  restrict  the  power  of  the  Papacy 
and  the  Jesuits  in  the  British  Empire.  Such 
men  might  be  found  at  either  side  of  the  House, 
although  of  the  types  which  I  have  mentioned 
the  first,  second,  and  third  might  be  looked  for 
with  greater  certainty  among  the  ranks  of  the 
Liberals,  and  the  fourth  among  the  ranks  of  the 
Tories. 

But  whatever  side  the  Independent  member 
sat  it  might  be  taken  for  granted  that  he  had 
come  into  the  House  of  Commons  with  the  view 
of  making  the  advocacy  of  some  particular  cause 
the  main  business  of  his  parliamentary  life.  If 
he  belonged  politically  to  the  party  in  power  and 
the  leaders  of  that  party  would  not  give  any  help 
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to  his  cause,  then  he  was  prepared  to  vote 
against  them  in  any  division  which  turned  upon 
that  particular  question.  If  the  party  in  opposi- 
tion suddenly  professed  a  favouring  inclination 
for  his  cause  he  would  be  ready  to  vote  with 
them  even  though  the  division  might  involve  a 
possible  defeat  of  the  Ministry.  This  devotion 
of  the  Independent  member  to  his  cause  or  his 
crotchet  or  his  craze,  according  as  it  might 
happen  to  be  described  from  different  points  of 
view,  was  thoroughly  understood  by  all  parties 
in  the  House,  and  the  Independent  member  was 
regarded  even  by  the  party  leaders  and  Whips 
with  a  certain  amount  of  toleration  as  one  of  the 
unavoidable  inconveniences  attaching  to  the 
representative  system.  There  are  many  Indepen- 
dent members  in  the  House  of  Commons  to-day, 
but  they  do  not  seem  to  me  to  constitute  so 
distinct  and  peculiar  an  element  of  parliamentary 
life  as  they  did  in  the  good  old  times  when 
national  representation  and  national  education 
still  had  to  find  their  most  persistent  champions 
among  the  men  who  preferred  the  promotion  of 
some  particular  cause  to  the  political  interests  of 
either  party.  The  Independent  member  at  his 
highest  level  was  then  the  far-seeing  advocate 
of  some  great  reform  which  had  yet  to  be 
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accepted  and  adopted  by  the  leaders  of  either 
the  Government  or  the  Opposition,  and  in  his 
lowest  degree  he  was  no  worse  than  the  repre- 
sentative of  some  new-fangled  crotchet  or  some 
form  of  antiquated  fanaticism. 

Edward  Baines  was  one  of  those  who  belonged 
to  the  best  order  of  the  Independent  member. 
He  came  from  the  North  of  England  and  was 
educated  at  one  of  the  schools  of  the  Dissenting 
bodies  in  Manchester.  His  father  was  one  of  the 
most  influential  men  of  his  time  in  the  North  of 
England,  and  was  owner  and  conductor  of  the 
Leeds  Mercury,  then  as  now  a  powerful  organ  of 
public  opinion.  Edward  Baines  the  son  was 
known  as  the  author  of  some  important  works 
on  the  history  of  the  cotton  manufacture  and  the 
woollen  manufacture  of  England,  and  he  did  not 
enter  the  House  of  Commons  until  comparatively 
late  in  life-  He  was  in  his  fifty-ninth  year  when 
be  became  one  of  the  members  for  Leeds.  It 
used  to  be  a  sort  of  axiom  at  one  time  that  no 
man  ever  made  a  success  in  the  House  who  had 
reached  his  fortieth  year  before  obtaining  the  right 
to  occupy  a  seat  there.  Most  assuredly  Edward 
Baines  never  gained  a  distinguished  position  as 
a  debater  in  the  House,  but  I  do  not  believe  he 
could  have  acquired  any  such  reputation  even  if 

1 1 
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he  had  obtained  a  seat  at  as  early  a  period  of 
life  as  that  of  Charles  James  Fox  when  he  first 
entered  Parliament. 

Edward    Baines  never,  so  far  as  I    have    heard 
or    known,   had    the    slightest    ambition    for    the 
renown    of    a    great    parliamentary    debater.      He 
came  into  Parliament   for   the  especial  purpose  of 
advocating    certain    reforms  which    he  had    deeply 
at  heart,  and  he  never  took  the   trouble   to  make 
a    speech    on    any    subject    which    did    not    come 
within    his   own    particular    and    practical    sphere. 
He   was  a  clear   and    argumentative    speaker,  and 
any    one    who    took    the    slightest    interest    in    the 
subject  on  which   he  was  addressing    the    House, 
could  not  fail  to  be  impressed  by  his  earnestness, 
by  his  well-ordered    array  of  facts  and  arguments 
bearing    on    that   question,   and    by    the  directness 
of  his  appeals   to  the   intelligence  of  his  listeners. 
It  would  be  rather  too  much  to  say  that  he  could 
always    hold    the    House,  because    for    one  reason 
a   large  number    of  the    members    then    attending 
the   House   took   no  manner   of  interest  in  any  of 
the  subjects  on  which  he  spoke,  and  never  would 
have    thought    of    leaving    the    dining-rbom,    the 
smoking-room,  or  the  library    to  go   in  and   listen 
to  one  of  his  speeches.      But  it  may  fairly  be  said 
of  him  that  he  could  always  command  the  close 
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attention  of  that  proportion  of  the  members  who 
felt  any  genuine  interest  in  the  measures  of 
reform  which  he  was  especially  concerned  in 
advocating. 

Tuesday  was  then  the  only  day  when  a  private 
member  had  any  chance  of  bringing  a  motion  ot 
his  own  before  the  House.  It  required  courage, 
perseverance,  and  a  devoted  sense  of  duty  to 
keep  a  man  up  to  the  work  of  bringing  such 
motions  forward  with  the  certainty  before  him 
that  he  must  be  defeated  by  a  large  majority, 
even  if  he  could  .prevail  upon  his  friends  to  rally 
round  him  at  the  critical  moment  and  save  him 
from  the  humiliation  of  a  "count  out."  The 
private  member,  if  he  were  also  an  Independent 
member, .  has  been  through  whole  generations  the 
pioneer  of  every  great  measure  of  reform  in 
political,  municipal,  industrial  and  educational 
affairs  afterwards  adopted  by  a  Ministry  in  power 
and  carried  into  triumphant  legislation.  There 
were  some  men  in  the  House  during  the  early 
Sixties  who  were  only  known  because  of  their 
persistent  advocacy,  year  after  year,  of  some  such 
reform,  and  for  many  Sessions  each  annual 
motion  and  the  speech  which  introduced  it 
seemed  to  be  little  more  than  the  <s  calling  aloud 
to  solitude "  which  Cervantes  has  described  in  his 
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thrilling  words.  Edward  Baines  was  for  a  long 
time  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  and  the  most 
patient  among  the  small  number  who  were  thus 
devoted  to  the  persistent,  and  as  .many  thought 
the  hopeless,  advocacy  of  reforms  which  have 
long  since  been  brought  to  success  by  some 
powerful  Ministry  and  are  now  regarded  as 
integral  parts  of  the  British  Constitution. 

From  my  earliest  observation  of  the  House  of 
Commons  I  always  felt  an  admiration  for  Edward 
Baines  for  his  unfailing  devotion,  amid  whatever 
depressing  conditions,  to  the  work  which  he  had 
accepted  as  his  business  in  Parliament.  He  was 
but  a  short  time  in  the  House  of  Commons  when 
he  attempted  to  bring  in  a  Bill  for  the  reduction 
of  the  franchise  in  boroughs  to  a  six  pounds 
qualification.  Need  I  say  that  his  motion  v/as 
rejected  by  a  large  majority  ?  Again  and  again 
in  succeeding  Sessions  he  renewed  his  effort  and 
with  the  same  result.  Only  a  short  time  had  to 
elapse  before  a  much  wider  measure  of  reform 
than  any  which  Baines  had  ever  attempted  to 
introduce  was  competed  for,  if  I  may  thus  express 
it,  by  the  two  great  rival  parties  in  the  State  and 
was  actually  carried  by  Mr.  Disraeli  and  the  Tory 
Government.  The  truth  is  that  the  advanced 
Radicals  whom  Edward  Baines  represented  in 
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the  House  of  Commons  had  a  much  larger 
following  outside,  and  more  especially  among  the 
manufacturing  districts,  than  was  suspected  by 
many  of  the  unconcerned  legislators  who  never 
troubled  themselves  to  go  into  the  debating 
chamber  when  Baines  was  bringing  forward  his 
annual  motion.  Baines  took  a  leading  and  an 
active  part  in  opposing  the  Church  Rates  system 
and  the  imposition  of  University  Tests.  I  suppose 
;ven  steady-going  Tories  are  now  willing  to  admit 
that  the  British  Constitution  is  none  the  worse 
for  the  sort  of  legislation  which  Baines  was 
accustomed  to  advocate. 

Edward  Baines  had  in  temperament  and  in 
manner  nothing  whatever  of  the  enthusiast  so  far 
as  a  mere  observer  could  discern.  We  gene- 
rally associate  the  idea  of  a  political  or  religious 
reformer  with  that  of  passionate  advocacy  and 
thrilling  eloquence.  Baines  seemed  to  go  at  his 
parliamentary  work  with  a  sort  of  chill  .pertinacity 
which  never  allowed  any  expression  of  emotion 
to  escape  from  him.  The  fire  of  an  orator 
could  no  more  be  expected  from  him  than  it 
might  be  expected  from  an  iceberg.  Not  even 
a  flash  of  humour  ever  came  from  him  in  his 
parliamentary  speeches,  although  his  personal 
friends  well  knew  that  he  was  not  austere  in 
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nature  and  that  his  heart  was  full  of  human 
sympathy.  By  most  members  of  the  House  of 
Commons  he  was  regarded  rather  as  an  influence 
than  as  an  individual.  The  general  public  has 
probably  for  the  most  part  already  forgotten  to 
associate  the  name  of  Edward  Baines  with  some 
of  the  great  reforms  which  he  helped  to  carry  to 
success,  but  in  the  history  of  England's  political 
and  educational  progress  during  the  nineteenth 
century  his  name  must  ever  have  an  honourable 
mention.  I  am  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
paying  my  poor  personal  tribute  to  his  character 
as  a  man  and  his  services  as  a  reformer. 

Let  me  now  turn  to  the  portrait  of  a  very  different 
personage,  a  man  who  had  perhaps  nothing  in 
common  with  Edward  Baines  but  sincerity.  Baines 
represented  ideas  which  were  then  new  and  have 
since  found  almost  universal  adoption ;  G.  M. 
Whalley  represented  one  idea  which  was  becoming 
antiquated  even  in  his  day  --  and  is  now  only 
preserved  as  a  curiosity  in  memory's  museum. 
Whalley  devoted  his  whole  parliamentary  career  to 
a  war  against  Popery  in  general  and  the  Jesuits  in 
particular.  The  receptacle  which  I  suppose  must 
be  described  as  his  mind  was  entirely  occupied,  to 
all  seeming,  by  this  one  idea.  I  cannot  say  that  he 
never  made  a  speech  in  the  House  of  Commons 
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on  any  other  subject,  but  I  can  positively  assert 
that  if  he  ever  did  deliver  such  a  speech  I  had  not 
the  good  fortune  to  hear  it.  Whalley  was  abso- 
lutely and  inextractably  associated  in  the  thoughts 
of  the  House  and  the  public  with  the  machinations 
of  the  Jesuits.  Whalky's  eloquence  and  the 
Jesuits'  craft  floated  double  in  the  parliamentary 
stream  like  the  swan  and  shadow  on  St.  Mary's 
lake.  He  had  always  some  new  question  to  put 
to  the  Government  with  regard  to  the  latest  plots 
of  the  Jesuits  for  the  overthrow  of  the  Protestant 
dynasty  in  England,  and  for  the  subjection  of  every 
English  household  to  the  dictation  of  the  Church 
of  Rome.  He  was  ever  seeking  and  planning  for 
some  opportunity  to  bring  before  the  House  a 
fDrmal  motion  on  the  subject,  and  when  he  did 
secure  a  hearing  for  his  motion  the  debate  was 
generally  brought  to  a  premature  end  by  a  "count- 
out  " ;  this  being  no  doubt  in  poor  Whalley's 
mind  another  successful  stroke  of  policy  on  the 
part  of  the  malignant  Jesuits. 

I  need  hardly  say  that  the  House  of  Commons 
paid  but  little  attention  to  the  warnings,  the  argu- 
ments, and  the  appeals  of  Whalley.  The  moment 
he  rose  in  his  place  everybody  knew  already  what 
he  was  going  to  talk  about,  and  this  of  itself  was 
enough  to  settle  his  chance  of  a  good  audience. 
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"  I  fear  the  man  of  one  book  "  is  a  classic  proverb, 
but  "  I  fear  the  man  of  one  topic  "  would  express, 
although  in  a  somewhat  different  sense,  the  general 
sentiment  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Whalley, 
however,  did  not  seem  to  care  whether  the  House 
paid  any  attention  to  what  he  was  saying  or  not, 
and  indeed  I  do  not  know  how  he  could  ever  have 
had  any  experience  of  an  attentive  audience,  at 
least  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Most  of  the 
members  left  the  debating  chamber  as  a  matter  of 
course  the  moment  Whalley  rose  to  offer  his  obser- 
vations on  the  familiar  topic,  and  I  have  heard  him 
more  than  once  as  he  delivered  his  speech  to  the 
Speaker,  the  clerks  at  the  table,  one  or  two  mem- 
bers, and  the  visitors  who  happened  to  be  in  the 
Strangers'  Galleries.  It  was  all  the  same  to 
Whalley,  he  believed  that  he  had  a  duty  to  do, 
and  he  did  it  without  regard  to  persons. 

On  one  occasion  while  the  Conservatives  were  in 
power  Whalley  put  a  question  to  Disraeli,  then 
leading  the  House,  calling  on  him  to  say  whether 
Her  Majesty's  Ministers  had  lately  received  any 
new  information  with  regard  to  the  present  machi- 
nations of  the  Jesuits  against  the  Established 
Church  of  England.  I  may  be  allowed  to  quote 
from  my  own  "  Reminiscences  "  my  recollection  of 
what  followed  the  question.  "Disraeli  arose,  and 
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leaning  on  the  table  in  front  of  him  began  with  a 
manner  of  portentous  gravity  and  a  countenance  of 
almost  funereal  gloom  to  give  his  answer.  *  Her 
Majesty's  Ministers,'  he  said  'had  not  been  in- 
formed of  any  absolutely  new  machinations  of  the 
Jesuits,  but  they  would  continue  to  watch,  as  they 
had  hitherto  watched,  for  any  indication  of  such 
insidious  enterprises.  One  of  the  favourite  machi- 
nations of  the  Jesuits,'  he  went  on  to  say  with 
deepening  solemnity,  '  had  always  been  understood 
to  be  a  plan  for  sending  into  this  country  disguised 
emissaries  of  their  own,  who,  by  expressing  extra- 
vagant and  ridiculous  alarm  about  Jesuit  plots, 
might  bring  public  derision  on  the  efforts  of  the 
genuine  supporters  of  the  State  Church.  He  would 
not  venture  to  say  whether  the  honourable  member 

hadr  knowledge    of  any  such  plans  as    that ,' 

but  here  a  roar  of  laughter  from  the  whole  House 
rendered  further  explanation  impossible,  and  Dis- 
raeli composedly  resumed  his  seat." 

I  had  many  talks  with  Whalley  in  private,  and  I 
always  found  him  good-humoured  and  companion- 
able. He  knew,  of  course,  that  my  religious  and 
political  views  were  entirely  out  of  accord  with  his, 
but  he  did  not  on  that  account  refuse  to  interchange 
friendly  words  now  and  then.  Perhaps  he  did  not 
think  that  nature  had  provided  me  with  intellectual 
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gifts  likely  to  make  me  a  very  dangerous  emissary 
in  the  service  of  the  Jesuit  plotters,  but  whatever 
may  have  been  his  reason  I  can  only  say  that  I 
always  found  him  tolerant  and  agreeable.  I  had, 
indeed,  a  sort  of  personal  liking  for  Whalley,  and  I 
never  felt  any  doubt  of  his  simple  sincerity  in  the 
cause  to  which  he  devoted  such  a  large  proportion 
of  his  laborious  days  and  nights.  I  do  not 
suppose  there  is  any  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons  now  who  holds  a  like  position.  One  can 
hardly  help  feeling  a  certain  sort  of  admiration  for 
the  man  who  could  thus  go  on  Session  after  Session 
delivering  speeches  to  which  no  one  cared  to  listen- 
speeches  to  which  he  could  but  know  that  no  one 
cared  to  listen — merely  because  he  felt  himself 
compelled  by  a  perverse  sense  of  duty  to  proclaim 
his  opinions  on  every  possible  opportunity  to  an 
empty  House  and  an  unconcerned  public.  I  have 
thought  it  well  to  put  these  two  men,  Edward 
Baines  and  G.  M.  Whalley,  into  immediate  con- 
trast. Both  men  were  sincere  and  both  were 
acting  alike  in  obedience  to  an  unselfish  sense  of 
duty.  But  the  one  man  was  born  to  be  the  advo- 
cate of  great  reforms,  and  the  other  was  but  the 
belated  exponent  of  a  forgotten  policy.  Edward 
Baines  had  remedies  to  offer  for  the  evils  which  he 
sought  to  remove  ;  poor  Whalley  could  only  bring 
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for  the  removal  of  what  he  believed  to  be  the  perils 
to  the  State  a  sort  of  mediaeval  incantation. 

I  ought  to  say  that  in  arranging  this  parliamen- 
tary group  I  am  not  assuming  or  suggesting  that 
any  bond  of  sympathy,  or  even  of  habitual  asso- 
ciation, brought  together  the  men  whom  I  am  now 
describing.  I  do  not  know  that  these  men  were 
ever  brought  into  comradeship  of  any  kind  beyond 
the  comradeship  created  for  them  by  the  mere  fact 
that  they  all  happened  to  be  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons  at  the  period  with  which  I  am  now 
dealing.  I  have  chosen  the  figures  in  this  group 
because  each  had  an  individuality  peculiarly  his 
own.  The  first  thought  which  the  name  of  any 
one  of  them  brought  up  to  the  mind  of  an 
observer  at  the  time  was  not  that  of  a  man  iden- 
tified with  any  of  the  great  political  parties,  but 
rather  that  of  a  man  who  had  a  cause  of  his  own, 
or  it  might  be  a  crotchet  of  his  own,  or  at  all  events 
a  peculiar  and  separate  identity  which  marked  him 
out.  Nor  am  I  suggesting  by  any  means  that  the 
men  stood  upon  a  level  in  the  estimation  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  Edward  Baines  had  a  great 
cause  to  which  he  was  devoted,  but  it  had  not  at 
that  time  been  officially  adopted  by  any  of  the 
recognised  parliamentary  parties.  Whalley  had 
his  crotchet  about  the  Jesuits  and  their  machi- 
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nations,  and  although  he  never  could  have  held 
that  place  in  the  estimation  of  the  House  which 
was  deservedly  owned  by  Baines,  he  was  at  least 
a  peculiar  and  almost  isolated  figure.  The  one 
common  characteristic  of  my  group  is  that  those 
of  whom  for  my  purposes  I  have  composed  it  were 
men  who  had  each  a  distinct  individuality  and 
were  not  lost  in  the  crowd. 

I  am  afraid  that  the  portrait  of  "  J.  A.  Blake, 
M.P.,"  will  not  bring  to  my  readers  in  general 
any  immediate  and  accurate  recollection  of  the 
man  whose  picture  was  taken  in  the  early  Sixties. 
I  may  ask  those  whose  associations  with  the 
House  of  Commons  belong  only  to  the  present 
not  to  confound  him  with  my  friend  Mr.  Edward 
Blake  who  for  many  years  held  a  commanding 
position  in  the  Dominion  Parliament  of  Canada 
and  at  the  Canadian  bar,  and  is  now  a  member 
of  the  Irish  National  Party.  The  late  John 
Aloysius  Blake  was  an  Irish  member  of  Parlia- 
ment in  the  early  Sixties  when  I  first  came  to 
know  him,  and  retained  that  position  until  his 
death  many  years  after.  J.  A.  Blake  was  an 
Irish  National  member  in  the  quiet  days  when 
the  late  Isaac  Butt  led  the  Irish  Nationalist 
Party,  before  the  strong,  stern  rule  of  Charles 
Stewart  Parnell  had  made  that  party  a  power  in 
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the  displacement  of  English  Governments  and 
the  cause  of  Home  Rule  a  question  of  paramount 
interest  in  the  House  of  Commons.  J.  A.  Blake 
was  a  man  who  had  acquired  large  means  in 
business  and  devoted  his  time  for  the  most  part 
to  his  parliamentary  work  as  an  Irish  represen- 
tative, and  the  remaining  part  to  the  gratification 
of  his  love  for  travel.  He  had  gained  ex- 
periences in  travel  unusual'  for  a  member  of 
Parliament  in  those  now  distant  days  before 
world-wandering  had  become  part  of  the  ordinary 
education  of  men  who  could  afford  to  spend  a 
little  money.  He  had  made  himself  acquainted 
with  Canada  and  the  United  States,  with  the 
Australasian  Colonies,  and  with  many  parts  of 
Asia  and  Africa.  I  remember  that  in  later  years 
his-^attention  was  much  attracted  by  some  descrip- 
tions of  the  Cabul  Expedition  in  the  early  part 
of  Queen  Victoria's  reign,  long  before  he 
himself  had  come  to  the  age  of  travel,  and  he 
made  it  his  business  to  survey  the  regions  of 
disaster.  His  especial  desire  was  to  see  and 
study  the  historic  Khyber  Pass,  and  he -devoted 
his  time  and  energy  to  a  long  journey  over  the 
whole  historic  region. 

Blake    was    a    humorist    in   many  ways,  a  most 
delightful    companion,     and    a    genial    host     who 
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loved  to  entertain  his  friends  in  the  true  spirit 
of  Irish  hospitality.  He  did  not  often  speak  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  but  when  he  did  speak 
he  was  always  listened  to,  for  he  was  sure  to 
entertain  the  House  with  some  amusing  and 
original  contribution  to  the  debate.  I  remember 
that  on  one  occasion  the  House  was  engaged  in 
discussing  some  question  which  brought  up  the 
subject  of  racing  antl  hunting,  and  Blake  suddenly 
enlivened  a  somewhat  dull  interchange  of  views 
by  his  unexpected  way  of  dealing  with  the 
question.  He  told  the  House  that  he  had  only 
once,-  since  he  had  come  to  mature  years,  taken 
part  in  a  fox-hunt.  Then,  he  went  on  to  say, 
he  was  lucky  enough  to  have  the  swiftest  horse 
in  that  part  of  the  country  and  he  kept  well  at 
the  front  of  the  field.  The  House  listened  with- 
out much  interest  to  his  narrative  up  to  this 
point.  It  was  not  surprising  to  the  members  in 
general  to  hear  that  an  Irish  member  should 
make  a  boast  of  having  had  the  best  horse  on 
the  country-side  at  a  fox-hunt  and  that  he  had 
kept  well  in  front  of  all  rival  riders.  "  But,  Mr. 
Speaker,"  Blake  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  I  rode  on 
that  occasion  entirely  in  the  interest  of  the  fox ! " 
Then  he  went  on  to  explain  that  he  was,  on 
principle,  a  resolute  opponent  of  all  cruelty  to 
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animals ;  that  he  regarded  the  hunting  even  of 
the  fox  as  mere  cruelty ;  and  that  on  this  great 
occasion  of  his  exploit  in  the  hunting  field  he 
had  made  use  of  his  horse's  fleetness  and  of  his 
own  riding  powers  merely  in  order  to  take  care 
that  the  persecuted  Reynard  should  have  an 
opportunity  of  escaping  from  his  pursuers. 

The  Tory  members  from  the  hunting  shires 
broke  into  furious  groans  of  wrath  at  this  unex- 
pected declaration  ;  the  members  who  did  not 
hunt  gave  way  to  bursts  of  laughter  over  the 
audacious  humour  of  Blake's  intervention  in  the 
debate  as  he  had  intervened  in  the  hunting  field 
purely  for  the  sake  of  defending  the  cause  of 
the  fox.  Some  members  in  the  House  quite 
understood  that  Blake  was  a  sincere  even  if  a 
somewhat  eccentric  representative  of  the  principle 
which  protests  against  civilised  and  responsible 
human  beings  seeking  and  finding  pastime  in  the 
destruction  of  dumb  animals.  This  was  in- 
deed a  part  of  Blake's  conscientious  convictions. 
He  had  many  ideas  which  divided  him  from  the 
ordinary  and  conventional  opinions  of  society  at 
that  time.  He  had  a  curious  combination  of 
qualities — I  had  almost  said  of  characters — he 
was,  politically,  a  typical  Irish  member  of  the 
old-fashioned  order  which  was  content  to  go  on 
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quietly  bringing  forward  a  motion  every  Session 
demanding  national  government  for  Ireland,  and 
another  motion  claiming  that  justice  should  be 
done  to  the  cause  of  the  Irish  tenants.  When 
the  debate  and  the  division  had  been  taken  on 
these  motions  the  national  work  of  the  Irish 
member  was  supposed  to  be  done  for  the  Session, 
and  it  was  not  customary  for  Ireland  to  show 
any  interest  in  the  general  business  of  the 
House. 

John  Aloysius  Blake  was,  however,  a  thorough 
humorist  as  well  as  an  Irish  national  member 
and  he  had  a  keen  perception  of  the  absurdity 
of  the  whole  situation  and  the  futility  of  en- 
deavouring to  arouse  the  attention  of  the  British 
public  to  a  national  cause  thus  represented  twice 
a  year  by  a  mere  ceremonial  performance.  He 
made  many  good  jokes  in  private  conversation 
about  the  tremendous  effect  which  the  quiet 
speech  of  some  colleague  delivered  during  one 
of  these  debates,  to  an  almost  empty  house,  was 
sure  to  have  upon  the  feelings  and  the  conscience 
of  the  British  nation.  Blake  was  in  a  certain 
sense  what  might  be  called  a  sentimentalist  as 
well  as  a  humorist.  This  peculiarity  has  been 
already  illustrated  by  the  part  he  took  in  the 
debate  which  brought  up  the  fox-hunting  question. 
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There  was  a  tenderness  of  feeling  in  him,  a 
quality  of  compassion  which  often  swayed  his 
practical  judgment  in  the  business  of  life.  I 
have  heard  it  said  of  him  that  while  acting  as  a 
magistrate  in  his  native  county  he  could  never 
be  brought  to  pass  any  severe  sentence  on  a 
juvenile  delinquent  no  matter  what  the  juvenile 
delinquent's  offences  might  have  been,  and  indeed 
he  lived  to  see  a  time  when  even  the  criminal 
law  itself  consented  to  embody  some  of  those 
sentiments  of  compassion  in  the  treatment  of  the 
young  which  were  always  cherished  by  him. 

Blake  was  an  anti-vivisectionist  in  days  before 
the  question  of  vivisection  had  come  to  be  the 
subject  of  serious  public  agitation.  He  was  a 
shrewd  observer  of  life,  of  men,  and  of  manners, 
ami  one  who  had  only  met  him  in  private  society 
and  had  been  much  in  conversation  with  him 
there,  might  well  have  wondered  how  a  man  of 
his  wide  travel,  his  varied  .  experiences,  and  his 
quick,  sharp  power  of  criticism  should  have  failed 
to  make  any  mark  in  parliamentary  debate.  But 
in  truth  Blake  had  no  ambition  for  success  as  a 
speaker,  and  with  his  clear  good  sense  he  had 
thoroughly  taken  the  measure  of  his  own  capacity 
and  felt  quite  sure  that  nature  had  not  created 
him  to  be  a  power  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
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He  was  well  known  and  very  popular  in  the 
House,  but  he  was  liked  only  for  his  private 
qualities  and  was  never  taken  into  account  when 
people  talked  about  the  rising  debaters  of  the 
different  political  parties.  I  have  never  known 
any  one  who  illustrated  more  aptly  in  his  own 
person  the  saying  that  a  man  may  be  in  Parlia- 
ment but  not  of  it.  He  was,  as  I  have  said,  a 
most  genial  host,  and  I  have  enjoyed  many  of 
his  delightful  dinner  parties  at  Queen  Anne's 
Mansions,  at  the  Langham  Hotel,  and  at  the 
"Star  and  Garter"  in  Richmond.  I  have  met 
many  conspicuous  members  of  Parliament  there 
and  many  distinguished  foreigners,  for  Blake  had 
the  amiable  weakness,  if  it  be  a  weakness,  of 
loving  to  gather  around  him  guests  who  had 
made  a  reputation  or  who  had  at  all  events 
something  to  say  for  themselves  which  it  would 
interest  others  to  hear.  My  closer  acquaintance 
with  Blake  did  not  begin  until  after  the  early 
Sixties  had  passed  away,  but  I  knew  him  even 
in  the  early  Sixties  and  he  remained  much  the 
same  man  all  the  time.  He  followed  the 
guidance  of  his  own  tastes,  inclinations,  prin- 
ciples and  sentiments  and  he  must  have  led  on 
the  whole  a  happy  and  for  him  a  satisfying  life. 
These  pages  I  have  written  about  him  may,  I 
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hope,  bring  a  kindly  memory  of  him  to  some  at 
least  among  the  older  living  members  of  the 
House  of  Commons. 

The  portrait  of  Lord  Dunkellin  recalls  to  my 
mind  a  remarkable  parliamentary  episode.  That 
episode,  indeed,  contains  the  only  associations  I 
have  with  Lord  Dunkellin's  parliamentary  career. 
It  occurred  in  the  new  Parliament  of  1866  when 
Mr.  Gladstone  brought  in  his  first  Reform  Bill. 
That  was  the  measure  which  caused  the  famous 
Adullamite  secession  led  by  Robert  Lowe,  after- 
wards Lord  Sherbrooke.  Never  perhaps  was 
there  heard  in  the  House  of  Commons  more 
brilliant  debating  than  in  that  Session  and  on  that 
measure.  Gladstone,  Bright,  and  Lowe  rose  to 
the  very  height  of  their  powers,  -and  although 
Lowe  was  not  an  orator  in  the  higher  sense  of 
the  word,  and  although  his  very  articulation  was 
against  him,  and  his  voice  had  no  musical  thrill 
in  it,  yet  it  must  be  owned  that  his  mastery  of 
[bitter  sarcasm  and  telling  illustration  enabled  him 
to  hold  his  own  fairly  against  the  two  great 
masters  of  parliamentary  debate  with  whom  he 
had  to  contend.  The  Conservatives  and  the 
Adullamites,  as  they  were  called  from  a  happy 
[phrase  of  Bright's — the  "  Cave  of  Adullam  "  is  still 
[uoted  in  speeches  and  leading  articles — were 
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united  in  opposition  to  the  Reform  measure,   which 
was,    after   all,    but    a   very    moderate    scheme    of 
suffrage  reform,    and  would    seem  rather  like  old- 
fashioned   Conservatism  to  politicians  of  our  day. 
The    Bill  at  last  got  into  Committee,   and   it   was  \ 
then  that  Lord  Dunkellin  became  for  the  first  and, 
so  far  as  I   know,  for  the  last  time  a  personage  of  i 
parliamentary  importance. 

Lord  Dunkellin  brought  forward  a  motion  to 
the  effect  that  the  proposed  franchise  of  seven 
pounds  in  boroughs  be  a  qualification  founded  on 
rating  and  not  on  rental.  The  effect  of  this 
amendment,  if  carried,  would  have  been  to  raise 
the  qualification  for  a  vote  a  little  above  the  limit 
which  the  Liberal  Government  proposed  to 
establish.  It  would  appear  that  houses  are  usually 
rated  at  a  lower  figure  than  the  actual  rent  which 
the  tenant  has  to  pay.  To  require,  therefore,  a 
rating  franchise  of  seven  pounds  a  year  would  have 
the  practical  effect  of  making  it  equal  to  a  rental 
of  about  eight  pounds  a  year.  It  seems  to  us  now 
rather  hard  to  understand  how  even  the  most 
Conservative  minds  could  have  thought  that  a 
difference  of  one  pound  a  year  or  so  in  the 
qualification  for  a  voter  could  have  formed  any- 
thing like  a  substantial  barrier  against  that  invasion  I 
of  democracy  which  the  Tories  and  the  Adullamites 
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professed  to  regard  with  so  much  dread.  Lord 
Dunkellin's  amendment,  however,  was  taken  with 
absolute  seriousness  by  the  opponents  of  the 
Reform  Bill,  and  the  discussion  was  carried  on  with 
as  much  fervour  on  both  sides  of  the  House  as  if 
it  were  the  last  stand  made  by  the  devoted 
defenders  of  order  against  the  champions  of 
anarchy,  the  apostles  of  red  ruin,  and  the  breaking 
up  of  laws. 

Lord  Dunkellin  was  successful  with  his  amend- 
ment, and  became  the  hero  of  the  hour  among  the 
opponents  of  Reform.  He  carried  his  proposal 
by  a  majority  of  seven,  and  that  success  sealed  the 
fate  of  the  Reform  measure.  Lord  Russell  and 
Mr.  Gladstone  felt  that  under  all  the  conditions 
there  was  no  further  use  in  their  trying  to  carry 
the^  measure.  The  secession  of  the  Adullamites 
had  clearly  made  the  success  of  the  Bill  impossible. 
Russell  and  Gladstone  and  their  colleagues  tendered 
their  resignations  to  the  Sovereign,  and  the 
resignations  had  to  be  accepted.  That  was  in 
effect  the  close  of  Lord  Russell's  great  career. 
The  Conservatives  came  into  office  and  in  the 
following  Session  introduced  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  under  the  guidance  of  Disraeli,  a 
Reform  Bill  of  their  own  which  they  allowed  to 
be  expanded  into  a  much  more  extensive  improve- 
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ment  of  the  parliamentary  suffrage  than  anything 
which  Lord  Russell  and  Gladstone  had  proposed. 
Not  often,  perhaps,  in  the  parliamentary  history  of 
England  has  so  trivial  an  amendment  on  one  of 
the  provisions  of  a  Government  measure  brought 
about  so  sudden  and  so  momentous  a  parliamentary 
event  as  that  which  was  accomplished  by  Lord 
Dunkellin's  proposal.  Not  within  my  recollection, 
certainly,  has  a  man  so  suddenly  sprung  into 
parliamentary  importance  as  Lord  Dunkellin  •  did 
in  that  Session,  and  so  completely  faded  away  from 
political  notice  during  the  remainder  of  his  public 
career. 

Daniel  O'Connell,  M.P.,  is  the  name  belonging 
to  another  portrait  which  I  have  thought  it  well  to 
include  in  this  somewhat  peculiar  parliamentary 
group.  A  glance  at  the  portrait  will  possibly  for 
a  moment  puzzle  many  a  reader.  Daniel 
O'Connell,  M.P.  ! — the  ordinary  reader  knows 
perhaps  of  only  one  Daniel  O'Connell,  M.P.,  and 
his  fame  hardly  belongs  to  the  early  Sixties.  Then 
the  portrait  itself  would  not  recall  to  mind  any 
recollection  of  the  many  pictures,  statues,  and 
engravings  which  represent  the  great  Irish  Tribune. 
There  is  a  portrait  of  Daniel  O'Connell,  for 
instance,  in  the  Reform  Club  which  many  of  my 
readers  may  have  seen,  and  it  does  not  seem  quite 


A   Parliamentary   Group        167 

like  the  face  of  the  man  with  the  trim  moustache 
who  is  pictured  in  this  parliamentary  group.  But 
the  momentary  puzzle  will  soon  come  to  an  end. 
Those  who  read  these  pages  will  begin  to  remember 
that  Daniel  O'Connell  had  a  younger  son,  another 
Daniel,  who  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons  at  one 
time.  I  have  but  faint  recollections  of  the  great 
orator  and  agitator,  the  Liberator  as  he  was  called 
by  his  countrymen.  He  died  while  I  was  only 
in  my  seventeenth  year,  and  up  to  that  time  I 
had  never  seen  the  House  of  Commons.  I  saw 
O'Connell  but  once,  in  fact,  and  that  was  in  the 
closing  days  of  his  life.  He  attended  on  that 
occasion  a  gathering  held  at  one  of  the  schools 
of  my  native  city  Cork,  and  delivered  an  address. 
He  was  seated  in  an  armchair,  an  old,  outworn  man 
whose  voice  was  hardly  heard  through  the  greater 
part  of  the  hall,  and  this  is  my  only  personal 
recollection  of  the  orator  and  national  leader  whose 
magnificent  voice  could  reach  with  thrilling  effect 
to  the  farthest  extremity  of  some  vast  open-air 
meeting,  and  who  was  universally  regarded  as  one 
of  the  greatest  speakers  the  House  of  Commons 
had  listened  to  in  modern  times. 

But  Daniel  O'Connell  had  sons,  three  of  whom  had 
seats  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  the  Daniel 
O'Connell  whose  portrait  is  given  here  was  one  of 
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.  these.  I  met  him  during  the  Sixties,  and  in  later 
years  I  was  often  in  his  society,  and  was  counted,  I 
hope,  among  his  friends.  He  had  been  appointed 
British  Consul  at  various  foreign  ports,  and  towards 
the  close  of  his  life  he  held  some  civic  appointment 
under  the  Government — I  think  as  one  of  the 
Commissioners  of  Income  Tax.  He  then  lived  in 
London,  and  we  had  many  opportunities  for 
meeting.  He  was  a  very  interesting  man  to  talk 
with,  because  he  had  had  a  large  and  varied 
experience  of  life  and  of  travel,  and  he  had  a  pretty 
wit  of  his  own.  But  he  had  none  of  his  father's 
great  gifts,  and  he  took  but  little  interest  in  political 
affairs.  Of  the  three  sons  who  sat  in  Parliament, 
Maurice  was  the  ablest ;  John  remained  in  Parlia- 
ment for  a  considerable  time  but  without  making 
any  decided  mark  there,  and  will  probably  be  best 
remembered  by  his  countrymen  because  of  his 
compilation  of  his  father's  speeches  accompanied  by 
a  well-arranged  memoir.  The  name  of  the  younger 
Daniel  has  almost  entirely  ceased  to  be  even  a 
memory  in  the  House  of  Commons.  I  have 
included  his  portrait  in  this  volume,  believing  it 
may  have  an  interest  for  many  of  my  readers,  if 
only  as  a  link  with  a  thrilling  past  and  as  the 
shadow  of  a  great  name. 

I  must  add  to  this  group  of  members  one  whose 
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short  parliamentary  career  came  to  a  close  in  the 
early  Sixties,  and  whose  death  followed  not  long 
after.  This  was  Thomas  Chandler  Haliburton,  a 
Canadian  by  birth  and  bringing  up,  who  had  been 
called  to  the  bar  in  Canada,  made  a  successful 
career  there,  became  a  judge  of  the  Supreme 
Court,  and  then  settled  in  England  where  he 
died  and  was  buried.  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
that  the  name  of  Thomas  Chandler  Haliburton 
will  not  at  once  bring  to  the  minds  of  all  my 
readers  any  clear  idea  as  to  the  personality  of 
the  man  whose  picture  I  now  bring  under  their 
notice.  I  am  afraid  that  even  when  I  describe 
Haliburton  as  the  author  of  "  Sam  Slick "  some 
at  least  of  my  readers  will  not  at  once  remember 
who  Sam  Slick  was.  Sam  Slick  was  supposed 
to  be  a  Yankee  clock-maker,  who,  after  various 
experiences  and  adventures  in  his  own  country, 
obtained  promotion  to  the  rank  of  an  attache  to 
the  United  States  Minister  at  the  Court  of  St. 
James's,  and  who  gives  us  his  observations  upon 
English  life  and  his  experiences  of  English  society 
in  the  same  style  as  that  which  had  pictured  life  in 
his  own  land.  Sam  Slick  has  been  described  as 
a  sort  of  American  Sam  Weller,  and  it  is  not  too 
much  to  say  that  Haliburton's  Sam  might  fairly 
rank  for  drollery,  for  keen  observation,  and  for 
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genuine  humour,  with  the  Sam  who  was  the  creation 
of  Charles  Dickens.  "  Sam  Slick  "  was  at  one  time, 
and  for  a  long  time,  a  book  of  immense  popularity 
among  English  as  well  as  among  American  readers. 
I  greatly  fear  that  it  has  now  passed  out  of  the 
memory,  of  most  readers  in  this  country,  and  that 
to  declare  oneself  an  admirer  of  the  work  and  of 
its  hero  is  an  admission  that  one  has  left  one's  youth 
a  long  way  behind. 

I  can  remember  the  days  when  Sam  Slick  was 
as  well  known  in  England  as  Sam  Weller,  and 
when  his  sayings  and  doings,  his  odd  original 
humours,  and  his  vivid  pictures  of  eccentric  figures 
were  the  subject  of  frequent  allusions  and  quotations 
in  English  books  and  newspapers,  and  in  the 
conversation  of  all  who  had  a  genuine  relish  for 
fiction  of  the  comic  order.  There  was  much  in 
Sam  Slick  not  merely  comic,  he  had  many  touches 
of  deep  feeling  and  of  keen  pathos  which  we  do 
not  associate  with  the  peculiarities  of  Sam  Weller. 
Indeed,  one  of  the  defects  of  Sam  Slick  was  that 
he  too  often  indulged  in  serious  meditations  on  the 
graver  side  of  life,  and  even  preached  us  occasional 
sermons  when  we  should  all  have  preferred  his 
more  habitual  rattle  of  jokes  and  quaintly  satirical 
sayings.  Most  of  the  readers,  even  among  those 
who  felt  a  warm  admiration  for  the  Yankee  clock- 
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maker,  were  apt  to  skip  the  sermons  and  to  give 
their  whole  attention  to  the  comicalities.  It  is 
certain,  however,  that  the  book  was  a  great 
success  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  as  well  as  on 
the  other,  and  that  for  a  long  time  it  continued 
to  have  its  numberless  admirers.  Haliburton, 
although  he  won  his  fame  as  the  creator  of  an 
American  character,  was  at  heart  a  very  devoted 
subject  of  the  British  Crown,  and  was  delighted 
when  the  opportunity  came  which  allowed  him 
to  settle  in  England,  and  become  absorbed  in 
English  life.  When  he  succeeded  in  obtaining 
a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  British 
public  regarded  his  appearance  in  that  assembly 
with  the  keenest  interest  and  expectation.  Every- 
body was  eager  to  know  how  the  author  of  ''Sam 
Slick"  would  comport  himself,  and  whether  he  was 
likely  to  enliven  the  House  by  the  humours  and 
drolleries  which  had  made  him  such  a  favourite 
in  fiction.  I  am  afraid  there  was  a  certain  dis- 
appointment experienced  by  the  public  in  general 
when  Haliburton  turned  out  to  be  very  much  like 
an  ordinary  member  of  Parliament,  belonging  to 
the  somewhat  old-fashioned  school.  When  he  did 
speak  in  a  debate  he  addressed  himself  with  unmiti- 
gated gravity  to  an  argument  on  the  subject  under 
discussion.  He  spoke  but  seldom  and  he  might, 
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but  for  his  accent,  have  been  an  ordinary  British 
representative  from  one  of  the  Conservative 
counties  and  might  never  have  had  anything 
to  do  with  the  Yankee  clock-making  trade. 

My  first  opportunity  of  hearing  Haliburton  was 
not  in  the  House  of  Commons,  but  at  a  dinner 
given  on  the  occasion  of  some  great  agricultural 
celebration  in  Killarney,  within  sight  of  those 
lakes  which  can  challenge  comparison  with 
Windermere  and  Grasmere,  with  Geneva  and 
Lucerne,  with  Como  and  Maggiore,  with  Lake 
George  and  Lake  Champlain.  In  the  speech 
he  delivered  on  that  occasion  Haliburton 
indulged  in  his  humorous  style,  and  described 
himself  as  coming  from  Pumpkinton  county,  Ohio, 
a  place  famed  for  its  "gals,  geese,  and  onions." 
I  heard  him  afterwards  in  the  House  of  Commons 
and  my  memory  especially  goes  back  to  a  debate 
he  took  part  In,  and  in  which  he  was  made  the 
victim  of  a  rather  happy  stroke  of  satire  by  no 
less  a  person  than  William  Ewart  Gladstone. 
Haliburton  had  been  expressing  his  views  on 
some  subject  then  before  the  House — the  subject, 
I  must  admit  has  wholly  passed  out  of  my  memory 
— and  he  was  severely  condemning  in  solemn 
and  almost  funereal  tone,  the  manner  in  which 
the  members  of  the  Liberal  Government  had 
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endeavoured  to  throw  ridicule  on  their  opponents. 
Gladstone  was  a  leading  member  of  the  Adminis- 
tration, and  it  became  part  of  his  duty  to  sum 
up  the  case  on  behalf  of  the  Ministry.  In  the 
course  of  his  remarks  he  made  allusion  to  Hali- 
burton's  speech,  and  declared  that  nothing  in  all 
his  parliamentary  experience  had  given  him  greater 
surprise  than  to  hear  the  author  of  "  Sam  Slick  " 
object  to  the  use  of  ridicule.  The  retort  was 
fairly  invited  and  was  very  happy.  Even  Hali- 
burton's  political  associates  were  rather  pleased 
with  it,  because  they  too  could  not  help  feeling 
a  certain  sense  of  disappointment  when  the  author 
of  "  Sam  Slick"  refused  to  give  the  House  some 
taste  of  his  genuine  quality. 

I  do  not  now  remember  whether  Haliburton 
ever  made  a  really  humorous  speech  in  the 
House,  but  I  am  quite  sure  that  if  he  did  I  had 
not  the  good  fortune  to  hear  it.  After  the  first 
sensation  of  interest  and  curiosity  caused  by  his 
introduction  to  the  House  had  passed  away,  'the 
parliamentary  career  of  Haliburton  remained 
entirely  undistinguished.  His  career  could  hardly 
be  called  a  failure,  because  he  made  no  effort  at 
success;  but  I  always  thought  that  there  must 
have  been  some  lack  of  nervous  energy,  some 
curious  morbid  shyness  in  Haliburton's  tempera- 
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ment,  which  kept  him  from  trying  to  find  any  field 
in  parliamentary  debate  for  the  wonderful  qualities 
of  shrewdness,  keen  observation,  original  humour, 
and  high  moral  purpose  which  characterised  all 
his  best  writings.  Haliburton's  figure  is  not  the 
least  remarkable  in  that  parliamentary  group  whose 
pictures  belong  to  this  chapter. 


CHAPTER  X 

ANOTHER    PARLIAMENTARY    GROUP 

MANY  of  the  portraits  around  which,  if  I 
may  so  express  myself,  this  volume  is  con- 
structed bring  back  to  my  mind  figures  which, 
although  not  coming  under  even  the  shadow  of 
a  great  name,  may  recall  distinct  and  interesting 
memories  to  readers  of  the  present  generation. 
The  men  with  whom  I  dealt  in  the  last  chapter 
had  each  of  them  a  distinct  career  or  purpose  of 
his  own,  and  they  may  be  regarded  as  in  a  certain 
sense  historical  personages.  But  there  were 
others  associated  with  the  Parliament  and  especially 
with  the  House  of  Commons  of  those  far-off 
times  who  made  a  distinct  impression  on  the 
attention  of  every  one  familiar  with  that  House, 
although  none  of  those  I  am  about  to  mention 
in  this  chapter  had  made  any  mark  upon  public 
life  by  his  eloquence,  by  his  political  influence,  or 
even  by  his  fanaticism  or  eccentricity.  One  man 
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indeed  with  whose  portrait  this  chapter  is 
illustrated  was  not  even  a  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  never,  so  far  as  I  have  heard, 
showed  or  felt  the  slightest  desire  to  become  the 
representative  of  any  constituency.  Yet  this  man 
had  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons  for  many 
years — a  seat  frorn  which  he  could  not  have  been 
ejected  by  the  vote  of  any  political  majority. 
Even  the  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons 
has  to  be  elected  to  a  place  in  that  House  by  the 
vote  of  a  majority  of  his  constituents,  and  if  at 
any  General  Election  he  should  fail  to  obtain 
that  majority  or  a  majority  in  another  con- 
stituency, his  place  in  the  Speaker's  chair  is  vacant 
and  some  duly  elected  member  of  the  House  must 
be  chosen  to  fill  it.  But  the  man  about  whom 
I  am  going  to  speak  did  not  owe  his  seat  in  the 
House  to  the  favour  of  any  constituency,  and  could 
not  have  been  displaced  from  it  by  the  verdict  of 
any  number  of  successive  General  Elections.  For 
this  fortunate  man  was  the  Serjeant-at-Arms. 

The  portrait  of  Captain  Gosset  will  bring  back 
many  pleasant  and  kindly  memories  to  those 
whose  recollections  extend,  as  mine  do,  back  to 
the  parliamentary  life  of  a  past  generation. 
Captain  Ralph  A.  Gosset  held  for  many  years 
the  office  of  Serjeant-at-Arms  in  the  House  of 
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Commons.     Now,    as  most    of  my   readers    know, 

the      Serjeant  -  at  -  Arms      is     a     very     important 

functionary.      He  wears   a   court  suit,    is  girt  with 

a   sword,   and    his    duty  is    to    carry    out,   and,    if 

necessary,    to    enforce    all    the    directions    of    the 

Speaker    for    the    maintenance    of   order    in    the 

House.      He  sits  in  a  little  chair,  or  box,  or  throne 

of  his  own,  near  the  entrance  to  the  House  from 

the    members'    lobby,    at    the    right    side    of    the 

Chamber  as    you   advance    towards   the   Speaker's 

chair.      He  sits  quite  close  to  the  benches   of  the 

nembers  on  that  side  of  the  House,  and  he  faces 

VI r.  Speaker.      He  has  a  Deputy  Serjeant-at-Arms 

,nd   an    Assistant    Serjeant-at-Arms,    who    relieve 

iim    of    his   duties    during    a   great    part    of    each 

itting,  and,   indeed,   if  he  had  not  such   relief  his 

Ie^ would    be  sadly  monotonous  during  his  hours 

if  official    attendance.      The    Serjeant-at-Arms    is 

lot  allowed  to  beguile  the  time  by  reading  a  book 

>r  a  newspaper.     No  man  may  read  a  newspaper 

within  the  House  of  Commons.      I  remember  that 

n    one    of    Thackeray's    novels    the   great   author 

makes  some  passing  reference  to  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

.nd    describes    the    statesman    as    rising    from    his 

:>lace  on   the   Treasury   bench,    and  proceeding   to 

read  certain   passages   from   a  copy   of  the    Times 

which  he  holds  in  his  hands  and  concerning  which 

13 
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he  proposes  to  offer  some  observations.  It  is 
strange  that  so  observant  a  man  as  Thackeray, 
who  might  have  been  expected  to  know  all 
about  the  ways  of  that  House  in  which  at  one 
time  he  strove  to  obtain  a  seat,  should  have 
made  such  a  mistake.  No  member  can  rise  in 
the  House  and  read  extracts  from  a  newspaper. 
If  there  are  any  passages  in  a  journal  on 
which  he  desires  to  comment  he  must  have 
them  copied  out  from  the  newspaper,  and  he 
will  then  be  in  order  if  he  reads  from  the  copy, 
but  he  must  on  no  account  presume  to  take  the 
newspaper  itself  in  his  hand  and  read  from  its 
columns.  Such  at  least  were  the  strict  rules  of 
order  up  till  the  time  when  I  resigned  my  seat 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  as  that  was  only 
at  the  last  General  Election  I  do  not  suppose 
any  change  in  this  old-time  rule  has  since  been 
made. 

All  this,  however,  is  merely  a  digression  into 
which  I  was  led  in  explaining  the  fact  that  the 
Serjeant-at-Arms  is  not  allowed  to  amuse  himself 
by  reading  a  newspaper  while  he  occupies  his 
official  seat.  The  Speaker  himself  is  restricted 
in  a  like  way,  and  he  too  is  not  permitted  to ' 
beguile  a  dull  hour  by  reading  from  a  book 
or  a  newspaper  while  he  occupies  his  throne  of 
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office.  But  then  there  is  a  difference.  The 
Speaker  is  the  guardian  of  order  in  the  House. 
No  matter  how  dull,  tame,  and  prosy  a  debate 
may  be,  the  Speaker  can  never  feel  certain  that 
at  any  moment  something  may  not  be  said  or 
done  which  would  constitute  a  breach  of  order  and 
call  for  his  prompt  and  peremptory  interference. 
Therefore  he  has  to  keep  his  attention  as  closely 
fixed  as  he  can  upon  the  speeches  of  right  honour- 
able and  honourable  members,  and  he  probably 
has  the  well-founded  conviction  that  the  moment 
he  allowed  his  attention  to  wander  some  enroach- 
ment  on  the  rules  of  order  would  be  certain  to 
occur. 

But  the  Serjeant-at-Arms  has  no  such  strain, 
imposed  on  his  intellectual  faculties.  His  duty  is 
merely  to  see  that  the  commands  of  the  Speaker 
are  promptly  and  effectively  carried  out,  and  that 
the  well-known  and  long-established  regulations 
of  the  House  are  not  infringed  upon  by  careless 
members  or  ignorant  or  obtrusive  strangers.  If,  for 
instance,  a  member  were  to  begin  reading  a  news- 
paper or  writing  a  letter  while  occupying  his  seat  in 
the  House,  the  Serjeant-at-Arms  would  promptly 
and  of  his  own  motion  inform  the  erring  member 
that  he  was  committing  a  breach  of  order.  If  a 
stranger  were  to  walk  in  from  the  lobby  and 
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attempt  to  take  a  seat  on  one  of  the  benches  of 
the  debating  chamber  where  only  members  sit, 
the  Serjeant-at-Arms  would  not  have  to  wait  for 
any  direction  from  the  Speaker,  but  would  at  once 
conduct  the  intruding  personage  back  to  the  lobby 
again.  But  in  the  ordinary  course  of  things 
while  a  debate  is  going  on  the  Serjeant-at-Arms 
has  no  particular  motive  for  fastening  his  attention 
on  the  speeches  which  are  delivered.  That  is  the 
business  of  the  Speaker,  and  the  thoughts  of  the 
Serjeant-at-Arms  are  free  to  wander  whither  they 
will.  I  remember  being  greatly  amused  once 
while  Captain  Cosset  himself  was  endeavouring 
to  impress  on  some  of  us  in  a  private  conversation 
•that  the  lot  of  the  Serjeant-at-Arms  was  even 
harder  during  a  long  and  dull  debate  than  that 
which  official  duties  imposed  on  Mr.  Speaker. 
Captain  Cosset  contended  that  if  you  have  to 
keep  your  attention  fixed  on  what  is  said  during- 
even  the  dullest  debate  you  must  be  inspired  with 
a  certain  kind  of  interest  in  what  is  said,  and 
that  this  in  itself  helps  to  make  the  time  pass 
more  quickly  than  if  you  have  to  sit  out  the  whole 
performance  but  are  not  compelled  to  listen.  I 
commend  the  question  as  one  well  worthy  the  ! 
attention  of  those  who  make  the  operations  of 
the  human  mind  a  subject  of  habitual  study. 
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I  must  now  return  to  my  portrait  and  its  subject. 
Captain  Gosset  was  one  of  the  most  good- 
humoured  and  genial  of  men.  He  was  on  the 
most  friendly  terms  with  every  member  of  the 
House.  But  no  doubt  he  had  his  preferences  and 
his  feelings  of  companionship  like  most  other  mortals, 
and  these  he  was  enabled  to  manifest  in  a  very 
satisfactory  way  without  the  slightest  sacrifice  of 
that  official  impartiality  which  was  one  of  the  duties 
of  his  position.  He  had  private  rooms  within  the 
precincts  of  the  House,  and  one  of  these  rooms 
he  used  as  a  place  of  social  reception  for  members 
whose  company  he  found  congenial.  There, 
while  he  was  off  duty,  he  used  to  have  pleasant 
gatherings  of  his  friends  during  the  evening  hours.- 
and  much  delightful  talk  and  gossip  and  cheery 
criticism  used  to  go  on.  It  was  a  privilege 
and  a  pleasure  to  be  invited  to  join  in  some  of 
these  friendly  gatherings  in  the  Serjeant's  room. 
Men  of  all  political  parties  met  and  talked  there 
in  the  friendliest  fashion,  and  it  often  happened 
that  two  members  who  had  been  denouncing  each 
other  and  each  other's  party  and  each  other's 
politics  an  hour  or  two  before  during  a  debate 
in  the  House,  met  in  the  most  companionable 
terms  in  the  Serjeant's  room,  smoked  their  cigars, 
refreshed  themselves  with  his  liquids  and  chaffed 
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each  other  about  their  recent  performances  on  the 
parliamentary  field. 

One  of  the  portraits  in  this  chapter  is  that  of 
Sir  Patrick  O'Brien,  an  Irish  member  who  was 
often  to  be  met  with  in  Gosset's  social  gatherings. 
The  present  generation,  I  am  afraid,  has  for- 
gotten all  about  Sir  Patrick  O'Brien,  but  he  was 
a  man  of  note  in  his  day  among  all  who  took  any 
interest  in  the  sayings  and  doings  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  I  have  seldom  met  a  man  who  had 
in  him  a  better  capacity  for  success  in  political 
life,  and  who  turned  his  abilities  and  his  oppor- 
tunities to  less  permanent  account.  He  was  a 
man  of  humour  and  of  wit,  had  an  original  way 
of  looking  at  things,  could  make  a  rattling  speech 
in  debate,  and  could  say  something  fresh  and 
telling  even  on  the  most  out-worn  subject.  The 
House  has  always  some  one  or  two  odd 
humorists  at  least  who  can  put  life  into  the 
dullest  debate,  and  whose  rising  commands 
immediate  attention  because  every  one  knows 
that  something  is  about  to  be  said  which  will  be 
original  in  its  way  and  is  sure  to  amuse  the 
listeners.  Such  a  man,  for  instance,  was  Bernal 
Osborne  ;  such  a  man,  although  perhaps  not  quite 
with  equal  gifts,  was  Patrick  O'Brien  ;  and  I  could 
mention  one  or  two  men  of  the  same  order  in 
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the  present  House  of  Commons  but  that  these 
latest  specimens  would  hardly  have  an  appro- 
priate place  in  my  collection  of  portraitures  from 
the  past.  Everybody  liked  to  meet  Sir  Patrick 
O'Brien  because  he  was  sure  to  say  something- 
peculiar  and  amusing,  and  when  there  was  no 
question  of  an  interchange  of  mere  drolleries  he 
could  make  himself  interesting  in  any  conversa- 
tion about  politics  or  literature  or  conspicuous 
figures  in  the  living  world.  Such  a  man  was 
sure  to  be  welcomed  among  those  who  frequented 
Captain  Gosset's  room  where  political  opinions 
counted  for  nothing,  and,  indeed,  Sir  Patrick 
O'Brien's  political  opinions  were  not  of  a  sharply 
defined  order.  Sir  Patrick  was  understood  to 
accept  in  general  the  political  creed  of  the 
majority  of  his  countrymen.  But  it  was  not 
quite  easy  to  know  where  to  have  him  even  on 
Irish  questions,  and  he  certainly  would  not  have 
been  regarded  as  an  advanced  Irish  Nationalist 
of  that  order  which  was  called  into  existence  by 
Charles  Stewart  Parnell.  I  have  many  pleasant 
memories  of  him,  but  I  am  not  concerned  with 
any  criticism  here  of  his  political  career. 

I  remember  a  story  which  Captain  Gosset  once 
told  about  another  Irish  member  belonging  to  the 
past  whose  name  it  is  not  necessary  to  set  down. 
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This  unnamed  Irish  member  was  often  in  Gosset's 
room  and  spent  as  much  time  there  as  he  could. 
His  convivial  habits  belonged  to  a  still  earlier 
time,  and  his  friends  regretted  the  fact  all  the 
more  because  he  was  known  to  have  a  loving 
and  devoted  wife  admired  by  every  one  who 
knew  her.  Captain  Gosset  was  once  giving  some 
kindly  advice  to  this  member,  and  was  urging 
him  to  keep  earlier  hours  and  not  to  sit  in  the 
smoking-room  of  the  House,  as  might  have  been 
done  in  those  days  for  an  indefinite  time  after 
the  Speaker  had  announced  the  close  of  the 
sitting.  My  countryman  listened  to  the  advice 
with  perfect  patience  and  then  said,  "  Look  here, 
Gosset,  I  tell  you  that  if  you  had  a  wife  who 
always  sat  up  for  you  to  give  you  a  dismal 
lecture,  you  wouldn't  be  in  quite  such  a  con- 
founded hurry  to  get  home." 

Another  of  Captain  Gosset's  stories  concerned 
an  English  member  whose  name  I  also  omit  to 
record.  An  all-night  sitting  was  expected — this 
was  in  the  earliest  times  of  the  all-night  sittings 
— and  as  it  was  already  very  late  the  honourable 
member  had,  contrary  to  the  regulations  of  the 
House,  found  a  comfortable  armchair  in  the 
library  for  the  reception  of  his  wife,  who  had 
been  sitting  in  the  Ladies'  Gallery  until  all  the 
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other  ladies  had  left  the  gallery  and  gone  to  their 
homes.  The  debate,  however,  broke  down  for 
some  reason  or  other,  and  the  Speaker  proclaimed 
the  adjournment  of  the  House.  In  the  excite- 
ment caused  by  the  sudden  close  of  the  debate 
the  English  member  forgot  all  about  his  wife,  and 
straightway  drove  home.  He  let  himself  in  with 
his  latchkey,  and  he  always  had  a  bedroom 
arranged  for  himself  on  the  ground  floor  in  order 
that  after  a  late  sitting  of  the  House  he  might 
avoid  disturbing  his  wife  and  his  family  by  his 
return  to  his  home  at  break  of  day.  This 
considerate  arrangement  proved  unsatisfactory  on 
the  occasion  I  am  describing.  The  honourable 
member  went  to  bed  and  fell  fast  asleep.  A  little 
later  some  of  the  attendants  in  the  House  of 
Commons  found  the  poor  lady  seated  in  her  arm- 
chair in  the  library  and  fast  asleep  also.  I  do 
not  care  to  speculate  as  to  the  scene  which  may 
have  taken  place  when  the  lady  and  her  husband 
met  for  the  first  time  in  their  home  on  that 
memorable  morning. 

I  pass  from  these  memories  pleasant  and  yet 
melancholy  of  Captain  Gosset  and  his  semi- 
official gatherings  to  say  a  few  words  about  my 
old  friend  Thomas  Bayley  Potter,  who  was  in  his 
times  one  of  the  best  known  members  of  the 
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House  of  Commons.  Thomas  Bayley  Potter  was 
a  man  of  influence  in  his  way  and  was  absolutely 
devoted  to  the  cause  of  advanced  Liberalism 
represented  by  Bright  and  Cobden.  He  was  also 
a  man  of  means,  and  he  lent  effective  help  to  the 
maintenance  of  Liberal  organisations  and  Liberal 
movements  in  his  part  of  the  country,  Lancashire, 
and  indeed  wherever  his  help  was  needed  and 
could  fairly  be  claimed.  He  was  absolutely  one 
of  the  most  unselfish  men  I  ever  knew.  He  was 
rigidly  attentive  to  his  duties  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  the  Whips  of  the  Liberal  Party 
could  always  count  on  his  presence  at  any 
division,  no  matter  how  other  men  might  feel 
self-excused  for  their  occasional  absence.  He  was 
not  a  devoted  Ministerialist  when  the  Liberals 
were  in  power,  and  would  oppose  a  measure  intro- 
duced by  a  Liberal  Government  if  it  seemed  to  him 
to  run  counter,  in  any,  even  of  its  minor  provisions, 
to  the  true  principles  of  the  Liberal  cause.  He 
had  absolutely  nothing  to  get  so  far  as  I  can  see 
by  his  steadfast  attention  to  his  parliamentary 
duties.  He  was  not  an  effective  speaker,  and  he 
was  quite  aware  of  his  want  of  eloquence  and 
hardly  ever  obtruded  himself  on  the  attention 
of  the  House.  He  had  absolutely  no  ambition. 
He  had  not  the  slightest  desire  or  inclination  to 
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obtain  a  place  in  any  administration  and  was 
never  inspired  by  the  faintest  wish  to  make  his 
way  in  what  is  called  society.  Cobden  and 
Bright  were  his  life's  leaders,  and  so  long  as  he 
could  help  to  forward  the  principles  which  they 
represented  he  had  no  further  ambition  to  gratify 
in  parliamentary  and  public  life. 

During  many  periods  when  the  Liberal  Party 
was  occupying  the  benches  of  Opposition  I  used 
to  sit  near  to  Potter — "Tom  Potter"  as  he  was 
commonly  called — and  had  many  long  talks  with 
him.  I  used  to  meet  him  at  public  gatherings  and 
at  the  dinners  of  the  Cobden  Club,  which  he  had 
helped  to -found.  His  nature  was  curiously  blended 
of  plain  common  sense  and  an  almost  romantic 
enthusiasm.  Now,  it  must  be  allowed  that  we  do 
not  often  meet  with  such  an  admixture  in  one 
man,  for  your  enthusiast  is  seldom  found  to  have 
in  his  temperament  a  basis  of  what  is  called 
common  sense,  and  your  man  of  practical  common 
sense  is  rarely  touched  with  the  divine  fire  of 
enthusiasm.  But  in  Tom  Potter's  case  I  could 
never  quite  decide  for  myself  which  quality  held 
the  more  controlling  place.  One  might  talk  to 
Potter  again  and  again  on  the  ordinary  topics  of 
the  day,  and  never  draw  from  him  a  sentence 
which  spoke  the  possession  of  anything  beyond 
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the  most  practical  and  prosaic  common  sense. 
But  when  you  came  to  converse  with  him  on 
some  of  the  great  public  questions  which  occupied 
so  much  of  his  life,  you  could  not  help  seeing 
that  he  was  inspired  by  an  almost  uncalculating 
enthusiasm  for  the  cause  he  believed  to  be 
right.  His  physical  conformation,  solid,  broad, 
and  square-built,  seemed  the  very  impersonation 
of  prose,  and  I  do  not  know  whether  he  ever 
read  a  poem  or  a  romance  in  his  life,  and  yet 
his  absolutely  unselfish  devotion  to  his  leaders  and 
their  cause  had  in  it  something  that  was  essentially 
poetic. 

It  could  hardly  be  said  that  Tom  Potter  was 
very  popular  in  the  House  of  Commons,  for  he  had 
not  the  attractions  of  manner,  of  talk,  or  of  mind 
which  win  popularity  in  such  an  assembly.  But  the 
House  in  general  liked  him,  and  while  some  of  his 
own  party  seldom  spoke  of  him  without  an  half- 
amused,  half-compassionate  smile,  yet  all  who  knew 
him  well,  no  matter  what  their  political  opinions 
might  be,  gave  him  full  credit  for  his  steadfast  and 
disinterested  course  of  life.  Potter  was  endowed 
with  a  genuine  gift  of  admiration,  arfd  although  he 
could  not  well  be  described  as  a  man  of  intellect, 
he  had  a  singular  faculty  for  the  discernment  of 
noble  qualities  in  others  wherever  these  existed. 
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Strong,  definite,  and  unalterable  as  were  his 
political  opinions,  he  had  an  instinct  for  recog- 
nising the  higher  qualities  even  of  those  whose 
political  views  were  most  odious  to  him,  and  the 
worst  fault  a  man  could  have  in  his  eyes  was  a  lack 
of  sincere  attachment  to  the  principles  he  professed 
and  proclaimed.  Insincerity  and  self-seeking  were 
the  defects  Tom  Potter  could  not  tolerate, 
and  where  he  believed  these  to  exist  no  gifts  of 
eloquence,  no  success  in  statesmanship,  could 
extort  any  praise  from  him.  There  was  much  of 
the  heroic  in  the  spirit  which  animated  that 
most  unwieldy  figure. 

James  White  was  a  sturdy  Radical — one  of  the 
sturdiest  Radicals  in  those  days  when  Radicalism 
had  more  to  do  with  the  unmaking  than  with 
the  making  of  administrations.  He  was  not  by 
any  means  so  completely  devoid  of  personal 
ambition  as  Thomas  Potter,  and  he  had  to  all 
appearance  a  fair  estimate  of  his  own  capacity  for 
debate.  He  spoke  often,  and  he  sometimes  spoke 
well — just  well  enough  to  provoke  criticism,  but  not 
nearly  well  enough  to  disarm  it.  He  was  a  very 
tall  man  with  rather  an  imposing  presence  and 
something  self-asserting  in  his  demeanour  which 
made  some  of  his  political  opponents  anxious  to 
depreciate  his  efforts  at  success  in  debate.  He  had 
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a  way  of  sitting  on  one  of  the  front  benches  below 
the  gangway  with  his  head  resting  on  the  back  of 
the  bench  and  his  .long  legs  stretched  out  to  their 
full  extent  in  front  of  him,  and  half  across  the  floor 
of  the  House.  Some  reckless  political  enemy  it 
must  have  been  no  doubt  who,  writing  in  a 
newspaper,  once  described  his  habitual  attitude  by 
quoting  certain  words  from  Milton,  telling  how 
"stretched  out  huge  in  length"  a  certain  very 
objectionable  being  lay.  Disraeli  once  got  off  a 
joke  against  Mr.  White  which  stuck  to  his  victim 
for  a  long  time.  White  had  been  making  a  speech 
into  which  he  introduced  several  allusions  to  the 
late  Mr.  Sheridan.  The  speech  was  somewhat 
ponderous  and  uninteresting,  and  perhaps  Dis- 
raeli's sense  of  the  ridiculous  was  aroused  by  the 
formal  manner  in  which  the  great  orator  and  wit  of 
an  earlier  day  was  always  described  as  "the  late 
Mr.  Sheridan."  Disraeli  had  to  make  a  speech 
during  the  course  of  the  debate,  and  he  found 
occasion  to  refer  to  the  speech  of  James  White, 
whom  he  described  as  "the  successor  to  the  late 
Mr.  Sheridan  in  this  House."  This  was  not 
perhaps  a  great  stroke  of  wit  in  itself,  but  it  told 
immensely  on  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
contrast  presented  to  every  mind  between  the  late 
Mr.  Sheridan  and  his  newly-created  successor 
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brought  out  Homeric  laughter  from  all  parts  of  the 
House,  and  for  some  time  after  James  White  was 
constantly  referred  to  inside  and  outside  West- 
minster Palace  as  the  successor  to  the  late  Mr. 
Sheridan. 

The  portrait  of  Edward  Knatchbull-Hugessen 
brings  to  my  mind  many  recollections,  and  suggests 
what  might  seem  to  be  a  paradoxical  reflection. 
Knatchbull-Hugessen  the  politican  is,  I  fear,  all  but 
forgotten  by  the  younger  generation,  but  on  the 
other  hand  Knatchbull-Hugessen  the  literary  man 
has  passed  from  the  memory  of  the  elders  in 
general,  and  is  only  known  to  their  children  or 
grandchildren.  For  Knatchbull-Hugessen  was  a 
writer  of  stories  for  the  young,  and  wrote  indeed 
some  of  the  most  delightful  tales  for  children 
published  in  the  England  of  Queen  Victoria's  reign. 
He  wrote  "  Stories  for  my  Children,"  "  Crackers 
for  Christmas,"  "  Moonshine  Tales,"  "  Whispers 
from  Fairyland,"  "  Puss-Cat-Mew,"  and  numbers  of 
other  stories  and  sketches  which  were  the  delight  of 
young  people  who  had  long  emerged  from  the 
nursery.  I  remember  Knatchbull-Hugessen  very 
well  in  the  House  of  Commons,  where  he  became 
Under-Secretary  for  the  Home  Department  and 
afterwards  Under-Secretary  for  the  Colonies  in  a 
Liberal  administration.  He  was  not,  however,  what 
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would  at  any  time  have  been  called  a  very  robust 
Liberal,  and  I  believe  that  after  he  had  been  raised 
to  the  peerage  as  Lord  Bray  bourne  he  settled  down 
into  quiet  Conservatism.  He  never  made  any 
impression  on  the  House  of  Commons,  although 
when  he  had  occasion  to  speak  he  always  spoke 
clearly  and  to  the  purpose.  To  look  at  him  there 
he  seemed  about  the  least  likely  man  in  the  world 
to  be  capable  of  writing  stories  which  could  amuse 
the  young  folks,  for  he  always  wore  an  aspect  of 
intense  and  even  dismal  gravity  and  gave  the  idea 
of  one  who  had  been  sentenced  to  imprisonment  in 
the  House  for  some  offence  of  which  he  was  not 
guilty.  On  the  other  hand  one  who  read  his  stories 
for  children,  and  knew  nothing  of  the  author's 
personal  career,  would  never  have  dreamed  of  asso- 
ciating such  bright  and  lively  wrriting  with  the  grim- 
looking  personage  who  seemed  to  put  in  an  un- 
willing appearance  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

We  have  grown  of  late  somewhat  accustomed,  at 
least  in  literature,  to  these  living  contrasts  in  one 
frame.  We  have  even  come  to  assume  almost  as 
a  matter  of  course  that  the  maker  of  perpetual  jokes 
is  a  gloomy  pessimist  at  heart,  that  the  professional 
mute  at  the  funeral  is  the  merriest  of  creatures  when 
he  is  out  of  business  hours  and  so  forth.  I  remem- 
ber once  hearing  two  young  men  discussing  some 
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great  question  of  world  philosophy  after  a  pleasant 
dinner-party.  One  was  dark-haired  with  sallow 
complexion  and  an  aspect  of  intense  melancholy. 
The  other  was  fair-haired  with  fair  skin,  bright 
eyes,  and  a  smiling  countenance.  The  company 
was  much  taken  by  two  sentences  which  came 
from  the  lips  of  the  disputants.  "  You  see,"  the 
fair-headed  beaming  youth  observed,  "  I  am  a 
thorough  pessimist."  "  And  I,"  his  gloomy 
comrade  replied,  with  brows  growing  darker  than 
ever,  "am  in  all  things  a  thorough  optimist."  The 
humorous  incongruity  brought  sudden  laughter 
from  all  the  listeners  and  the  dispute  came  to 
an  end.  I  have  always  thought  that  Knatch- 
bull-Hugessen  the  parliamentary  politician  and 
Knatchbull-Hugessen  the  writer  of  stones  for  the 
young  formed  as  effective  an  illustration  of  this 
living  paradox  as  ever  came  within  the  range  of 
my  observation. 

There  seems  something  peculiarly  appropriate  to 
the  time  when  my  present  chapter  comes  to  be 
written  in  the  portrait  of  the  Right  Honourable 
William  Francis  Cowper.  Mr.  Cowper  was  better 
known  to  later  years  as  Mr.  Cowper-Temple, 
having  been  allowed  to  assume  the  family  name  of 
Lord  Palmerston  after  the  death  of  that  statesman, 
who  had  become  the  second  husband  of  Mr. 
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Cowper's  widowed  mother.  The  appropriateness 
of  which  I  have  just  spoken  would  require  some 
words  of  explanation  for  the  ordinary  reader  of  the 
present  day.  During  the  winter  in  which  I  have 
got  thus  far  with  my  volume  the  whole  time  or 
very  nearly  the  whole  time  of  the  parliamentary 
Session  is  occupied  in  debases  on  the  Education 
Bill.  Every  day's  papers  contain  long  reports  of 
these  discussions,  and  leading  articles  of  considerable 
length  for  or  against  this  or  that  particular  clause  in 
the  Bill.  It  may  be  of  interest  at  such  a  time  to 
point  out  that  much  of  the  discussion  turns  on  the 
question  whether  the  Government  ought  or  ought 
not  to  stand  by  the  terms  of  what  was  called  the 
Cowper-Temple  amendment  to  the  Education 
measure  introduced  by  Mr.  W.  E.  Forster.  I 
can  assure  my  readers  that  I  have  no  intention  to 
discuss  in  these  pages  either  the  Education  measure 
of  1870  or  that  of  1902,  and  only  make  this  brief 
reference  to  the  two  measures  with  the  selfish 
object  of  giving  my  portrait  of  Mr.  Cowper-Temple 
an  additional  touch  of  living  interest  by  its  associa- 
tion with  an  important  event  in  our  past  history 
which  is  making  its  mark  on  the  events  of  the 
present  day. 

.    I  remember  seeing  and  hearing  Cowper-Temple 
many  times  in  the  House  of  Commons  before  he 
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had  received  that  addition  to  his  name  by  which 
he  is  best  remembered  now,  and  I  cannot  say  that 
he  impressed  the  House  as  a  brilliant  debater. 
He  held  office  in  several  administrations.  I 
remember  him  best  as  First  Commissioner  of 
Public  Works.  In  this  capacity  he  distinguished 
himself  on  one  occasion  and  outside  the  House 
of  Commons  more  than  he  ever  had  done  by  any 
of  his  speeches  within  the  House.  He  had  intro- 
duced some  measure  for  the  limitation  or  regulation 
of  the  right  to  hold  public  meetings  in  Hyde  Park. 
There  was  a  great  deal  of  alarm  felt  in  those  days 
as  to  the  possible  consequences  which  might  arise 
to  the  cause  of  law  and  order,  Crown  and  Consti- 
tution, if  Radicals  and  Freethinkers  and  such-like 
disorderly  persons  were  to  be  allowed  the  full 
liberty  of  holding  their  meetings  and  expounding 
their  doctrines  at  any  time  they  thought  fit,  and  to 
any  numbers  they  could  gather  around  them  in  the 
great  metropolitan  park.  I  do  not  remember  the 
exact  nature  of  the  limitations  or  regulations  which 
Cowper-Temple  proposed  to  introduce,  but  I 
believe  that '  they  were  in  themselves  reasonable 
and  not  illiberal.  Much  indignation,  however,  was 
aroused  by  Cowper-Temple's  measure  among  the 
classes  who  usually  got  up  and  attended  the 
meetings,  and  an  extravagant  notion  was  formed 
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as  to  the  limitations  which  the  author  of  the 
measure  intended  to  introduce.  Cowper-Temple 
acted  promptly  in  a  manner  which  amazed  some 
of  his  graver  colleagues,  but  which  roused  much 
admiration  in  many  minds,  and  I  am  free  to  say  in 
my  own,  by  its  spirit  and  its  pluck.  He  attended 
a  meeting  called  in  Hyde  Park  to  denounce  his 
measure ;  he  mounted  one  of  the  platforms  and 
boldly  delivered  a  speech  in  its  defence  ;  he  insisted 
on  arguing  that  it  interfered  with  no  genuine  public 
right,  and  he  succeeded  in  winning  not  only  the 
attention  but  the  confidence  and  applause  of  most 
of  those  to  whom  he  addressed  his  courageous 
words.  I  had  never  before  thought  of  Cowper- 
Temple  as  the  possible  orator  of  a  platform  in 
Hyde  Park.  He  had  always  seemed  to  me  an 
entirely  formal,  methodical,  and  somewhat  self- 
centred  sort  of  person,  and  I  must  confess  that  my 
estimate  of  him  was  greatly  changed  by  his  remark- 
able open-air  performance.  Such  a  performance 
was  certainly  not  quite  in  keeping  with  official  rules 
and  Ministerial  etiquette  ;  but  I  could  not  help 
thinking  at  the  time  that  it  was  exactly  the  sort  of 
enterprise  which  Lord  Palmerston  would  in  his 
heart  have  highly  approved,  and  would  have  liked, 
if  he  might,  to  commend  in  public.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  Cowper-Temple's  unofficial  exploit  did 
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much  to  abate  the  hostility  which  the  promoters 
of  Hyde  Park  meetings  were  stirring  up  against 
the  new  methods  of  regulation.  With  that  odd 
incident  the  name  of  Cowper-Temple  is  associated 
in  my  memory. 

Gathorne- Hardy  was,  in  the  early  Sixties,  one  of 
the  most  conspicuous  men  on  the  Conservative  side 
of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  was  educated  at 
Shrewsbury  and  at  Oxford,  won  some  distinc- 
tion at  Oriel,  and  entered  Parliament  for  the 
first  time  in  1856.  He  rose  rapidly  in  the  House 
of  Commons  and  was  almost  from  the  very  first 
recognised  as  an  influence  in  his  party.  At  that 
time  the  Conservatives  in  the  House  of  Commons 
had  not  much  to  boast  of  for  intellect  and  for 
debating  power,  so  far  as  the  rank  and  file  of 
the  party  were  concerned.  The  leader  of  the 
party,  Disraeli,  was  of  course  well  able  to  hold 
his  own  against  any  rival  in  debate,  and  he  had 
among  his  leading  colleagues  two  or  three  men 
of  genuine  capacity  who  would  have  reckoned 
for  much  in  any  parliamentary  assembly.  But 
these  leading  men  were  not  well  supported  by 
many  of  their  followers,  and  it  soon  came  to  pass 
that  Gathorne- Hardy  was  regarded  as  a  genuine 
strength  to  the  Conservatives  in  debate.  He  was 
not  an  orator  in  the  higher  sense  of  the  word,  and 
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he  could  not  be  called  a  brilliant  debater.  He 
had  no  gift  of  humour,  and  his  argument  was 
rarely  brightened  by  anything  like  a  flash  of 
eloquence.  But  he  was  a  fluent  speaker,  he  had 
a  clear  and  powerful  voice,  his  style  was  always 
correct,  he  appeared  to  have  an  excellent  memory 
for  facts,  and  for  the  arguments  of  an  opponent, 
and  it  was  possible  sometimes,  while  listening  to 
one  of  his  more  animated  speeches,  to  be  carried 
away  so  far  as  to  believe  him  a  genuine  master 
of  debate.  But  the  impression  did  not  long  keep 
its  .hold  on  the  mind  of  the  listener,  and  most 
of  those  who  had  heard  him,  often  found  themselves 
settling  down  into  the  conviction  that  Gathorne- 
Hardy  could  always  make  a  good  speech,  and 
could  never  make  a  great  speech. 

I  remember  hearing  John  Bright  once  say  that 
a  man  whose  speeches  were  all  equally  good 
could  never  be  a  great  orator,  and  I  think  the 
observation  had  much  critical  justice  in  ,it. 
Without  imagination  there  cannot  be  eloquence 
of  the  higher  order,  and  the  gift  of  bold  imagina- 
tion brings  with  it  as  a  matter  of  course  the 
liability  to  make  mistakes  and  the  ambition  which 
sometimes  overleaps  itself  and  falls  on  the  other 
side.  Gathorne- Hardy's  speeches  were  always  loud, 
clear,  and  fluent ;  their  language  was  always 
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correct,  and  their  argument  was  direct  and  well 
sustained,  but  they  maintained  what  may  be 
called  a  dead  level.  When  the  debate  was  over 
the  speech  soon  passed  from  the  memory  of  the 
listeners.  Still  it  must  be  owned  that  the  faculty 
which  enables  a  man  to  be  safely  relied  upon  for 
a  good  speech  in  any  debate  was  one  of  much 
value  to  the  Conservative  party  when  Gathorne- 
Hardy  was  in  his  prime.  He  held  many  high 
offices  in  Conservative  administrations,  and  his 
career  in  the  House  of  Commons  was  brought 
to  a  close  by  his  elevation  to  the  peerage  as 
Lord  Cranbrook.  Perhaps  he  will  be  best  remem- 
bered by  the  fact  that  in  1865  he  became  a 
candidate  for  the  representation  of  Oxford  Univer- 
sity, in  opposition  to  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  he 
succeeded  in  defeating  the  greatest  English  states- 
man of  his  age.  Gladstone  was  immediately 
elected  as  representative  of  South  Lancashire, 
and  with  that  event  began  a  new  era  in  England's 
political  life.  The  most  devoted  among  Gathorne- 
Hardy's  friends  and  admirers  did  not  go  so  far 
as  to  say  that  the  defeat  of  Gladstone  was  a 
triumph  won  by  the  political  genius  of  the  successful 
candidate,  for  the  majority  of  the  voters  at  that 
election  would  most  assuredly  have  given  their 
support  to  any  Tory  candidate  whatever  who 


2OO          Portraits  of  the  Sixties 

came  forward  in  opposition  to  Gladstone.  Still  a 
victory  is  a  victory,  and  the  fact  that  he  defeated 
such  a  man  as  Gladstone  was  undoubtedly,  to 
adopt  a  phrase  brought  much  into  notice  lately, 
"  a  feather  in  the  cap"  of  Gathorne- Hardy. 
Lord  Cranbrook  must  at  least  have  had  the 
gratifying  conviction  that  no  biographer  could 
bring  out  a  life  of  Gladstone  which  did  not 
contain  Gathorne- Hardy's  name,  and  record  the 
fact  that  he  had  "  unmuzzled  "  Gladstone. 

The  portrait  of  John  Stewart  Gathorne- Hardy 
is  that  of  the  present  Lord  Medway,  eldest  son  of 
Lord  Cranbrook.  Lord  Medway  when  still  only 
a  Mr.  Gathorne- Hardy  sat  as  a  merpber  of  the 
House  of  Commons  during  many  years,  but  I 
must  say  did  not  do  much,  or  so  far  as  I 
can  recollect,  attempt  much  to  make  for  himself 
a  parliamentary  reputation.  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  that  the  historical  fame  of  the  family  thus 
far  must  rest  chiefly  on  the  fact  that  its  leading 
member  accomplished,  although  unwittingly,  the 
unmuzzling  of  Mr.  Gladstone. 
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CHAPTER   XI 

FROM    COMMONS    TO    LORDS 

ON  August  30,  1 86 1,  the  statesman  who  had 
been  so  long  known  in  English  political  life 
as  Lord  John  Russell,  took  his  seat  in  the  House 
of  Lords  as  Earl  Russell  of  Kingston- Russell  in 
Dorset,  and  Viscount  Amberley  of  Ardsalla  in 
Meath.  A  few  days  earlier  Lord  John  Russell 
delivered  his  farewell  address  to  the  electors  of 
the  City  of  London,  which  he  had  represented  for 
some  forty  years.  In  this  farewell  address  Lord 
John  in  a  few  sentences  of  melancholy  humour 
likened  himself  to  a  celebrated  Emperor  of  three 
centuries  before  who  had  been  engaged  in  all  the 
great  movements  of  his  time,  and  fancying  that  he 
would  like  to  see  what  might  happen  after  his 
death,  had  the  pomps  of  his  funeral  prepared  and 
took  part  himself  as  chief  mourner  in  the  solemn 
rites.  It  is  not  difficult  to  understand  that  Lord 
John  Russell  might  well  have  regarded  his  elevation 
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to  the  House  of  Lords  as  the  funeral  ceremonial 
of  his  political  life.  His  whole  public  career  had 
been  associated  with  the  struggles  and  triumphs  of 
his  party  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  had 
known,  as  friends  and  companions,  or  as  political 
opponents  and  rivals,  many  men  whose  names  at 
the  time  of  his  leaving  the  representative  chamber 
seemed  to  belong  to  the  history  of  the  far  past. 
As  Disraeli  once  said  of  him,  he  had  sat  at  the 
feet  of  Fox  and  measured  swords  with  Canning. 
He  had  been  addressed  in  language  of  eloquent 
poetic  panegyric  by  Thomas  Moore,  and  he  had 
had  many  conversations  at  Elba  with  the  dethroned 
Emperor  Napoleon.  His  work  as  a  statesman 
did  not  indeed  close  with  his  removal  from  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  he  was  yet  as  Prime 
Minister  to  introduce  a  measure  of  reform  which 
was,  like  other  measures  of  reform,  defeated  by  a 
coalition  between  the  Conservative  Opposition  and 
a  number  of  seceding  Liberals,  but  which  led  to 
the  introduction  of  a  still  more  advanced  reform 
measure  by  a  Conservative  Government,  whose 
leading  members  saw  that  such  a  change  in  the 
political  system  was  inevitable,  and  made  up  their 
minds  to  have  the  honour  and  advantage  of  ' 
introducing  it  themselves.  But  it  is  nevertheless  ! 
an  unquestionable  fact  that  when  a  man  who  has 
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played  for  many  years  a  leading  part  in  the 
House  of  Commons  becomes  endowed  with  a 
title,  and  is  transferred  to  the  House  of  Lords, 
his  political  activity  seems  to  have  sunk  into  some- 
thing like  a  living  grave.  I  heard  many  of  Lord 
Russell's  speeches  in  the  House  of  Lords  and  I 
never  could  suppress  a  feeling  of  melancholy  when 
I  recalled  the  effect  which  I  had  often  seen  him 
produce  as  leader  of  a  Government  or  a  Party  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  When  we  think  of  the 
career  of  Lord  John  Russell  we  do  not  naturally 
associate  it  with  the  Sixties,  but  his  portrait  is 
distinctly  appropriate  to  this  volume  if  it  were 
but  for  the  fact  that  the  early  part  of  the  Sixties 
heard  his  farewell  to  that  great  political  assembly 
in  which  he  had  won  his  fame. 

My  first  personal  recollections  of  Lord  John 
Russell  belong  to  the  year  1858,  when  he  attended 
a  meeting  of  the  Social  Science  Association,  held 
in  Liverpool,  where  I  was  then  working  as  a 
journalist.  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  presented 
to  him  and  to  have  some  talks  with  him,  and  I 
can  well  remember  what  a  delight  it  was  to  me 
to  hear  him  tell  of  his  meetings  with  Napoleon, 
and  other  remarkable  experiences  of  his  early 
years.  It  seemed  to  carry  one  back  into  a  far- 
away time  of  thrilling  historical  movement  and 
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illustrious  figures  thus  to  have  speech  with  a  man 
who  could  tell  from  his  own  personal  knowledge  of 
such  men  and  such  days.  After  I  had  settled  in 
London  I  had  many  opportunities  in  each  Session 
of  hearing  Lord  John  Russell  in  parliamentary 
debate.  He  was  assuredly  one  of  the  most 
effective  debaters  to  whom  I  have  ever  listened. 
It  would  not,  perhaps,  be  possible  to  rank  him 
with  the  greatest  parliamentary  orators,  with  men 
like  Gladstone  and  Bright,  or  even  with  Disraeli 
and  Disraeli's  leader,  Lord  Derby.  There  was 
an  almost  indefinable  something  wanting  in  Lord 
John  Russell's  speaking  which  prevented  him  from 
taking  a  place  among  orators  of  the  highest  order. 
Perhaps  he  wanted  imagination,  although  it  is 
certain  that  at  the  opening  of  his  public  career 
he  was  regarded  by  most  of  those  who  knew  him 
as  a  child  of  genius,  as  the  apostle  of  a  new  political 
creed,  as  a  young  man  of  intrepid  courage  and 
adventurous  spirit.  Perhaps  he  wanted  passion, 
although  this,  too,  was  a  quality  with  which  those 
who  knew  him  in  his  earlier  days  of  political  life 
regarded  him  as  eminently  endowed.  Perhaps 
his  voice  had  not  the  power  and  musical  thrill 
which  lent  strength  and  charm  to  the  eloquence 
of  Gladstone,  Lord  Derby,  and  Bright.  It  is 
certain  that  those  who  only  knew  Lord  John 
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Russell  as  a  parliamentary  debater  in  the  Sixties 
would  hardly  have  recognised  in  him  the  qualities 
which  his  friends  at  the  opening  of  his  career 
appear  to  have  considered  especially  his. 

The  predominant  quality  of  Lord  Russell's 
eloquence  in  these  later  days  was  its  somewhat 
cold  and  clear  reasonableness  of  argument.  Russell 
analysed  or  dissected  the  case  of  his  parliamentary 
opponents  with  keen,  firm,  and  merciless  touch 
and  exposed  its  weaknesses  with  unsparing  skill. 
There  was  a  fine  vein  of  scorn  in  his  eloquence 
and  he  had  a  keen  and  delicate  sense  of  humour. 
Some  of  his  happy  humorous  retorts  have  become 
proverbial  and  are  still  often  quoted  in  political 
debate  and  in  newspaper  criticism.  Then,  too,  it 
must  be  said  that  when  he  had  to  deal  with  some 
question  which  made  a  direct  appeal  to  the  deeper 
emotions  of  men  he  could  delight  and  uplift  his 
hearers  by  passages  of  real  eloquence.  On  these 
occasions  I  have  felt  more  than  once  that  Lord 
Russell  had  surely  established  his  claim  to  be 
ranked  among  the  orators  as  I  have  thought  that 
he  might  under  other  conditions  have  rivalled 
George  Canning  or  Sydney  Smith  in  wit  and 
humour.  But  Russell  was  too  earnestly  devoted 
to  the  practical  work  of  his  parliamentary  career 
to  allow  himself  much  time  for  the  culture  of  his 
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eloquence,  or  to  go  out  of  his  direct  line  of 
argument  in  order  to  make  his  antagonist  ridiculous 
by  a  jest.  I  do  not  remember  any  other  example 
in  my  time  of  an  English  statesman  who  had  so 
many  gifts  for  great  debate  and  yet  who  did  not 
quite  succeed  in  winning  a  place  with  the  greatest 
orators. 

I  do  not  suppose  that  Lord  John  Russell  was 
ever  very  popular  among  the  members  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  even  on  his  own  side.  He 
was  shy  by  nature  ;  cold  and  reserved  in  manner, 
but  in  manner  only,  for  the  universal  testimony 
of  those  who  really  knew  him  is  that  he  had  a 
feeling  heart,  a  warm  and  generous  temperament, 
and  a  most  tender  love  for  those  who  loved  him. 
I  feel  quite  sure  that  the  seeming  coldness  and 
constraint  of  his  manner  was  due  altogether  to 
that  shyness  which  prevented  him  from  showing 
his  real  self  in  the  company  of  strangers.  The 
ready  means  by  which  a  statesman  of  a  more 
expansive  temperament  can  attain  an  easy  popu- 
larity were  denied  to  Lord  John  Russell,  the  formal 
presentation  to  whom  of  a  newcomer  was  always 
a  somewhat  chilling  ceremonial.  I  have  sometimes 
felt  disposed  to  believe  that  this  same  peculiarity 
of  temperament  may  have  been  one  reason  why 
even  the  finest  passages  of  his  parliamentary 
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eloquence  showed  a  certain  restraint  and  were  not 
allowed  their  full  and  natural  expression.  There 
was  one  peculiarity  in  Lord  John  Russell's  speeches 
which  I  have  not  noticed  in  those  of  other  great 
parliamentary  debaters.  When  even  a  real  orator 
delivers  an  important  speech  the  listener  feels,  as 
it  comes  to  a  close,  that  the  orator  has  said  all  he 
wanted  to  say  and  has  so  far  as  he  is  concerned 
exhausted  his  subject.  But  when  Lord  John 
Russell  concluded  one  of  his  finest  and  most  con- 
vincing speeches  the  impression  of  most  listeners 
was  that  he  had  yet  a  great  deal  to  say  which  might 
have  been  said — that  he  had  not  nearly  exhausted 
the  treasury  of  his  ideas  and  that  he  could  have 
added  many  other  illustrations  and  arguments  if 
he  had  not  been  unwilling  to  occupy  too  long  the 
attention  of  the  House.  My  judgment  is  that 
Russell  never  did  complete  justice  to  his  own 
oratorical  capacity,  and  that  if  he  had  been  a  little 
less  fastidious  and  more  daring  he  might  have  ranked 
among  the  most  eloquent  speakers  of  his  time. 

Lord  Russell  was  a  voluminous  writer,  and 
published  several  memoirs,  some  historical  works, 
and  actually  two  tragedies,  neither  of  which  is,  I 
take  it  for  granted,  known  to  the  playgoers  of 
the  present  day.  He  was  an  intense  lover  of 
literature  and  of  art,  and  throughout  the  whole 
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of  his  life  he  welcomed  in  his  home  the  companion- 
ship of  men  and  women  of  genius  and  culture. 
He  was  one  of  the  closest  friends  of  Thomas 
Moore,  and  in  later  days  had  cultivated  the  friend- 
ship of  Dickens  and  Thackeray.  His  second 
wife,  the  late  Countess  Russell,  was  the  best  of 
companions  and  friends  to  him,  and  helped  him 
with  devotion  and  intellectual  support  in  the 
accomplishment  of  every  object  he  undertook.  I 
had  the  honour  of  Lady  Russell's  friendship  for 
more  than  twenty  years,  until  her  death  in  the 
beginning  of  1898.  I  have  never  known  a  more 
perfect  illustration  of  womanhood's  highest  order. 
She  was  endowed  with  a  fine  intellect,  an  exquisite 
taste,  and  a  noble  nature.  She  retained  to  the 
last  her  warm  interest  in  every  cause  and  movement 
that  promised  any  increase  of  human  happiness. 
She  loved  literature  and  art.  She  was  the  true 
and  tender  friend  of  the  poor  and  lowly  who  came 
within  the  range' of  her  influence.  For  many  years 
before  her  death  she  had  withdrawn  altogether 
from  London  life  and  spent  her  days  in  Pembroke 
Lodge,  Richmond  Park,  but  she  never  allowed 
the  quietude  of  her  home  to  make  it  a  hermitage. 
Her  friends  were  always  welcome  at  Pembroke 
Lodge,  and  she  had  crowds  of  friends  who  were 
only  too  glad  to  visit  her.  She  maintained  to  the 
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last  the  closest  interest  in  all  that  was  going  on 
in  the  political  and  social  life  from  which  she  had 
withdrawn.  Lady  Russell  must  have  known  during 
her  time  almost  all  the  famous  men  and  women 
who  belonged  to  England,  or  who  came  there  from 
any  other  part  of  the  civilised  world.  She  had  the 
most  delightful  reminiscences  of  the  acquaintance- 
ships thus  made,  and  she  seemed  to  take  a  pleasure 
in  entertaining  her  friends  with  them.  I  believe 
that  the  story  of  her  life,  with  ample  extracts 
from  her  correspondence,  is  to  be  told  before  long 
by  her  gifted  and  devoted  daughter,  Lady  Agatha 
Russell.  No  other  hand  could  fittingly  accomplish 
such  a  work,  and  there  need  be  little  hesitation 
in  predicting  that  the  book  will  command  the 
attention  of  the  whole  reading  public. 

Another  distinguished  member  of  the  Russell 
family  is  Mr.  George  W.  E.  Russell,  whose 
"Collections  and  Recollections,"  although  published 
anonymously,  have  not  been  able  to  conceal  their 
authorship,  and  have  been  accepted  by  most  of 
us  as  confidently  as  if  they  bore  their  writer's  name. 
I  cannot  help  feeling  much  regret  that  George 
Russell  has  not  resumed  his  career  as  a  member 
of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  held  office  twice 
in  Liberal  administrations,  and  during  his  later 
years  in  the  House  he  gave  brilliant  evidence 
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of  a  capacity  for  parliamentary  debate.  George 
Russell  has  undoubtedly  many  strings  to  his  bow, 
if  I  may  revive  an  almost  forgotten  phrase,  and  he 
never  fails  to  make  work  enough  for  his  intellect,  his 
energies,  and  his  kindly,  sympathetic  nature  outside 
the  domain  of  Parliament.  Still,  I  must  say  that 
I  cannot  help  regarding  the  House  of  Commons 
as  the  field  in  which  he  could  give  the  most 
effective  service  to  humanity  and  win  the  highest 
distinction.  He  could  have  no  difficulty  in  finding 
a  constituency  at  the  next  General  Election,  which 
would  feel  proud  to  secure  him  as  a  representative, 
and  I  .can  only  hope  that  before  long  he  may  be 
seen  again  in  his  former  place  on  the  Treasury 
Bench. 

"No  statesman  in  my  time  brought  with  him  so 
many  distinct  recollections  of  great  past  days  as 
did  Lord  John  Russell.  As  from  the  gallery  of 
the  House  of  Commons  while  Russell  was  still  a 
member,  I  listened  to  one  of  his  speeches,  I  found 
myself  carried  back  in  imagination  to  the  great  days 
before  the  first  Reform  Bill,  to  that  tremendous 
parliamentary  and  national  struggle  which  ended 
happily  in  a  peaceful  revolution,  though  at  one  time 
it  seemed  as  if  it  were  destined  to  be  settled  by 
a  revolution  costing  a  heavier  price.  But  the 
listener  to  Lord  John  Russell  in  the  House  of 
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Commons  was  carried  back  even  farther  than 
the  days  of  the  great  national  struggle  for  reform, 
he  knew  that  he  was  listening  to  a  man  who  as 
a  boy  had  known  Fox,  and  who  came  into  the 
world  only  four  years  after  the  birth  of  Byron. 
Lord  John  Russell  had  lived  through  the  great 
literary  age  of  Scott  and  Wordsworth,  Shelley 
and  Keats  ;  he  had  known  the  great  painters, 
and  sculptors,  and  men  of  science  belonging  to 
that  immemorial  time  ;  and  he  had  seen  the  up- 
coming and  the  growth  of  the  age,  not  less  won- 
derful, which  produced  Dickens  and  Thackeray, 
Tennyson  and  Browning,  Darwin,  Richard  Owen 
and  John  Stuart  Mill.  He  had  seen  in  political 
life  the  rise  of  such  men  as  Gladstone  and  Disraeli, 
Cobden  and  Bright,  and  it  was  an  intellectual 
treat  to  hear  him  compare  the  great  ones  of  the 
present  with  the  great  ones  of  the  past.  Unlike 
many  men  who  have  lived  to  a  great  age  and 
studied  successive  changing  generations,  Earl 
Russell,  even  in  his  latest  years,  was  quick  to 
recognise  rising  merit  in  politics,  literature,  or  art, 
and  never  entertained  the  idea  that  human  greatness 
had  come  to  an  end  with  the  days  when  his  own 
activity  and  his  own  fame  had  reached  their  zenith. 
Nor  was  he  ever  governed  in  his  estimate  of  a 
public  man  by  the  consideration  that  the  public 
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man  was,  or  was  not,  on  his  own  side  of  politics. 
I  remember  being  much  interested  in  Earl  Russell's 
cordial  appreciation  of  the  eloquence  of  Lord 
Derby. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  Lord  Derby,  during 
his  official  career,  was  utterly  opposed  to  the 
political  doctrines  Lord  Russell  advocated,  but, 
Russell  became  animated  and  enthusiastic  while 
describing  in  conversation  the  effect  produced  upon 
him  by  Lord  Derby's  eloquence.  I  must  say 
that  I  thought  Lord  Russell  somewhat  over-rated 
Lord  Derby's  capacity  as  an  orator,  and  that  I 
could  not  myself,  much  as  I  admired  his  eloquence, 
regard  him  as  quite  on  a  level  with  Gladstone 
and  Bright.  But  what  interested  me  most  in  the 
whole  incident  was  the  evidence  it  gave  of  Lord 
Russell's  absolute  impartiality  in  judging  of  political 
speakers,  and  also  the  evidence  it  gave  that  he 
was  not  one  of  those  who  believed  that  all  true 
greatness  ended  with  their  own  prime.  Lord 
Russell's  intellect  was  like  his  style  of  speaking, 
above  all  things  clear  and  lucid.  No  cloud  of 
prejudice  ever  obscured  for  him  the  real  meaning 
of  the  question  at  issue.  In  his  conversation  as 
in  his  public  speaking  one  was  delighted  now  and 
then  by  those  gleams  of  warm  and  almost  im- 
passioned emotion,  which  showed  that  he  had  in 
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him  much  of  the  spirit  of  the  orator  as  well  as  the 
instinct  of  the  artist.  There  have  been  greater 
speakers  in  the  oratorical  sense  during  our  time 
than  Lord  Russell  and  there  have  been  greater 
statesmen,  but  I  question  whether  the  nineteenth 
century  ever  knew  a  political  leader  who  had  so 
many  interesting  experiences,  so  many  delightful 
friendships,  and  who  got  so  much  out  of  life  as 
was  the  happy  lot  of  the  statesman  whom  English 
history  will  always  remember  best  by  the  name 
of  Lord  John  Russell. 

The  Sixties  saw  the  removal  of  another  remark- 
able figure  from  the  House  of  Commons  to  the 
House  of  Lords.  The  word  remarkable  is  one 
which  applies  with  a  special  accuracy  to  the  figure 
of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton,  who  was  raised  to 
the  peerage  in  1866.  Few  men  have  ever  com- 
peted in  so  many  different  fields  and  obtained  so 
considerable  a  success  in  each  of  them  as  Lord 
Lytton.  He  wrote  novels,  plays,  poems,  essays, 
satires,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  everything  he 
did  was  well  done.  In  some  of  his  novels  and  in 
some  of  his  plays  there  was  nothing  wanting  to 
complete  success  but  that  one  divine  spark  of 
genius  without  which  success  is  only  a  triumph  of 
its  own  time.  Some  of  Lord  Lytton's  novels 
divided  popularity  with  the  great  creations  of  Scott 
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and  Dickens  and  Thackeray.  Some  of  his  plays 
held  the  stage  for  many  years  as  no  other  con- 
temporaneous dramatic  works  could  do,  and  indeed 
some  of  them  hold  the  stage  still.  It  would  be 
easy  to  point  out  the  defects  of  Lord  Lytton's  work 
in  prose  and  verse,  the  meretricious  glare  and 
glitter  of  the  style,  the  unreality  of  the  emotions, 
the  sickly  sentimentality  which  spoils  so  many 
romantic  passages,  the  tendency  to  caricature  which 
often  interferes  with  the  effect  of  the  characters 
intended  to  be  comic.  But  when  a  critic  had  said 
all  that  and  much  more  which  might  be  said  with 
equal  justice,  the  fact  still  remains  that  Bulwer 
Lytton  made  a  success  not  possible  to  be  achieved 
even  for  a  lifetime  without  original  artistic  merit. 
Many  of  his  best  novels  were  written  by  their 
author  under  very  trying  conditions.  -  He  belonged 
to  an  old  English  county  family,  his  mother  was 
heiress  of  Knebworth  and  he  was  brought  up 
to  a  life  of  ease  and  luxury  ;  but  he  made  an 
unfortunate  marriage  which  caused  for  a  time  his 
complete  separation  from  his  parents,  and  he  had 
to  work  hard  for  a  living  like  any  other  penniless 
young  author.  The  family  estates  came  to  him  in 
the  end,  but  for  some  years  he  was  dependent 
almost  altogether  on  the  work  of  his  pen,  and  it 
was  not  unnatural  that  when  he  found  he  had 
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struck  upon  a  paying  line  of  literature,  he  should 
strive  to  please  his  public  in  the  style  that  had 
proved  acceptable  to  it. 

At  a  later  period  of  Bulwer's  life,  when  he 
was  not  in  need  either  of  money  or  popularity, 
he  wrote  and  published  one  or  two  serial  novels 
anonymously,  and  each  of  them  won  distinct  and 
remarkable  success,  although  in  neither  case  did 
the  public  suppose  the  new  book  to  be  the  work 
of  its  old  favourite.  The  truth  is  that  Bulwer 
could  do  well  anything  he  earnestly  endeavoured  to 
do.  He  never  reached  to  the  height  to  which 
only  genius  can  rise,  but  he  could  accomplish  all 
that  can  be  accomplished  by  splendid  talents,  wide 
culture,  high  ambition,  and  untiring  perseverance. 
His  political  career  gives  the  most  striking  proof  of 
this  faculty.  Nature,  mere  physical  nature,  would 
seem  to  have  denied  to  Bulwer  Lytton  some  of  the 
essential  qualities  of  an  orator.  He  suffered,  at 
least  during  his  years  of  political  life,  from  some 
trouble  of  the  palate,  which  cruelly  marred  his 
articulation,  and  he  was  at  the  same  time  oppressed 
by  a  degree  of  deafness  which  rendered  it  very 
difficult  for  him  to  follow  the  course  of  a  debate. 
Yet  it  cannot  be  denied  that  he  succeeded  on 
several  occasions  in  commanding  the  attention  and 
winning  the  enthusiastic  applause  of  a  House  of 
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Commons  accustomed  to  the  eloquence  of 
Gladstone  and  Disraeli  and  Bright.  One  other 
difficulty  which  might  have  stood  in  the  way  of  his 
success  as  a  parliamentary  debater  was  the  fact  that 
he  had  in  his  earlier  career  obtained  a  seat  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  had  sat  there  for  some 
Sessions,  and  had  proved  a  failure.  The  story 
went  at  the  time  that  one  of  his  bitterest  quarrels 
with  his  wife  arose  out  of  trie  utter  breakdown  of 
his  first  effort  to  address  the  House,  and  of  the 
merciless  scorn  and  jeers  with  which  she  greeted 
his  humiliation.  But  he  was  not  a  man  who  could 
quietly  put  up  with  failure  in  any  field  where  it  was 
his  ambition  to  win  success.  He  had  proved  this 
again  and  again  in  his  literary  and  dramatic  work, 
in  the  resolute  determination  with  which  he  had  set 
himself  to  recover  any  temporary  failure,  and  the 
keen  critical  self-examination  by  which  he  had 
brought  himself  to  see  the  reasons  for  the.  mishap 
and  the  possibility  of  retrieving  it  by  a  better 
attempt  in  a  more  congenial  style. 

Having  accomplished  as  high  a  popularity  as 
could  well  be  his  in  literature  and  the  drama, 
Bulwer  appears  to  have  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  would  win  success  in  the  House  of  Commons 
also.  He  therefore  returned  to  Parliament,  and 
it  was  during  this  later  part  of  his  career  that 
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I  had  the  good  fortune  to  hear  two  of  his  suc- 
cessful speeches.  When  he  began  the  first  of 
these  speeches  the  chief  difficulty  in  the  way 
of  the  crowded  House,  listening  eagerly  to  his 
words,  was  the  difficulty  of  understanding  what  the 
orator  was  trying  to  say.  His  articulation  was  so 
imperfect  that  in  the  opening  sentences  of  the 
speech  the  House  was  thrown  into  something  like 
consternation.  Every  one,  on  whatever  side  of 
politics,  was  sincerely  anxious  that  he  should  do 
well,  and  no  one  was  content  to  give  up  the  task  of 
trying  to  understand  him.  But  as  he  went  on  he 
got  over  the  nervous  embarrassment  which  was 
adding  to  his  natural  defects  of  utterance,  and  he 
seemed  to  understand  the  absolute  necessity  of 
getting  out  each  word  distinctly  and  separately,  and 
thus  encouraging  his  audience  to  pay  attention  to 
the  speech.  He  took  care  to  speak  in  measured 
tones  and  not  to  allow  the  words  to  run  into  one 
another,  and  although  the  voice  was  still  hollow 
and  unmusical,  he  was  able  to  impress  every 
listener  with  the  full  meaning  of  each  sentence  and 
phrase.  Then  the  House  began  to  understand 
with  universal  gratification  that  it  was  listening  to  a 
speech  full  of  exalted  thought,  splendid  phraseology, 
ingenious  argument,  and  brilliant  sarcasm.  I  have 
never  listened  to  any  other  speaker  who  had  to 
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contend  with  such  physical  difficulties  and  who 
succeeded  in  accomplishing  so  wonderful  a  success. 
No  doubt  the  speech  was  carefully  prepared  in 
every  sentence,  but  it  did  not  seem  to  be  a  mere 
piece  of  studied  declamation,  a  glowing  essay 
committed  to  memory  and  got  by  heart,  it  had  all 
the  effect  of  a  piece  of  spontaneous  eloquence. 
There  was  one  unanimous  burst  of  applause  when 
the  speaker  resumed  his  seat  and  there  was,  I 
think,  one  common  feeling  of  delight  that  the 
orator  had  succeeded,  all  the  greater  because  of  the 
knowledge  that  a  triumph  over  such  physical 
difficulties  could  be  and  actually  had  been  achieved. 
Many  of  the  phrases  employed  by  Lytton  in 
that  speech  and  in  others  stamped  themselves  on 
the  memory  of  the  House  of  Commons,  were 
quoted  again  and  again  in  subsequent  debates  and 
at  meetings  out  of  doors,  and  some  of  them  are 
still  preserved  by  quotation  in  the  political  utter- 
ances of  our  own  day.  So  peculiar  wras  the 
impression  produced  on  my  mind  by  the  first  of 
Lytton's  speeches  to  w"hich  I  listened,  that  while 
at  the  present  moment  I  hardly  remember  the 
subject  of  the  debate,  I  have  the  most  distinct 
recollection  of  the  orator's  glowing  style,  his  happy 
illustration,  and  his  superb  skill  in  phrase-making. 
He  never  could  have  succeeded  as  a  great 
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parliamentary  debater,  for  his  defective  hearing 
made  it  impossible  that  he  could  reply  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment  to  a  speech  delivered  in  the  course 
of  the  evening's  debate,  but  when  the  opportunity 
was  afforded  him  of  opening  the  discussion  he  was 
able  to  prove  himself  a  parliamentary  orator  of  a 
very  high  order.  The  higher  criticism  would  have 
found  the  same  faults  in  his  parliamentary  style  as 
it  found  in  the  style  of  his  romances  and  his  plays, 
but  it  was  beyond  all  question  that  he  had  accom- 
plished just  the  same  sort  of  success  in  the  House 
of  Commons  as  in  literature  and  the  drama.  If  he 
was  not  such  a  novelist  as  Dickens  or  Thackeray, 
neither  was  he  such  an  orator  as  Gladstone  or 
Bright,  but  as  it  could  not  be  denied  that  he  had 
won  a  high  position  among  story-tellers  and  play- 
wrights, neither  could  it  be  denied  that  he  had  won 
a  high  position  among  parliamentary  orators. 
When  he  became  Colonial  Secretary  in  Lord 
Derby's  Government,  he  did  good  work  by  calling 
into  existence  the  Colonies  of  British  Columbia  and 
Queensland,  and  it  was  he  who  had  the  honour  of 
sending  Mr.  Gladstone  out  on  that  mission  to 
inquire  into  the  grievances  of  the  Ionian  Islands, 
which  had  such  important  and  memorable  results. 
Thus  he  added  a  new  honour  to  those  he  had 
already  won.  The  same  kind  of  success  attended 
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his  work  as  a  Colonial  Minister  as  that  which  he 
had  achieved  in  his  novels,  his  dramas,  and  his 
parliamentary  speeches.  There  were  others  greater 
than  he  in  every  field  he  cultivated,  but  his  name 
will  be  always  remembered  among  England's 
novelists,  playwrights,  parliamentary  orators,  and 
Colonial  Ministers. 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Bulwer  Lytton's 
son,  the  second  Earl  of  Lytton,  who  like  his  father 
had  a  remarkable  versatility  of  talent.      He   won 
fame  for  himself  by  the  poems  he  published  under 
the  fictitious  name  of  Owen  Meredith,  poems  which 
it    must    be    owned    showed    a    higher    reach     of 
poetic  genius  than  any  of  those  the  elder   Lytton 
had    given    to    the    world.       The     second     Lord 
Lytton  also  wrote  prose  romances  of  unquestionable 
literary    merit,    although    he    never   won    anything 
like  the   popularity  achieved    by  his  father  in  the 
same  path  of  literature.     The  second  Lord  Lytton 
had,  as  every  one  remembers,  a  distinguished  and 
important  career  as  a  diplomatist  in  nearly  all  the 
great  cities  of  Europe  and  in  Washington,  and  in 
the    yet    more    important    position    of  Viceroy   of 
India.     I   have  never  met  a  man  more  charming 
in    manners,    more    rich    in    artistic    and    intellec- 
tual   ideas,     and    more    truly    sympathetic.      The 
memory  of   some    conversations    I    had    with    this 
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gifted    man     must    always    belong    to    my    prized 
possessions. 

Early  in  the  Sixties  occurred  a  removal  from 
Commons  to  Lords  which  may  fittingly  be  com- 
memorated in  this  chapter.  In  1861  Sir  Richard 
Bethell,  then  Attorney-General,  was  made  Lord 
Chancellor  with  the  title  of  Baron  Westbury. 
Richard  Bethell  had  been  leader  of  the  Chancery 
Bar,  and  was  said  to  have  earned  a  larger  income 
than  any  other  living  member  of  that  branch  of 
the  profession.  He  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons 
for  many  years,  and  held  the  office  of  Solicitor- 
General  and  afterwards  of  Attorney-General  in  a 
Liberal  administration.  Sir  Richard  Bethell  was 
never  much  of  a  politician  and  was  not  very  decided 
in  his  views  as  a  party  man.  He  began  his  political 
career  as  a  mild  Conservative,  then  joined  the 
Liberal  party  as  what  might  be  termed  an  un- 
bigoted  Liberal,  and  afterwards  showed,  on  more 
than  one  occasion,  a  certain  inclination  towards 
Conservative  principles.  But  he  made  a  very 
distinct  mark  on  the  House  of  Commons  by  his 
almost  unrivalled  skill  in  sarcasm  and  retort.  I 
have  never  heard  in  the  House  more  acrid, 
corrosive  and  intensely  amusing  utterances  of  scorn 
and  satire  than  those  which  used  frequently  to 
come  from  the  lips  of  Sir  Richard  Bethell.  The 
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satire  was  all  the  more  scorching  because  of  the 
bland  sweetness  with  which  it  was  delivered. 
Bethell's  way  was  to  let  his  eyelids  droop  as  if  he 
were  affected  by  a  sudden  access  of  shyness,  just 
as  he  was  about  to  pour  out  on  some  opponent 
in  debate  his  most  vitriolic  sarcasm,  and  to  deliver 
this  sarcasm  in  tones  of  dulcet  gentleness,  as  if  he 
were  paying  a  delicate  compliment  by  which  he 
hoped  to  endear  himself  further  to  its  recipient. 
He  had  a  clear,  impressive  voice,  and  could  speak 
powerfully  whenever  he  thought  fit,  but  he  was 
sure  to  adopt  the  cadences  of  bewitching  bland- 
ness  whenever  he  seized  on  the  chance  of  making 
his  opponent  an  object  for  the  ridicule  of  the 
House.  When  he  passed  into  the  House  of  Lords 
he  almost  bewildered  that  grave  assembly  on  the 
rare  occasions  which  gave  him  an  opportunity  of 
taking  part  in  a  debate.  The  Lord  Chancellor 
does  not  address  the  Peers  from  the  Woolsack, 
the  parliamentary  throne  which  he  occupies  while 
he  presides  over  the  debates,  but  descends  and 
takes  his  stand  on  the  nearest  available  part  of  the 
floor  and  thence  delivers  his  speech. 

Lord  Westbury  had  an  opportunity  more  than 
once  of  pouring  scorn  on  some  motion  which  had 
been  made,  or  speech  which  had  been  delivered, 
and  then  he  positively  scandalised  their  lordships 
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by  the  epigrammatic  bitterness  of  his  sarcasm,  and 
the  mellifluous  accent  in  which  it  dropped  from  his 
lips.  I  remember  forming  a  mental  comparison 
between  the  satirical  style  of  Lord  Westbury  and 
that  of  Robert  Lowe,  who  during  the  Sixties  was 
making  himself  a  name  in  the  House  of  Commons 
by  the  acuteness  and  brilliancy  of  his  satirical 
replies  to  the  arguments  of  his  political  opponents. 
I  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  effective  as  Robert 
Lowe  undoubtedly  was  in  all  such  parts  of  his 
speeches,  he  was  not  quite  so  effective  as  Richard 
Bethell,  and  for  one  especial  reason.  Lowe  jibed 
and  jeered  at  his  opponents  in  rasping  tones  suited 
to  the  words.  The  listener  was  amused  and 
delighted  but  not  surprised.  Lowe  was  going  in 
avowedly  and  obviously  for  making  his  antagonists 
feel  uncomfortable  and  angry.  The  tone,  the 
manner,  the  glances,  and  the  gestures  were  all  in 
keeping  with  that  kindly  purpose.  There  was  no 
charm  of  surprise  or  contrast  about  it.  But  when 
Bethell,  with  half-closed  eyes,  head  modestly  bent, 
and  mild  and  quiet  tones,  poured  gently  out  his 
phrases  of  vitriolic  scorn,  the  listener  felt  that  a 
new  and  cruel  charm  came  in  to  make  the  contempt 
all  the  more  withering  to  its  object,  and  more 
intensely  amusing  to  the  audience. 

Bethell's      career     in     Parliament    never     quite 
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equalled  what  might  have  been  hoped  from  his 
intellect  and  his  practical  capacity.  He  was  a 
great  lawyer  in  every  sense  of  the  word  and 
helped  to  carry  many  important  legal  reforms 
during  his  time.  He  had  a  keen  and  powerful 
intellect,  and  a  marvellous  faculty  for  seeing  into 
the  realities  of  things.  He  never  allowed  his  mind 
to  be  clouded  by  mere  conventionalities  or  time- 
honoured  prejudices.  He  was  one  of  the  ablest 
debaters  of  his  day  and  he  could  hold  his  own 
against  any  opponent  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
Yet  he  did  not  take  as  high  a  position  in  public 
life  as  he  might  have  commanded  by  the  mere 
force  of  his  abilities.  Perhaps  one  reason  for  his 
want  of  complete  success  may  be  found  in  the  fact 
that,  even  when  he  was  contending  for  a  great  and 
just  cause,  he  hardly  ever  thought  it  worth  his 
while  to  address  himself  to  the  highest  and  the 
noblest  qualities  of  man's  reason  and  purpose.  His 
effort  always  appeared  to  be  to  crumble  away  the 
case  of  his  opponents  bit  by  bit,  and  not  to  throw 
his  soul  into  the  wider  issues  which  the  question 
brought  into  the  conflict.  His  appeal  was  to  the 
intellect,  rather  to  its  destructive  than  its  con- 
structive faculty,  and  he  seldom  made  any  appeal 
to  the  emotions.  It  may  be  said  that  this  was 
quite  natural  in  the  case  of  a  great  Chancery 
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lawyer  but  there  have  been  other  Chancery 
lawyers  in  the  House  who  could  appeal  to  the 
emotions  and  the  higher  law,  and  I  believe  that 
the  want  of  this  capacity,  or  of  this  inclination, 
was  one  reason  why  Bethell  did  not  secure  in  the 
House  of  Commons  the  commanding  position 
he  might  have  been  expected  to  obtain.  He 
was  a  very  high-minded  man  and  endowed  with 
a  generous,  unselfish  nature,  and  it  is  quite 
certain  that  some  of  the  official  troubles  in  which 
he  became  involved  arose  from  his  too  great 
willingness  to  lend  a  trusting  ear  to  the  representa- 
tions of  some  members  of  his  family  who  were 
dear  to  him,  and  whom  he  believed  he  could 
trust  implicitly. 

Lord  Westbury  was  accused  of  having  allowed 
an  official  of  the  House  of  Lords  to  retire  and 
receive  a  retiring  pension  at  a  time  when  it  was 
known  to  him  that  a  serious  charge  connected  with 
the  conduct  of  that  official  in  another  public  office 
was  hanging  over  him,  and  that  Lord  Westbury 
had  appointed  his  own  son  to  the  place  thus  made 
vacant.  The  whole  question  was  taken  up  by 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  a  leading  member 
of  the  Conservative  party  moved  a  vote  of  censure 
on  the  Lord  Chancellor.  The  House  did  not 
agree  to  the  proposed  vote  of  censure,  but  it 

16 


226          Portraits   of  the  Sixties 

adopted  an  amendment  which,  although  acquitting 
him  of  any  corrupt  motive,  affirmed  that  the 
granting  of  the  pension  showed  a  laxity  of  practice 
and  a  want  of  caution  with  regard  to  the  interest  of 
the  public.  Lord  Westbury  had  to  resign  his 
office  on  the  passing  of  this  resolution.  The 
general  impression  of  the  public  was  conveyed 
fairly  enough  by  the  terms  of  the  resolution.  No 
one  thought  that  Lord  Westbury  had  been  actuated 
by  corrupt  motives,  but  the  general  belief  was 
that  he  had  been  led  into  error  by  the  confidence 
he  reposed  in  some  members  of  his  family,  and 
by  his  carelessness  in  regard  to  the  minor  duties 
of  his  high  official  position.  There  were  many, 
however,  who  thought  that  when  every  allowance 
had  been  made  for  the  need  of  maintaining 
a  high  standard  of  duty  in  public  office,  Lord 
Westbury  had  been  harshly  used,  and  that  an 
unexpected  opportunity  had  eagerly  been  availed 
of  by  those  whom  he  had  made  his  enemies  in  his 
days  of  bitter  controversy.  Lord  Westbury  lived 
for  some  years  after  what  must  be  described  as 
his  fall,  and  took  part  in  more  than  one  great 
parliamentary  question.  But  his  days  of  public 
influence  were  closed  for  ever  by  the  resolution 
of  the  House  of  Commons. 


CHAPTER   XII 
"CROWNLESS  SOVEREIGNTIES" 

THIS  volume  has  no  claim  to  be  adorned  by 
the  portraits  of  many  imperial  and  royal  per- 
sonages. My  political  and  social  ways  of  life  have 
not  led  me  much  into  such  august  circles,  and 
although  I  have  seen  at  different  times  and  in 
various  places  a  goodly  number  of  the  wearers 
of  crowns,  I  have  preferred  to  present  in  these 
pages  only  the  portraits  of  men  and  women 
about  whom  I  had  something  to  say  more  than 
might  come  within  the  range  of  every  passing 
observer.  The  Emperor  of  Brazil  was  the  only 
Imperial  Sovereign  with  whom  I  had  any  personal 
acquaintance,  and  lest  I  should  seem  to  make 
too  much  of  my  Imperial  associate,  I  think  it  right 
to  inform  my  readers  that  the  Emperor  of  Brazil 
was  a  dethroned  Sovereign  at  the  time  when 
I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  him.  I  met  Dorri 
Pedro,  the  dethroned  Emperor  of  Brazil,  some 
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twelve  years  ago  at  Cannes.  I  had  gone  there, 
in  the  winter  to  pay  a  visit  to  an  invalid  friend, 
and  of  course  it  was  a  matter  of  common  talk 
throughout  the  place  that  the  dethroned  Emperor 
was  then  staying  there.  I  had,  however,  no 
expectation  of  meeting  Dom  Pedro,  and  certainly 
had  no  inclination  to  press  myself  on  his  notice. 
But  the  whole  story  of  his  reign  and  of  its 
sudden  close  had  always  been  to  me  a  subject  of 
deep  interest,  and  I  was,  I  hope  not  unpardonably, 
gratified  when  a  Londoner  of  my  acquaintance 
who  was  then  on  a  visit  to  Cannes  told  me 
that  he  would  present  me  to  the  Imperial  exile. 
He  assured  me  that  the  Emperor  was  always 
anxious  to  have  an  opportunity  of  conversing 
with  any  one  who  had  taken  a  part  in  political 
movements  or  in  literature,  art,  or  science.  Thus 
encouraged  I  accepted  the  invitation,  and  I  soon 
found  that  my  London  friend  was  well  qualified 
to  offer  me  such  an  introduction.  Under  his 
escort  I  went  to  see  the  Emperor  several  times 
and  had  some  conversations  with  him  in  which 
he  showed  himself  most  gracious  and  genial.  The 
Emperor  impressed  me  by  the  dignity  and  the 
sweetness  of  his  manner  and  by  the  seemingly 
unconscious  ease  with  which  he  talked  to  put 
his  visitors  at  their  ease.  He  showed  a  quick 
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and  bright  interest  in  all  the  subjects  then  occu- 
pying the  mind  of  the  English  public,  and  con- 
versed with  much  appreciation  about  political 
parties  and  statesmen.  He  offered  frankly  his  own 
estimate  of  this  or  that  conspicuous  personage,  and 
was  anxious  to  supplement  his  knowledge  by  any 
information  which  could  be  had  from  one  taking 
part  in  public  affairs.  He  asked  many  keen,  in- 
telligent questions,  and  it  need  hardly  be  said  that 
a  man  can  never  manifest  more  effectively  his 
understanding  of  a  subject  than  by  the  questions 
which  he  asks  of  those  who  have  come  fresh 
from  the  scene  of  recent  movements.  I  was 
surprised  as  well  as  pleased  to  find  how  much 
Dom  Pedro  knew  of  English  public  affairs — 
surprised  because  he  had  lived  so  long  removed 
from  our  merely  local  interests  and  never,  so  far 
as  I  knew,  had  had  much  opportunity  of  making 
himself  personally  acquainted  with  English  public 
life  and  the  figures  which  move  across  its 
field.  But  the  talk  was  for  the  most  part  about 
letters  and  art  and  the  progress  of  popular  edu- 
cation. 

Dom  Pedro  had  many  questions  to  ask  concern- 
ing the  promising  and  prominent  new-comers  in 
literature  and  in  art,  about  the  latest  novelist  or 
poet  who  had  made  some  mark ;  about  any 
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new  school  of  painters  which  might  be  challenging 
attention  ;  and  about  the  manner  in  which  education 
was  spreading  among  the  people  of  the  British 
Islands.  From  much  that  he  said  to  me,  although 
it  did  not  bear  directly  on  any  such  subject,  I 
could  not  help  forming  the  fancy  that  the  exiled 
Emperor  must  have  felt  a  certain  relief  in  the 
freedom  given  to  him  by  his  exile,  and  must  have 
found  it  a  gratifying  change  to  be  released  from 
the  care  of  striving  to  maintain  an  exotic  empire 
like  that  of  Brazil.  The  longer  I  conversed  with 
him  the  more  I  came  to  marvel  at  the  curious 
decree  of  fate  which  had  set  that  quiet,  thoughtful, 
unassertive,  and  intellectual  man  to  the  rough, 
thankless,  and  hopeless  task  of  holding  that 
position  against  such  odds  and  such  difficulties. 
One  who  succeeds  to  the  highest  position  in  a 
long-established  Imperial  State  may  well  contrive, 
whatever  his  own  personal  inclinations,  to  carry 
on  adequately  and  becomingly  the  task  which  has 
been  entailed  upon  him  by  the  successful  labours 
of  his  predecessors.  But  the  whole  creation  of  the 
independent  Brazilian  Empire  went  back  only 
a  few  generations,  and  might  well  have  been  con- 
sidered, even  at  its  outset,  a  work  without  any 
natural  foundation  and  hardly  within  the  reach 
of  human  statecraft  to  make  perpetual.  The 
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conditions    of  South    America   are    not  suited    for 
the  formation  of  empires. 

As  I  spoke  with  Dom  Pedro  my  mind  went  back 
to  the  melancholy  history  of  another  American 
Empire  not  indeed  belonging  to  the  southern 
continent  but  set  up  on  a  soil  alike  exotic  and 
equally  unsuited  to  such  a  growth — the  Mexican 
Empire,  which  may  be  called  the  desperate  stroke 
of  the  great  political  gamester  Louis  Napoleon 
when  he  attempted  to  open  a  new  and  dazzling 
chapter  of  Imperialism  in  order  to  recover  his 
splendour  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  The  brave  and 
high-minded  Maximilian  of  Austria,  persuaded  and 
beguiled  by  the  Imperial  gamester,  was  the  principal 
victim  of  that  ill-fated  enterprise,  and  I  could  not 
help  thinking  how  much  more  fortunate  was  Dom 
Pedro  in  having  been  able  to  survive  the  ruin  of 
his  fallen  empire  and  to  have  some  years  at  least 
of  a  peaceful  and  honoured  life.  Dom  Pedro,  of 
course,  had  incurred  no  personal  responsibility  for 
the  foundation  of  the  South  American  Empire  ;  the 
task  had  come  down  to  him  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  succession,  and  he  did  the  best  he  could  with  it 
and  merely  failed  to  achieve,  where  it  was  beyond 
the  art  of  man  to  accomplish,  success.  When  the 
Brazilian  revolution  overthrew  the  Empire  and 
sent  Dom  Pedro  into  exile,  Brazil  established 
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for  herself  a  republican  system  modelled  as  nearly 
as  possible  after  the  exact  pattern  of  the  republic 
created  by  the  United  States,  with  its  President 
elected  at  precise  intervals,  its  senate,  its  House  of 
Representatives,  and  all  the  other  arrangements.  It 
has  gone  on  thus  far  without  giving  much  trouble 
to  its  neighbours  or  to  the  world  in  general,  and 
without  exciting  any  particular  interest  in  western 
or  eastern  hemisphere. 

I  remember  having  heard  Englishmen  ask  at  the 
time  when  the  Brazilian  Empire  was  overthrown  by 
popular  revolution,  why  it  was  that  the  United 
States,  having  compelled  Louis  Napoleon  to  with- 
draw from  his  Imperial  enterprise  in  Mexico,  should 
never  have  interfered  with  the  progress  of  the 
Empire  in  Brazil.  If  the  Monroe  doctrine,  it  was 
asked,  applied  to  the  Empire  started  by  Louis 
Napoleon  in  Mexico,  why  did  it  not  also  apply  to 
the  Empire  inherited  by  Dom  Pedro  in  Brazil? 
The  answer  is  very  plain.  One  of  the  conditions 
of  the  Monroe  doctrine  is  that  no  European 
Sovereign  shall  set  up  an  empire  on  American  soil 
against  the  national  wish  of  the  population  to  be 
Imperialised.  At  the  time  when  Brazil  was  con- 
verted into  an  Empire  the  country  had  long  been 
an  appanage  of  the  Portuguese  crown,  and  when 
Portuguese  princes  took  refuge  there  from  the  in- 
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vading  enterprises  of  the  first  Napoleon  the 
Brazilian  population  made  no  objection,  and 
probably  felt  none,  to  the  merely  nominal  change 
which  converted  the  country  into  an  Empire.  I 
am  not  able  to  form  any  estimate  as  to  the  right- 
fulness  of  the  cause  which  was  represented  by  the 
Brazilian  revolution,  but  it  is  quite  clear  that  the 
people  of  Brazil  had  by  that  time  come  to  the 
conviction  that  they  could  get  on  better  wi'th  a 
Republic  than  with  an  Empire,  and  nothing  that 
has  happened  since  shows  that  they  yearn  for  a 
restoration  of  the  Imperial  system.  The  Monroe 
doctrine,  therefore,  was  in  nowise  affected  by  the 
setting  up  or  the  maintenance  of  the  Empire  in 
Brazil  any  more  than  it  is  affected  now  by  the  fact 
that  Canada  is  a  dominion  of  the  British  Empire. 
I  need  hardly  say  that  I  did  not  start  this  subject  in 
any  of  the  conversations  which  I  had  with  the 
deposed  Emperor  of  Brazil,  and  I  only  mention  it 
now  for  the  reason  that  it  formed  one  of  the 
thoughts  then  passing  through  my  mind  and 
made  me  contrast  the  happy  relief  given  by  fortune 
to  Dom  Pedro  with  the  stroke  of  fate  which  had 
prematurely  closed  the  career  of  the  gallant 
Maximilian. 

The   Emperor  and  Empress  were  both  fond  of 
travel,  and  had  gone  about  the  world  a  good  deal 
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even  while  the  Empire  of  Brazil  was  still  a  flourish- 
ing institution.  In  the  summer  of  1871  the 
Emperor  and  Empress  paid  a  visit  to  London 
during  the  course  of  their  prolonged  tour  through 
Europe.  The  Imperial  visitors  made  it  their 
pleasure  to  see  everything  in  London  which  helped 
to  illustrate  the  life  of  the  people,  and  to  become 
personally  acquainted  with  every  spot  which  had 
historic,  literary,  or  artistic  interest.  They  lived 
quietly  at  Clarfdge's  Hotel  and  did  not  go  in  much 
for  Court  ceremonial,  but  there  was  one  great 
occasion  when  the  Emperor  expressed  himself  as 
gratified  beyond  measure  by  the  action  of  the  late 
Queen  Victoria,  who  conferred  upon  him  the  Order 
of  the  Garter.  Queen  Victoria  showed  the  Emperor 
and  Empress  great  attention  and  kindness  while 
they  were  in  England,  and  every  one  who  was 
brought  into  association  with  them  seems  to 
have  been  impressed  by  the  intelligent  interest 
they  manifested  in  the  historical  monuments  and 
memorials  of  English  life.  The  Emperor  had 
during  his  'reign  proved  himself  to  be  a  man  of 
progressive  mind,  and  had  done  much  to  forward 
every  educational  and  philanthropic  movement  in 
the  country  which  he  was  doing  his  best  to  govern. 
I  can  well  remember  that  a  certain  sensation  was 
created  when  the  Emperor  and  Empress  were  in 
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London  by  the  fact  that  the  Emperor  spent  great 
part  of  a  day  in  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas  while 
the  hearing  of  the  famous  Tichborne  case  was 
going  on.  The  Tichborne  case  has  long  since  that 
time  vanished  almost  entirely  out  of  public  memory, 
but  it  was  then  and  for  long  after  an  absorbing 
topic  of  interest.  No  trial  which  has  gone  on  in 
this  country  in  my  recollection  ever  created  any- 
thing like  the  amount  of  curiosity,  excitement, 
controversy,  and  wonder  aroused  by  the  audacious 
claims  of  the  self-styled  Sir  Roger  Tichborne. 
There  were  some,  I  can  well  recollect,  who  thought 
it  rather  undignified  on  the  part  of  a  crowned 
Emperor  to  manifest  any  -interest  in  such  a  pro- 
ceeding, but  the  general  feeling  was  that  he  could 
not  have  better  proved  the  comprehensive  activity 
of  his  intelligence  than  by  thus  availing  himself  of 
the  opportunity  for  a  study  of  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  cases  ever  tried  in  an  English  court  of 
law.  The  Emperor  had  the  good  fortune  to  come 
in  for  a  brilliant  illustration  of  the  processes  of 
cross-examination  applied  to  the  Tichborne  claimant 
by  Sir  John  (afterwards  Lord)  Coleridge.  Haroun- 
al-Raschid  himself  might  have  thought  his  time  well 
spent  if  he  could  have  been  present  on  such  an 
occasion  as  that  secured  by  the  Emperor  of 
Brazil. 
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I  am  wandering  somewhat  out  of  the  range  of 
the  Sixties,  to  which  these  pages  are  dedicated,  but 
when  one  studies  the  portrait  of  an  eminent 
personage  he  is  not  likely  to  keep  his  thoughts 
confined  altogether  to  the  precise  period  at  which 
the  picture  was  taken.  I  may  say  that  the  portrait 
of  the  Emperor  set  out  in  this  chapter  does  not,  and 
of  course  could  not,  represent  him  as  I  saw  him  at 
Cannes  nearly  twenty  years  after.  The  Emperor 
when  I  first  came  into  his  presence  was  looking 
rather  older  than  even  his  years  would  have 
warranted,  for  his  white  hair  and  somewhat 
melancholy  gravity  of  expression  gave  one  the 
idea  of  a  man  whose  life  was  drawing  to  a  close 
by  the  accumulation  of  years.  The  Emperor  was 
almost  exactly  sixty-six  years  old  when  he  died  in 
Paris  not  much  more  than  a  year  after  I  saw  him  at 
Cannes.  We  do  not  in  our  days  regard  such  a  life 
as  one  that  has  reached  its  natural  length,  but  the 
Emperor  of  Brazil  had  lived  much  in  his  time,  and 
when  I  saw  him  seemed  to  be  already  standing 
within  the  shadow  of  the  approaching  end.  The 
task  which  had  devolved  upon  him  was  probably 
beyond  the  strength  of  any  statesman.  Dom  Pedro 
conducted  his  reign  on  high  and  liberal  principles 
and  won  for  himself  the  approval  of  the  world  in 
general,  but  there  are  countries  in  which  an  Empire 
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is  not  destined  to  hold  sway  for  long,  and  the  con- 
ditions surrounding  and  controlling  Brazil  could 
hardly  have  been  favourable  to  the  endurance  of  an 
Imperial  system  transplanted  from  the  old  countries 
across  the  ocean. 

The  Emperor  of  Brazil  succeeded  to  a  crown,  but 
when  he  had  lost  it  gave  up  the  game  quietly  and 
never  made  the  slightest  attempt  to  recover  the 
precarious  possession.  Don  Carlos  of  Spain,  whose 
portrait  also  belongs  to  this  chapter,  represents  the 
story  of  a  struggle  carried  on  through  generations, 
of  a  claim  never  resigned  or  renounced  but  asserted 
and  maintained  against  the  most  overwhelming 
difficulties,  sometimes  carried  to  the  verge  of 
success,  and  still  regarded  with  faith  and  hope 
by  its  acknowledged  representatives  and  their 
devoted  followers.  The  living  Don  Carlos,  whose 
portrait  here  was  taken  during  the  early  Sixties,  is 
still  looked  up  to  by  many  as  the  legitimate 
Sovereign  of  Spain,  and  reckons  for  much  more 
than  a  mere  cipher  when  forces  have  to  be  counted 
in  the  event  of  political  convulsions  in  the 
south-west  of  the  European  continent.  During 
the  troubles  following  the  great  war  between  France 
and  Prussia  in  1870  and  the  fall  of  the  French 
Empire,  when  the  destinies  of  Spain  seemed  to 
flicker  for  a  while  between  Legitimacy  and 
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Republicanism,  Don  Carlos  boldly  appeared  in 
the  field  as  Charles  VII.,  and  maintained  himself 
for  a  considerable  time  in  the  northern  part  of  the 
peninsula.  We  can  all  remember  that  there  were 
intervals  during  that  stormy  time  when  the  chances 
seemed  great  that  the  Carlist  movement  might  hold 
its  own  and  that  the  representative  of  Legitimacy 
might  come  to  be  recognised  as  the  reigning 
Sovereign  of  Spain.  The  movement  failed  then 
as  it  had  failed  before,  but  even  yet,  if  at  any 
moment  some  political  upheaval  should  be 
threatened  in  Spain,  the  first  question  in  the  mind 
of  the  observer  is  whether  the  crisis  may  not  after 
all  be  fraught  with  the  possibility  of  a  restoration 
for  Don  Carlos.  Many  European  countries  have 
still  shadowy  claimants  to  royalty  whom  their  fol- 
lowers would  fain  regard  as  substantial  disputants 
for  the  crown,  but  whom  the  outer  world  looks 
upon  as  mere  spectral  curiosities.  Many  of  us  can 
remember  how  the  streets  of  West  End  London 
were  often  visited  by  a  singular  and  picturesque 
looking  personage  who  was  supposed  to  insist  upon 
his  claims  as  the  last  of  the  legitimate  Stuarts  of  the 
English  succession.  But  the  regions  of  Piccadilly 
and  St.  James's  Street  and  the  Parks  did  not  con- 
cern themselves  much  about  the  nature  of  his 
pretensions,  and  only  regarded  him  with  much  the 
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same  kind  of  curiosity  as  might  have  been  given  to 
the  leading  figure  in  the  recent  Agapemone  scandal. 
We  all  know  that  there  is  to  this  day  a  certain 
number  of  educated  Englishmen  and  Englishwomen 
who  do  homage  to  a  Bavarian  Princess  as  the 
genuine  and  legitimate  Sovereign  of  England.  But 
Don  Carlos  has  not  even  yet  come  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  mere  shadow  among  the  shadows  of  a 
past  Legitimacy.  He  still  is  an  actual  influence  ; 
his  name  might  still  become  a  name  to  conjure 
with  if  any  unexpected  crisis  were  to  arise  in  the 
affairs  of  Spain,  and  even  the  most  practical 
politicians  cannot  fail  to  take  account  of  his  possible 
influence.  His  son  and  heir,  Don  Jaime,  now  holds 
rank  in  the  Russian  army,  and  of  him  I  have  some 
distinct  and  interesting  personal  recollections. 
Many  years  ago,  when  he  was  still  only  a  boy,  I 
had  the  honour  of  spending  some  days  in  his  com- 
pany at  an  English  country  house.  The  house  was 
the  home  of  an  English  nobleman  highly  esteemed 
by  all  who  knew  him,  and  who  might  have  taken  a 
conspicuous  place  in  public  affairs  if  he  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  devote  himself  to  political  life.  Our 
host  belonged  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  was  a 
strong  believer  in  the  principle  of  Divine  right  and 
the  cause  of  legitimate  Sovereignty.  The  guests  at 
his  country  house  during  my  visit  were  but  three 
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in  number.  I  think  they  made  up  a  somewhat 
peculiar  company.  Don  Jamie  was  one  ;  a  distin- 
guished Jesuit  was  another  ;  and  I,  who  at  that  time 
held  an  official  position  among  the  Irish  Home 
Rulers  led  by  Mr.  Parnell  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, was  the  third.  We  had  many  delightful 
walks  and  drives  together  and  interesting  conver- 
sations at  dinner  under  the  inspiration  of  our 
intellectual  and  brilliant  host,  and  that  visit  con- 
stituted an  event  in  my  life  the  memory  of  which 
is  not  likely  to  pass  away.  The  fact  that  Don 
Jaime  holds  a  commission  in  the  Russian  army  is 
all  the  more  remarkable  because  the  nearest 
living  representative  of  the  great  Napoleon's 
family  is  also  in  the  military  service  of  the 
Emperor  of  Russia.  I  have  only  seen  Don  Jaime 
once  since  that  far-off  meeting  in  the  English 
country  house,  and  I  do  not  suppose  that  if  I  were 
to  see  him  now  I  should  be  able  to  trace  much 
likeness  to  the  boy  whom  I  so  well  remember. 

The  living  Don  Carlos  has  had  an  active  time 
of  it  since  the  days  of  the  Sixties.  The  struggle 
which  he  carried  on  in  Spain,  beginning  during  the 
life  of  the  short-lived  republic,  is  still  described  as 
the  Four  Years'  War,  and  only  came  to  an  end 
in  1876.  Then  Don  Carlos  set  out  on  a  course 
of  travel,  passed  through  France  to  England,  spent 
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some  time  in  London,  where  his  tall  and  stately 
figure  and  handsome,  dignified  face  were  greatly 
admired,  and  made  a  tour  in  the  United  States 
and  Mexico.  Having  no  taste  for  a  life  of  ease, 
he  took  service  with  the  Russian  army  in  Turkey 
during  the  war  of  1877  and  led  a  brilliant  charge 
at  Plevna  for  which  he  was  rewarded  with  a  special 
decoration  by  the  Russian  Emperor.  Since  then 
he  has  visited  India,  and  more  lately  still  made 
a  tour  through  South  America.  Don  Carlos  cer- 
tainly must  be  admitted  to  have  made  the  very 
most  of  his  time  and  his  opportunities  in  the  active 
work  of  life.  It  used  to  be  said  during  the  Sixties 
of  the  late  Prince  Napoleon,  whose  love  of 
yachting  and  travel  carried  him  through  every 
accessible  part  of  the  world,  that  if  everything 
else  should  fail  him  he  could  at  all  events  set  up 
as  a  teacher  of  geography.  But  although  I  do  not 
by  any  means  believe  the  common  reports  which 
long  prevailed  about  Prince  Napoleon's  want  of 
courage,  it  is  certain  that  he  did  not  seek  for  and 
obtain  so  many  personal  opportunities  of.  studying 
the  business  of  war  as  those  which  have  come  to 
the  lot  of  Don  Carlos. 

It  must  not  be  forgotten  that  Don  Carlos  might, 
if  he  thought  fit,  claim  to  be  regarded  as  the  living 
representative  of  the  House  of  Bourbon  in  France. 
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Indeed,    there    is    still    an    ever-reviving    interest 
among    those    who    study    dynastic    complications 
as  to  the  possibility  of  some  crisis  arising  in  the 
affairs  of   France  which    might  tempt  the   Legiti- 
mists to  make  a  new  effort  and  put  forward  Don 
Carlos    as  the  representative    of  their  claims.     It 
is    quite  certain   that  at  more  than  one  season  of 
political  commotion  in  France  some  of  the  devoted 
Legitimists    made  approaches  to  Don  Carlos  with 
the  hope  of  inducing  him  to  put  himself  forward 
as  a  claimant  for  that  relic  of  antiquity  the  Bourbon 
Crown  of  France.      But  it  is  also  certain  that  Don 
Carlos  has  never  given  any  encouragement  to  the 
proposals    for   such    an    enterprise.     He   has    seen 
too  much  of  the  world,  he  has  taken  account  too 
closely  of  the  modern  conditions  which  prevail  over 
even   Legitimist  dynasties,  he  has  still  perhaps  too 
keen  an  eye  to  the  changing  fortunes  of  Spain  to 
be  easily  led  away  by  the  phantasies  of  the  French 
Legitimists.     There  does  not  seem  anything  in  the 
state  of  France  now  to  show  that  the  fortunes  of 
the    French     Republic    are    likely  to    bring   about 
a    crisis    which    might    offer    a    tempting    field    for 
the    intervention    even    of    the    most    enterprising 
of  the  Spanish   Bourbons.      If  Don  Carlos  should 
still    have    any    hopes    of    sovereignty,    we    may 
take    it    for    granted    that    these    hopes    will    be 


"  Crownless   Sovereignties  "      243 

associated    only  with   the    possibilities  of  his   own 
country. 

We  are  apt  to  forget  in  the  present  day  how 
deep  an  interest  the  struggles  of  rival  dynasties 
in  Spain  had  at  a  time  not  very  long  ago  for 
many  influential  Englishmen.  During  the  struggle 
between  the  Carlists  and  the  supporters  of  Queen 
Isabella  in  Spain  there  were  English  volunteers 
of  position  and  mark  who  took  an  active  part  on 
one  side  or  the  other  and  sometimes  found  them- 
selves confronted  on  the  battlefield.  I  have  a 
very  distinct  recollection  of  the  gallant  old  soldier, 
General  Sir  De  Lacy  Evans,  who  represented  West- 
minster in  the  House  of  Commons  for  many  years, 
and  made  it  part  of  his  parliamentary  work  to 
introduce  every  Session  a  motion  for  the  abolition 
of  purchase  in  the  army.  The  task  was  afterwards 
undertaken  by  Sir  George  Trevelyan,  and,  as  we 
all  remember,  was  finally  carried  to  success  by  Mr. 
Gladstone.  Sir  De  Lacy  Evans,  an  Irishman  by 
birth,  had  in  the  early  part  of  his  military  career 
been  engaged  in  the  capture  of  Washington  during 
England's  second  war  with  the  United  States,  the 
war  arising  out  of  the  controversy  concerning  the 
right  of  search.  It  used  to  be  said  that  De  Lacy 
Evans  was  strongly  opposed  to  the  destruction 
of  the  State  Library  in  Washington  which 
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aroused  so  much  hostile  criticism  throughout  the 
world.  He  took  his  share  in  the  fighting  at 
Waterloo  ;  he  commanded  a  division  in  the 
Crimean  War,  and  received  the  thanks  of  Par- 
liament for  his  services  at  the  Alma  and  during 
the  siege  of  Sebastopol,  but  that  part  of  his  career 
with  which  I  am  at  present  concerned  is  the 
episode  created  by  his  services  as  commander  of 
the  Spanish  Legion  voluntarily  raised  to  maintain 
the  cause  of  Queen  Isabella  against  the  Carlists 
during  the  Spanish  civil  wars  of  1835  and  the 
following  year  or  two.  The  story  went  that 
during  his  campaign  as  a  volunteer  supporter  of 
Queen  Isabella  he  had  the  singular  fortune  to 
capture  a  Carlist  legion  which  was  actually  com- 
manded by  a  British  peer  who  had  volunteered 
his  support  to  the  Carlist  cause.  It  seems  not 
easy  to  understand  now  how  British  soldiers 
could  have  felt  themselves  thus  drawn  into 
personal  championship  of  either  the  one  Spanish 
dynasty  or  the  other,  but  it  is  beyond  question 
that  there  were  rival  parties  created  in  England 
as  well  as  in  Spain  by  the  contending  claimants 
for  the  Spanish  crown,  although  England  did 
not  in  our  days,  as  in  the  days  of  William  III. 
and  Queen  Anne,  engage  her  whole  military 
resources  in  a  war  about  the  Spanish  succession. 
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CHAPTER   XIII 

SIR    RICHARD   AND    LADY    BURTON 

RICHARD  BURTON  was  one  of  the 
celebrities  of  the  early  Sixties.  Indeed, 
he  was  surrounded  by  the  glamour  of  an  almost 
mythical  fame  as  well  as  by  the  strong  light 
of  that  fame  which  he  had  fairly  kindled  for 
himself.  He  had  "lived  a  life  of  sturt  and 
strife,"  to  quote  the  words  of  the  famous  old 
Scottish  ballad  ;  he  had  been  soldier,  traveller, 
explorer,  had  passed  from  danger  to  danger, 
from  new  exploit  to  newer  exploit,  and  had 
observed  and  turned  to  account  everything  he 
saw.  But  even  the  wonderful  feats  he  had 
accomplished  were  not  enough  to  satisfy  his 
admirers,  and  he  was  credited  with  many  ad- 
ventures which  had  never  belonged  to  his 
career,  and  had  never  been  recorded,  described, 
or  acknowledged  by  him.  He  told  me  himself 
that  certain  episodes  had  been  thus  introduced 
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into  his  personal  history  and  continued  to  be 
narrated  as  part  of  its  wonders  although  he 
had  not  only  never  authorised  the  stories,  but 
had  even  denied  them  publicly  over  and  over 
again  .without  being  able  to  get  rid  of  them. 
He  had  served  under  Sir  Charles  Napier  in 
Scinde,  had  accomplished  his  famous  pilgrimage 
to  Mecca,  had  taken  part  in  the  Crimean 
campaign  and  gone  with  Speke  on  the  quest 
for  the  sources  of  the  Nile  before  I  came  to 
know  him.  He  had  acquired  a  full  knowledge 
of  Hindustani,  Persian,  and  Arabic.  The  leading 
passion  of  his  life  was  his  love  for  the  East. 
He  studied  many  other  languages,  as  well  as 
those  of  Asia,  and  was  a  master  of  many 
literatures. 

I  first  made  Burton's  acquaintance  during 
one  of  his  occasional  visits  to  London,  where 
I  had  then  settled  down  to  a  life  of  literature 
and  journalism.  I  can  well  remember  my  first 
meeting  with  him.  There  was  a  sort  of  club 
made  up  of  rising  authors  and  journalists  which 
used  to  hold  its  meetings  at  a  small  hotel  in 
the  Fleet  Street  region.  It  was  like  one  of 
the  clubs  belonging  to  the  classic  days  of 
Addison  and  Steele  in  the  fact  that  it  did  not 
aspire  to  have  any  premises  of  its  own  and 
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was  content  to  have  the  shelter  of  a  room  in  an 
ordinary  hostelry  on  the  evenings  set  out  for 
its  gatherings. 

Among  the  men  whom  I  remember  in  asso- 
ciation with  that  club,  and  whose  names  still 
live  in  public  recollection,  were  George  Augustus 
Sala  and  William  Black ;  and  these  two  were 
of  the  company  on  the  night  when  I  first  had 
the  good  fortune  to  meet  Richard  Burton.  I 
met  him  several  times  during  that  visit  of  his 
to  London,  then  an  interval  of  several  years 
took  place,  during  which  I  saw  nothing  of 
him,  and  then,  in  days  which  do  not  belong 
to  the  Sixties,  I  renewed  my  acquaintance  with 
him  and  maintained  it  until  his  death.  During 
the  first  period  of  our  acquaintance,  the  period 
to  which  the  Portraits  from  the  Sixties  belong, 
I  knew  in  him  a  man  very  different  from  the 
Richard  Burton  I  came  to  know  in  his  later 
life.  The  Richard  Burton  whom  I  first  met 
was  exactly  the  type  of  man  one  might  have 
expected  to  meet  if  one  had  read  all  the  wonder- 
ful stories  told,  and  truly  told,  of  his  travels 
and  his  adventures.  If  you  had  set  to  work 
to  construct  out  of  your  moral  consciousness  a 
living  picture  of  the  hero  of  these  experiences 
and  exploits,  you  would  probably  have  created 
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an  eidolon  of  the  Richard  Burton  I  came  to 
know  at  the  club  in  the  Fleet  Street  region. 
Burton  then  seemed  full  qf  irrepressible  energy 
and  the  power  of  domination.  He  was  quick 
in  his  movements,  rapid  in  his  talk,  never 
wanted  for  a  word  or  an  argument,  was  impa- 
tient of  differing  opinion,  and  seemingly  could 
not  help  making  himself  the  dictator  of  any 
assembly  in  which  he  found  himself  a  centre 
figure.  His  powers  of  description  were  mar- 
vellous ;  he  could  dash  off  picturesque  phrases 
as  easily  as  another  man  could  utter  common- 
places ;  could  tell  any  number  of  good  stories 
without  ever  seeming  to  repeat  himself ;  could 
recite  a  poem  or  rattle  off  a  song,  could  flash 
out  jest  after  jest  sometimes  with  bewildering 
meanings  ;  he  was  always  perfectly  good-humoured, 
and  he  was  always  indomitably  dogmatic.  If 
he  thought  you  really  worth  arguing  with  on 
any  question  which  especially  concerned  him,  he 
would  apply  himself  to  the  argument  with  as 
much  earnestness  as  if  some  great  issue  de- 
pended on  it,  and  with  an  air  of  sublime 
superiority  which  seemed  to  imply  that  he  was 
keeping  up  the  discussion,  not  because  there 
could  be  any  doubt  as  to  the  right  side,  but 
merely  .out  of  a  kindly  resolve  to  enlighten 
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your  ignorance  whether  you  would  or  not.  It 
was  impossible  not  to  be  impressed  by  him, 
impossible  not  to  admire  him  even  if  one  had 
known  nothing  of  his  career  and  his  fame — 
supposing  such  ignorance  could  be  in  a  London 
literary  club  during  the  Sixties.  But  it  was 
impossible,  also,  not  to  be  somewhat  abashed 
by  the  supremacy  of  his  domineering  power, 
and  I  know  that  I  should  not  have  ventured 
to  dispute  with  him  even  if  he  had  asserted 
that  in  certain  parts  of  Arabia  three  angles  of 
a  triangle  were  equal  to  five  right  angles.  I 
was  so  deeply  interested  in  all  that  he  said 
and  so  delighted  and  dazzled  by  the  flash- 
lights which  he  shed  upon  us,  that  I  should 
not  have  had  the  inclination,  even  if  I  had 
the  courage,  to  gainsay  anything  uttered  by 
him,  and  was  only  too  happy  to  acquire  all 
the  knowledge  I  could,  and  listen  to  all  the 
stories  he  was  willing  to  tell. 

Then  I  lost  sight  of  Burton  altogether  for 
many  years,  and  time  went  on  and  soon  left 
the  Sixties  behind.  Meanwhile,  the  world  was 
always  hearing  something  about  Burton  and  his 
travels  and  his  doings.  He  had  written  and 
published  many  books  and  some  translations, 
and  had  occupied  himself  much  in  the  elaborate 
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preparation  of  his  own  annotated  version  of  the 
"  Arabian  Nights."  I  renewed  my  acquaintance 
with  him  during  the  later  years  of  his  life,  and 
met  him  often  at  the  houses  of  friends  in 
London.  At  that  time  I  first  had  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  Lady  Burton,  the  gifted, 
charming,  and  devoted  wife  whose  influence 
had  such  a  refining  and  ennobling  effect  on  Bur- 
ton's temper  and  manners.  I  have  never  observed 
a  more  remarkable  change  in  the  personality  of 
any  man  than  that  which  I  saw  in  the  man- 
ners and,  so  far  as  I  could  judge,  in  the  very 
nature  of  the  Richard  Burton  whom  I  knew 
in  the  Sixties.  The  genius,  the  intellectual 
power,  the  unfailing  variety  of  thought  and  ex- 
pression, the  quest  for  new  ideas  and  new  ex- 
periences— these  were  always  the  same.  But 
the  Burton  of  later  days  had  grown  kindly, 
considerate,  patient  of  other  men's  opinions, 
ready  to  put  the  best  construction  on  other 
men's  motives,  unwilling  to  wound,  though  cer- 
tainly not  afraid  to  strike,  in  defence  of  any 
cause  that  called  for  his  help.  I  could  not 
but  ascribe  this  remarkable  change  in  Burton's 
bearing  to  the  sweet  and  gentle  influence  of 
that  woman  whose  very  eyes  told  the  love  and 
devotion  which  she  felt  for  him,  and  the  tender- 
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ness  with  which  she  applied  herself  to  bring 
out  all  that  was  best  in  him.  The  favouring 
fates  were  never  more  kind  to  Burton  than 
when  they  allowed  that  devoted  woman  to  watch 
by  him  to  the  last.  I  have  many  bright  recol- 
lections of  the  Burtons  and  their  friendliness  to 
me  and  mine.  My  son  had  a  great  love  for 
the  study  of  Oriental  history,  literature,  and 
languages,  and  Sir  Richard  Burton  lent  him 
help,  as  kindly  as  it  was  precious,  in  all  his 
efforts  to  gain  something  from  the  inexhaus- 
tible treasure-houses  of  Oriental  letters.  My  son 
afterwards  worked  with  Lady  Burton  in  the 
preparation  of  a  condensed  edition  of  Burton's 
"Arabian  Nights,"  an  edition  adapted  for  the 
study  and  the  enjoyment  of  the  younger  generation. 
I  cannot  refrain  from  introducing  here  some 
mention  of  a  curious  incident  which  recalls  with 
melancholy  surroundings  the  memory  of  Lady 
Burton.  My  son  and  daughter  and  I  were 
walking  one  day  on  the  King's  Road  in 
Brighton,  when  the  figure  of  a  lady  passed 
silently  by  us.  I  did  not  see  her  face,  and 
she  passed  very  quickly,  but  my  daughter 
suddenly  stopped  and  surprised  us  with  the 
news  that  Lady  Burton  had  just  gone  by. 
Then  she  reminded  herself  and  us  that  it  could 
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not  be  Lady  Burton,  for  if  she  were  at  Brighton 
just  then  we  must  have  known  it  from  some 
friends  of  ours  who  were  also  intimate  friends 
of  the  Burtons,  and  whom  we  had  seen  that 
very  day.  If  Lady  Burton  were  in  Brighton, 
those  friends  would  never  had  failed  to  tell  us 
of  the  fact.  These  reasons  prevented  us  from 
following  the  lady,  who  soon  passed  out  of 
sight.  My  daughter  declared  that  the  woman 
who  had  passed  us  was  so  strikingly  like  Lady 
Burton  that  anybody  might  have  been  deceived 
by  the  resemblance.  On  our  way  home  we 
bought  an  evening  paper,  and  the  first  thing 
we  saw  on  opening  it  was  the  sad  news  of 
Lady  Burton's  death.  I  do  not  want  to  attach 
to  the  story  any  of  the  peculiar  significance  which 
might  have  made  it  of  special  interest  to  the 
members  of  the  society  engaged  in  psychical  re- 
search. I  do  not  regard  it  as  an  illumination 
from  the  spiritual  world.  It  was  a  strange  coin- 
cidence, and  nothing  more  but  the  coincidence 
was  strange  indeed,  and  as  such  is  worth  a 
record  in  these  pages.  We  had  not  at  the 
time  heard  anything  of  Lady  Burton's  illness, 
and  our  only  feeling  of  wonder  was  that  she 
should  have  been  in  Brighton  just  then  without 
our  having  heard  of  it,  and  that  she  should 
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have  passed  us  without  any  sign  of  recognition. 
The  reader  will  well  understand  our  feelings 
when  we  opened  the  paper  which  told  the  story 
of  her  death. 

I  have  not  known  in  my  experience  any 
other  illustration  so  impressive  of  the  influence 
which  a  noble-hearted  woman  may  exercise 
over  a  man  of  original  and  powerful  mind  as 
that  which  the  love  of  Lady  Burton  wrought 
upon  the  life  of  her  husband.  Any  one  must 
have  seen  from  the  first  that  Burton  had  a  true 
heart  and  a  noble  nature,  but  his  was  especially 
an  impulsive  spirit,  and  during  his  unmarried 
years  he  followed  the  sudden  dictates  of  his 
impulses  whither  they  led  him.  Nothing  was 
ever  said  against  him  which,  even  if  it  were 
true,  would  have  accused  him  of  more  than  a 
certain  reckless  and  eccentric  energy,  apt  to 
lead  him  into  all  manner  of  wild  enterprises 
from  the  sheer  love  of  adventure.  But  it  was 
clear  enough  that  his  over-mastering  love  for 
movement  and  action,  his  temperament  of  self- 
assertion  and  antagonism,  had  made  him  respon- 
sible for  some  undertakings  and  many  utterances 
which  were  not  worthy  of  his  genius  and  his 
better  nature.  He  loved  to  assail  the  fond 
beliefs  of  other  people  and  found  a  wild  plea- 


254         Portraits  of  the  Sixties 

sure  in  the  breaking  of  their  idols  and  the 
disturbing  of  their  beliefs.  He  loved  to  startle 
the  timid  and  shock  the  precise.  In  the  days 
when  I  first  knew  him  I  thought  him  possessed 
by  the  very  genius  of  contradiction  as  well  as 
by  the  genius  of  adventure,  and  those  who 
admired  him  most  must  often  have  felt  that 
he  was  throwing  away  his  best  faculties  in  the 
excitement  of  creating  a  sensation.  Under  the 
influence  of  Lady  Burton  the  most  complete 
change  took  place  in  these  peculiarities  of  his, 
and  he  seemed  to  be  inspired  only  by  the  de- 
sire to  seek  after  the  truth  and  the  right  in  the 
work  of  life  as  well  as  in  mere  intellectual 
speculation.  He  was  a  stronger  man  in  those 
quiet  days  when  I  knew  him  as  the  husband 
of  Lady  Burton,  and  his  intellect  appeared  to 
do  itself  more  justice  than  in  the  former  time 
when  he  was  still  living  for  himself  and  his 
impulses  alone. 

Every  one  must  have  noticed  now  and  then  how 
by  some  strange  process  of  mental  grouping  we 
come  to  associate  in  our  minds  two  totally  dif- 
ferent personalities,  unlike  in  nature  and  in  nowise 
connected  by  fate,  so  that  we  can  hardly  think  of 
the  one  without  thinking  of  the  other.  In  this  way 
I  find  myself  constantly  associating  the  Richard 


Sir  Richard  and   Lady   Burton     255 

Burton  of  my  later  meetings  with  a  man  of  very 
different  characteristics  and  a  very  different  career, 
a  man  who  was  once  famous,  but  whom  the  present 
generation    has,   I  fear,  well-nigh    forgotten.     The 
man  I  have  in  my  mind  is  Richard   Henry  Home, 
the  author  of  the  epic  poem  "  Orion,"  which  in  the 
days   of  my  early  boyhood   set   the  whole  literary 
world  aflame  with   controversy.     One  obvious  ex- 
planation  of  my  associating   Richard   Burton  with 
" Orion"   Home  might  be  found    in  the  fact  that 
during   the    later  period  of  my  acquaintance   with 
Burton  I  had  also  frequent  opportunities  of  meeting 
Home.     I   met  them  both  sometimes  at  the  same 
house,     the    house    of    my    dear   old    friend,    Dr. 
George   Bird,  of  Welbeck  Street,  who  died  some 
years   ago.      But   I    met  a   great    many  other  dis- 
tinguished   and    some    famous    men    at   Dr.    Bird's 
house  and   at  other  houses  about  the  same  time, 
and  there  is  no  one  of  these  whom  I  feel  compelled 
by  some  instinctive  force  to  associate  with   Richard 
Burton.      I    never  happened    to   hear    Burton    and 
Home  engaged    in   any  manner  of  speculative  or 
other  controversy.      Home,  to  be  sure,  was  a  sort 
of  adventurer  in  his  own  way  as  well  as  a  poet, 
for  in  his  early  days  he  had  taken  service  in  the 
Mexican    navy    and    had    his    share    in    many    sea 
fights,  and   in  later  years,   not  very  long  before  I 
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knew  him,  he  had  diversified  his  occupations  as 
a  poet  and  dramatist  by  going  out  to  Australia 
to  dig  for  gold.  But  in  my  mind,  as  in  that  of 
the  ordinary  world,  the  name  of  Home  was 
associated  only  with  that  epic  poem  of  "  Orion," 
which  he  published  defiantly  at  the  price  of  one 
farthing  a  copy  in  order  thus  to  show  his  con- 
viction that  the  British  public  would  not  rise  to 
the  payment  of  any  decent  price  for  poetry.  That 
the  light  of  genius  was  in  the  poem  I  feel  well 
convinced,  but  that  conviction  does  not  do  much 
to  explain  why  I  so  often  associate  its  author  with 
another  man  of  genius  belonging  to  a  different 
order.  Home  did  not  show  himself  to  my  ob- 
servation in  any  manner  of  contrast  with  Richard 
Burton,  for  his  manner  was  as  quiet,  modest,  and 
unasserting  as  that  of  Richard  Burton  himself  in 
the  days  when  I  saw  the  two  men  together. 
If  I  have  to  all  appearance  gone  out  of  my  way 
in  bringing  the  author  of  "  Orion  "  into  a  chapter 
which  professes  to  deal  only  with  Sir  Richard  and 
Lady  Burton  I  can  but  plead  in  my  excuse  that 
the  association  once  more  came  into  my  mind  and 
that  I  followed  it. 


CHAPTER   XIV 

TWO       PHILANTHROPISTS 

LORD  SHAFTESBURY  during  the  Sixties 
held  a  peculiar  and  distinct  position.  He 
was  at  once  a  memory  of  the  past  and  a  fresh, 
living  influence.  He  was  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable representatives  of  a  school  of  practical 
and  domestic  philanthropy  this  country  has  ever 
had.  He  had  a  heart  and  an  enterprise  for  all 
^questions  of  philanthropy,  and  had  been,  from  his 
earliest  days  of  public  life,  an  active  opponent  of 
the  slavery  system  in  whatever  region  of  the  earth 
it  was  to  be  found.  But  it  may  be  remembered 
that  at  one  time  a  certain  school  of  satirists  had 
no  easier  or  readier  theme  than  the  contrast 
between  the  zeal  of  the  professed  philanthropist 
for  the  emancipation  of  the  remote  negro  and  his 
total  indifference  to  the  utter  servitude  of  some 
honest  poor  Briton  at  home.  Lord  Shaftesbury, 
or  Lord  Ashley  as  he  was  during  the  earlier  part 
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of  his  public  career,  did  not  give  the  slightest 
excuse  for  any  such  display  of  satirical  humour. 
He  was  sincerely  concerned  for  the  welfare  of 
the  negro,  but  he  showed  a  yet  more  active 
interest  in  the  condition  of  the  British  chimney- 
sweep. He  was  devoted  to  the  propagation  of 
the  Gospel  in  foreign  parts,  but  he  made  it  at 
one  time  the  main  business  of  his  life  to  obtain 
some  opportunity  of  mental  and  moral  education 
for  the  women  and  children  employed  in  English 
factories.  From  the  very  beginning  of  his  public 
career — and  he  entered  the  House  of  Commons 
in  1826 — down  to  the  close  of  his  long  and 
honoured  life  in  1885,  he  laboured  untiringly  for 
the  benefit  of  every  movement  which  had  for  its 
object  the  improvement  of  the  condition  of  the 
working  classes. 

I  never  saw  Lord  Shaftesbury  while  he  was.  a 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  only  came 
into  any  manner  of  personal  acquaintance  with 
him  during  those  Sixties  to  which  the  portrait  in 
this  volume  belongs.  I  first  met  him  in  1864,  and 
on  a  remarkable  occasion  to  which  I  have  already 
made  reference  in  this  volume.  It  was  during  the 
visit  of  Garibaldi  to  England,  when  the  famous 
Italian  spent  some  days  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  as 
the  guest  of  Mr.  Seeley,  then  a  member  of  the 
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House  of  Commons.  Lord  Shaftesbury  was  one 
of  the  many  guests  invited  to  meet  Garibaldi.  I 
had  the  honour  -to  be  one  of  the  number,  not 
because  I  was  supposed  to  have  any  political 
association  with  the  former  Dictator  of  Sicily, 
but  because  I  was  a  writer  for  a  Radical  news- 
paper, and  I  was  glad  to  have  the  opportunity 
of  becoming  personally  acquainted  with  a  man 
about  whom  the  whole  world  was  talking  at  that 
time. 

Lord  Shaftesbury 's  manners  were  always  serious 
and  even  grave,  but  there  was  much  geniality  and 
sweetness  in  them,  and  it  was  impossible  not  to 
be  impressed  by  the  modesty  and  unvarying 
courtesy  of  his  demeanour.  I  had  heard  him 
speak  in  the  House  of  Lords  and  on  public  plat- 
forms before  that  time,  and  had  formed  the  opinion 
of  his  capacity  and  his  unselfish  public  purposes 
which  I  have  retained  ever  since.  He  was  narrow- 
minded  in  a  certain  sense  ;  that  is  to  say  he  held 
to  his  own  objects  and  his  own  ideas,  and  was  not 
easily  to  be  drawn  into  sympathy  with  purposes 
not  coming  directly  within  his  sphere.  It  used  to 
be  said  by  light-minded  critics  that  he  never  made 
a  joke  or  saw  the  point  of  one,  and  comical  stones 
used  to  be  told  about  his  frequent  misinterpretation 
of  the  jocularities  of  Lord  Palrnerston,  with  whom 
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he  had  a  family  connection  by  marriage.  My 
acquaintance  with  Lord  Shaftesbury  was  not  close 
enough  to  enable  me  to  form  an  accurate  judg- 
ment as  to  his  capacity  for  making  or  under- 
standing a  joke,  but  I  can  certainly  say  that 
neither  in  public  nor  in  private  did  I  ever  hear 
him  indulge  at  any  attempt  at  pleasantry.  I  have 
never  met  a  man  in  any  station  of  life  who  was 
more  thoroughly  courteous  in  his  manner  or  who 
seemed  to  recognise  more  fully  in  ordinary  inter- 
course that  equality  of  human  beings  which 
Rousseau  would  have  made  part  of  the  social 
code.  He  had  his  political  principles  and  he 
held  to  them,  but  he  could  never  be  counted  on 
as  an  absolute  partisan  when  any  question  arose 
which  was  not  to  be  settled  by  the  recognised 
articles  of  the  party  creed.  He  would  not  sup- 
port some  particular  measure  merely  because  it 
was  brought  in  by  the  Government  of  which  he 
was  a  regular  adherent.  He  must  see  for  himself 
whether  the  measure  was  one  deserving  his  sup- 
port on  its  own  merits,  and  only  when  he  had 
satisfied  himself  on  that  point  could  he  be  induced 
to  give  it  his  countenance  and  his  vote. 

In  one  sense  Lord  Shaftesbury  must  be  regarded 
as  a  very  advanced  reformer.  There  was  a  time 
in  English  public  life  when  the  more  progressive 
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section  of  Liberals  who  were  also  philanthropists 
and  humanitarians  differed  widely  from  him  as  to 
the  best  manner  of  promoting  the  interests  of  the 
working  classes  and  the  poor  generally.  Men  like 
Cobden  and  Bright,  thoroughly  devoted  to  the 
welfare  of  these  lowlier  classes  and  to  every 
humane  cause,  were  yet  strongly  opposed  to 
some  of  Lord  Shaftesbury's  theories  for  the  im- 
provement of  their  condition.  Lord  Shaftesbury 
was  an  advocate  for  the  intervention  of  the  State 
in  every  possible  way  by  which  the  burdens  of  the 
poor  and  the  heavily  laden  could  be  lightened. 
The  leaders  of  the  Manchester  School,  as  it  used 
to  be  called,  were  opposed  to  State  intervention 
where  it  could  possibly  be  avoided,  and  were 
accustomed  to  maintain  that  the  interference  of 
the  State,  even  when  inspired  by  the  most  bene- 
volent intentions,  would  be  likely  to  do  much  more 
harm  than  good.  The  general  belief  of  the  Man- 
chester School  was  that  through  freedom  of  action, 
so  far  as  industrial  problems  were  concerned,  men 
were  most  likely  to  achieve  in  the  end  their  own 
social  improvement  and  their  own  happiness.  That 
principle  of  freedom  which  the  Manchester  School 
applied  to  trade,  its  disciples  were  inclined  to  apply 
also  to  the  whole  social  organisation.  I  think  it 
must  be  admitted  now  that  the  principles  of  Lord 
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Shaftesbury  have,  on  the  whole,  justified  them- 
selves more  fully  by  the  teaching-  of  experience 
than  those  advocated  by  the  equally  sincere  and 
disinterested  men  who  dreaded  the  effects  of  State 
intervention. 

In  our  days  we  seem  to  have  almost  forgotten 
the  theory  at  one  time  so  earnestly  set  up  that 
great  social  reforms  can  be  best  accomplished 
without  the  direct  intervention  of  the  State. 
Lord  Shaftesbury  gave  up  the  whole  of  his 
career  as  a  social  and  industrial  reformer  to  the 
advocacy  and  enforcement  of  the  principle  which 
we  may  now  regard  as  thoroughly  established  and 
recognised.  He  and  his  leading  opponents  had 
exactly  the  same  objects  in  view,  but  he  believed 
that  many  of  these  objects  could  only  be  attained, 
or  could  best  be  attained,  through  the  intervention 
of  the  State  and  the  application  of  State  machinery, 
while  his  opponents  were  at  that  time  convinced 
that  the  true  and  final  remedy  for  industrial  and 
social  disorders  and  failures  was  to  be  found  in  the 
development  of  private  organisation  and  private 
competition.  Many  of  the  disputed  questions 
have  long  been  settled,  so  far  as  we  can  now 
see,  on  the  lines  laid  down  by  Lord  Shaftesbury, 
and  I  do  not  suppose  there  is  now  any  British 
theorist  who  believes  in  the  possibility  of  securing 
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proper  protection  for  working  men,  and  more 
especially  for  working  women  and  children,  with- 
out intervention  and  regulation  by  the  State.  I 
know  well  that  Lord  Shaftesbury  was  not  intel- 
lectually the  equal  of  some  great  Englishmen  who 
differed  from  him  on  this  subject,  but  he  made  out 
a  complete  case  for  his  own  policy,  he  carried 
the  public  entirely  with  him,  and  there  is  as 
yet  no  evidence  of  any  reaction  against  the 
principles  he  helped  so  effectively  to  establish  in 
our  social  system. 

Lord  Shaftesbury's  style  as  a  public  speaker 
was  well  suited  to  the  objects  he  had  in  view. 
He  had  none  of  the  orator's  gifts  or  graces  ;  he 
did  not  seem  to  have  a  gleam  of  poetic  imagination  ; 
and  he  had  no  sense  of  humour.  Fortunately 
for  himself  and  his  cause  the  subjects  he  had  to 
deal  with  did  not  call  for  much  appeal  to  the 
imaginative  faculties,  and  could  be  brought  home 
to  the  ordinary  mind  without  the  special  illumi- 
nation of  eloquence.  His  style  was  clear,  his 
voice  was  strong,  he  used  no  superfluous  words, 
when  he  .  was  speaking  on  one  of  his  own 
special  subjects  he  knew  precisely  what  he  wanted 
to  say,  he  never  wandered  from  his  direct  line  of 
argument,  and  he  could  hold  the  attention  of  his 
audience  to  the  last.  His  tall  form  and  expressive 
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face  were  familiar  to  the  public  of  London,  at  least 
to  that  part  of  the  public  which  attended  great 
meetings  on  philanthropic  or  religious  questions, 
and  he  was  as  ready  to  take  part  in  the  business 
of  an  assembly  in  one  of  the  poorest  and  lowest 
quarters  of  London  as  in  Exeter  Hall  or  St.  James's 
Hall,  or  any  other  of  the  great  centres  of  English 
public  life.  Indeed,  I  am  ready  to  believe  that 
Lord  Shaftesbury  found  a  greater  pleasure  in 
giving  his  services  to  one  of  the  lowlier  parts 
of  the  metropolis,  where  the  whole  success  of 
the  meeting  might  depend  upon  his  personal 
presence,  than  in  standing  on  the  platform  of 
some  great  hall  which  was  recognised  as-  the 
natural  home  of  every  commanding  demonstration. 
Lord  Shaftesbury  was  by  temperament  and 
thought  an  advanced  reformer  in  all  fields  of  public 
life  where  reform  was  needed  *  in  the  existing 
systems.  He  had  supported  Peel  in  his  measure 
for  the  introduction  of  Free  Trade  and  had  lent 
his  best  help  to  many  another  work  in  the  cause 
of  political,  industrial,  and  social  progress.  But 
he  sometimes  concerned  himself  with  side  issues, 
with  some  incidental  controversy  arising  indirectly 
out  of  a  great  public  event,  and  then  he  was  apt 
to  get  astray  in  his  arguments  and  to  make  it 
evident  that  he  was  not  quite  at  home  in  these 
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by-ways  or  unexpected  emergencies  of  living 
history.  The  truth  is  that  he  was  not  a  politician 
in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word,  but  was  above 
all  things  else  a  devoted  humanitarian.  With  the 
ordinary  contests  and  controversies  of  parliamentary 
and  political  life  he  was  really  as  little  at  home 
as  a  preacher  or  a  professional  exponent  of  science 
might  have  been.  This  was  according  to  my 
judgment  only  another  illustration  of  the  noblest 
part  of  his  character.  It  merely  proved  that  he 
had  his  own  work  to  do,  which  he  thoroughly 
understood  and  to  which  he  was  absolutely  devoted, 
and  that  if  he  allowed  himself  to  be  drawn  suddenly 
into  any  other  kind  of  work  he  was  almost 
certain  to  find  himself  out  of  his  element  and  to 
make  the  fact  plain.  No  doubt  it  would  have  been 
better  still  if  he  had  never  allowed  himself  to 
be  tempted  thus  out  of  his  own  self-chosen  course, 
but  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  occasional 
mistakes  he  made — and  they  were  not  many- 
were  of  interest  and  of  value  to  impartial  observers 
of  his  career  because  they  showed  how  entirely 
he  had  absorbed  his  intellect  and  his  energies 
in  that  wide-spreading  homogeneous  order  of 
philanthropic  work  with  which  his  name  must  ever 
be  associated.  His  fame  is  to  be  found  in  his 
well-earned  title  to  have  his  name  written,  like 
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the  hero  of  Leigh   Hunt's  poem,   as  that  of  "  one 
who  loved  his  fellow-men." 

I  have  heard  and  read  many  anecdotes  of 
Lord  Shaftesbury's  ready  and  unvarying  kindness 
and  courtesy  of  manner.  I  remember  one  little 
incident  within  my  own  personal  experience 
which  has  never  been  published  before,  and 
is  so  characteristic  of  the  man  as  to  deserve  a 
place  in  this  tribute  to  his  memory.  Only  a  year 
or  two  before  Lord  Shaftesbury's  death  I  was 
walking  with  a  relative — a  little  girl — in  Bond  Street 
one  day.  She  was  holding  in  her  hand  a  letter 
from  a  young  school  friend  of  hers  and  was 
reading  it  as  she  went  along.  Some  acquaintance 
met  me  and  I  stopped  to  exchange  a  few  words 
writh  him  while  she  walked  slowly  on  still  reading 
her  letter  as  she  made  her  way  through  the 
crowded  street.  Suddenly  a  gust  of  wind  blew 
the  letter  out  of  her  hand  and  tossed  it  into  the 
road.  The  child  was  about  to  rush  after  it,  heedless 
of  passing  carriages  and  cabs,  when  a  gentleman 
with  tall,  commanding  figure  and  grey  hair  stopped 
her  in  her  rash  course,  went  himself  into  the  middle 
of  the  road,  captured  the  flying  letter,  and  brought 
it  back  to  her  with  a  sweet  smile  and  a  gracious 
bow.  I  came  up  at  the  moment,  recognised 
Lord  Shaftesbury  and  offered  my  tribute  of  thanks 
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to  him ;  we  exchanged  some  words  of  greeting 
and  my  niece  received  his  kindly  notice.  She 
has  ever  since  felt  pardonably  proud  of  this 
voluntary  service  rendered  to  her  with  such 
characteristic  kindness  by  the  great  philanthropic 
peer. 

The  name  of  George  Peabody,  whose  portrait 
appears  in  this  chapter,  is  fairly  entitled  to  be 
associated  with  that  of  Lord  Shaftesbury.  It  may 
perhaps  be  necessary  to  tell  some  of  my  readers 
that  George  Peabody  was  an  American  by  birth 
and  bringing  up  who  made  a  fortune  after  years 
of  hard  and  varied  struggle  and  then  came  to  settle 
in  London.  He  devoted  himself  to  a  life  of  good 
works,  and  especially  to  improving  the  condition 
of  the  working  classes,  and  providing  them  with 
habitations  where  the  .decencies  as  well  as  some 
of  the  comforts  of  life  could  be  maintained  and 
the  hideous  moral  and  physical  evils  of  squalor 
and  overcrowding  could  be  mitigated.  It  did  not 
enter  into  Peabody's  hopes  that  any  complete 
reformation  in  the  system  of  overcrowding  could 
be  accomplished  by  the  efforts  of  an  individual, 
however  humane,  generous  and  rich,  or  even  by 
the  efforts  of  one  generation.  His  object 
was  to  set  up  a  substantial  and,  if  I  may  thus 
put  it,  a  monumental  example  for  the  work  of  other 
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philanthropists,  other  millionaires,  and  coming  gene- 
rations. 

In  the  early  Sixties  Peabody  began  his  operations 
for  improving  the  condition  of  the  London  poor 
and  especially  the  hard-working  population.  For 
this  purpose  he  contributed  altogether  about  half  a 
million  Stirling.  The  millionaires  of  that  time  had 
not  yet  reached  to  anything  like  the  mass  of  wealth 
owned  by  their  successors  of  the  present  day,  and 
Mr.  Peabody 's  contributions  were  regarded  as  gifts 
of  unexampled  munificence.  The  principal  purpose 
Peabody  had  in  view  was  to  provide  better 
dwellings  for  the  working  classes  and  the  poor 
generally,  and  the  first  block  of  these  buildings, 
known  then  and  now  as  the  u  Peabody  Dwellings," 
was  opened  in  Spitalfields  in  February,  1864. 
Other  blocks  of  "  Peabody  Dwellings  "  were  built 
and  opened  soon  after  in  Bermondsey,  Islington, 
Chelsea  and  other  populous  regions  of  London. 
In  these  great  structures,  which  were  all  properly 
ventilated  and  made  in  every  way  suitable  for 
human  habitation,  sets  of  rooms  were  allotted  at 
very  moderate  prices  to  poor  families  who  could 
bring  recommendations  as  to  their  good  character, 
and  every  set  of  rooms  was  a  complete  home  in 
itself.  I  cannot  compel  myself  to  say  that  these 
huge,  barrack-like  erections  were  positively  orna- 
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mental  to  the  quarters  of  the  metropolis  in  which 
they  were  set  up,  but  Mr.  Peabody  did  not  claim 
to  be  the  pioneer  of  a  new  artistic  or  aesthetic 
movement,  and  I  do  not  know  that  the  "  Peabody 
Dwellings  "  were  in  any  way  less  attractive  to  the 
eyes  of  the  artist  than  most  of  the  vast  and  magni- 
ficent piles  of  building  erected  in  New  York  City 
for  the  accommodation  of  the  rich.  Many  objections, 
reasonable  enough  in  themselves,  were  made  to  the 
whole  principle  of  the  "  Peabody  Dwellings "  on 
the  ground  that  it  is  not  desirable  to  have  a  great 
mass  of  human  beings  pent  up  within  the  four  walls 
of  one  immense  structure  no  matter  how  carefully 
and  with  what  regard  to  sanitation  the  interior  of 
the  structure  may  be  divided  into  separate  homes. 
Some,  it  was  urged,  of  the  evils  moral  and  physical 
of  overcrowding  must  be  brought  about  by  the 
mere  fact  that  so  many  human  creatures  are  thus 
domiciled  within  one  vast  barrack. 

Undoubtedly  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said  for 
this  point  of  view,  and  no  one  will  deny  that  it 
would  be  much  better  and  happier  for  the  working 
classes  if  each  family  could  have  a  separate  cottage 
surrounded  by  a  neat  garden  in  a  healthy  suburb 
outside  the  range  of  London  smoke  and  fog.  But 
at  that  time  no  practical  efforts  had  been  made 
to  provide  ready  means  of  access  to  and  from  the 
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country,  for  working  men  who  had  to  perform  their 
daily  toil  in  London.  The  system  of  working 
men's  trains  had  not  yet  come  into  operation.  Mr. 
Balfour  expressed  a  hope  not  long  since  that  the 
motor  might  soon  be  the  common  means  of  convey- 
ing the  London  working  man  to  and  from  his 
home  in  the  rural  suburbs  and  would  thus  settle  one 
great  question  about  the  housing  of  the  poor.  But 
in  the  days  when  the  "  Peabody  Dwellings  "  began 
to  be  occupied  the  motor  had  not  come  into 
existence,  or  the  bicycle  as  we  now  know  it.  Its 
precursor  was  the  velocipede,  a  ponderous  and 
costly  machine  which  as  yet  was  only  the  luxury  of 
men  who  had  money  to  spend,  and  was  regarded 
with  favour  by  very  few  of  these.  Somewhere 
about  the  time  with  which  I  am  now  dealing  I 
have  a  distinct  recollection  that  the  late  Lord 
Sherbrooke  (then  Robert  Lowe)  was  regarded  as  a 
very  eccentric  person  because  he  sometimes  rode 
to  the  House  -  of  Commons  on  his  velocipede. 
Therefore  the  prospect  which  Mr.  Balfour  looks 
forward  to  hopefully  had  not  dawned  upon  Mr. 
Peabody  when  he  began  his  scheme  for  the  erection 
of  working-men's  habitations,  and  it  was  for  the  most 
part  only  a  question  whether  the  decent  working 
man  should  with  his  family  occupy  a  well-ventilated 
and  well-provided  set  of  rooms  in  a  "  Peabody 
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Dwelling  "  or  stow  himself,  his  wife  and  children  in 
some  filthy,  overcrowded  tenement  house  in  one  of 
the  worst  quarters  of  London.  The  idea  of 
"Garden  Cities"  had  not  yet  entered  the  mind  of 
even  the  most  far-seeing  philanthropist,  •  and  Mr. 
Peabody's  beneficent  enterprise  was  thought  by 
many  an  heroic  innovation.  Peabody  only 
regarded  his  dwellings  as  the  first  effort  made  in 
the  new  direction  and  was  well  satisfied  to  have  set 
a  movement  going  which  would  be  sure  to  have 
imitators,  and  to  bring  about  a  new  condition  of 
things  for  the  poor  of  London  and  other  great 
cities.  He  may  be  safely  credited  with  having  thus 
opened  a  fresh  chapter  in  the  great  history  of  the 
work  undertaken  with  the  object  of  providing 
decent  homes  for  those  of  our  population  and  of  all 
other  populations  who  live  by  the  labour  of  their 
hands.  Since  his  time  we  have  had  the  dwellings 
called  into  existence  by  Lord  Rowton  and  bearing 
his  name,  and  many  other  benevolent  enterprises 
of  the  same  order.  The  whole  movement  which 
now  sets  us  thinking  of  "  Garden  Cities" — a  move- 
ment aiming  at  the  benefit  of  all  classes — may  be 
said  to  have  had  its  origin  in  the  appeal  made  to 
public  feeling  when  George  Peabody  began  to  put 
his  humane,  benevolent  and  enlightened  ideas  into 
practice.  Queen  Victoria  took  a  deep  interest  in 
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Peabody's  projects,  and  sent  him  an  autograph 
letter  with  her  portrait  in  miniature  and  an  inscrip- 
tion saying  it  was  sent  by  the  Queen  ''to  the 
benefactor  of  the  poor  of  London."  The  Prince 
of  Wales  (now  King  Edward  VII.)  unveiled  a 
statue  of  Peabody  at  the  Royal  Exchange,  and 
when  Peabody  died  in  1869  there  was  a  funeral 
service  for  him  at  Westminster  Abbey.  I  ought 
to  say  that  during  his  life  Peabody  was  offered  a 
baronetcy,  but  declined  to  accept  any  title.  I 
have  dwelt  altogether  thus  far  on  his  efforts  to 
provide  decent  homes  for  the  poor,  but  he  was 
also  a  liberal  giver  to  every  public  object,  includ- 
ing Arctic  expeditions,  which  belonged  to  the 
domain  of  education  and  practical  philanthropy. 
We  have  had  so  much  splendid  work  done  by 
millionaires,  native  and  foreign,  during  later  years 
that  I  am  afraid  the  beneficent  enterprises  of 
George  Peabody  have  been  fading  out  of  public 
recollection.  I  think  this  is  exactly  what  George 
Peabody  would  himself  have  desired,  for  it 
would  have  much  gratified  his  generous  and 
unselfish  nature  to  know  that  other  men  had 
followed  his  example  with  such  splendid  effect 
as  to  outshine  the  lustre  of  his  charitable  deeds. 
I  had  a  curious  illustration  not  long  ago  of  the 
manner  in  which  the  benefactor  of  one  generation 
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may  be  forgotten  even  by  men  who  take  an  active 
part  in  the  business  of  the  generation  that  comes 
later.  I  was  talking  with  a  Londoner  who  is  well 
acquainted  with  the  public  life  and  the  public  men 
of  the  present  day,  and  to  whom  I  should  naturally 
turn  for  information  if  I  wanted  to  know  what 
subjects  were  now  occupying  the  attention  of 
metropolitan  circles.  The  talk  turned  on  some  of 
the  lofty  piles  of  flats  which  are  rising  in  London, 
and  I  asked  him  whether  one  of  the  newest  of 
these,  a  building  I  had  not  seen,  did  not  bear  some 
resemblance  to  the  "  Peabody  Dwellings."  The 
name  did  not  seem  to  carry  any  clear  idea  to  his 
mind,  and  I  explained  that  I  was  speaking  of  the 
houses  erected  by  George  Peabody  the  millionaire. 
Then  he  said,  as  if  some  light  were  coming  on  him, 
"No  not  in  the  least  like  that — you  mean  that 
great  big  house  erected  long  ago  in  Kensington— 
but  I  don't  think  the  name  was  Peabody."  Some 
further  talk  showed  that  he  had  forgotten  all  about 
George  Peabody  and  thought  I  was  referring  to  the 
great  house  built  by  the  once  famous  Baron  Grant, 
whose  career  did  not  in  the  least  resemble  that  of 
the  American  philanthropist.  My  friend,  to  be 
sure,  was  not  of  the  elder  generation,  but  it  was 
none  the  less  strange  to  me  that  he  had  forgotten 
George  Peabody  and  remembered  Baron  Grant. 

'9 


CHAPTER   XV 

RUSKIN    AND    THE    PRE-RAPHAELITES 

JOHN  RUSKIN  was  one  of  the  great  in- 
tellectual forces  of  the  Sixties.  His  influence 
was  in  its  way  as  strong,  far-reaching,  and  pene- 
trating as  that  of  Carlyle,  Dickens,  or  Tennyson. 
But  there  always  seemed  to  be  this  peculiarity 
about  Ruskin's  dominion  over  his  public — it  was 
the  power  of  an  intellectual  influence  merely  and 
not  of  a  man.  The  general  public  never  saw  any- 
thing of  the  living  Ruskin.  He  seldom,  if  ever, 
attended  a  public  meeting,  or  was  a  guest  at 
public  banquets  ;  he  never  unveiled  any  memorial 
statue  and  delivered  a  discourse  thereon ;  he  was 
never,  so  far  as  I  can  remember,  seen  in  the 
boxes  or  the  stalls  on  the  first  night  of  some 
great  theatrical  performance.  I  can  remember  one 
time,  when  the  British  Association  or  the  Social 
Science  Association — I  am  not  certain  now  which 
it  was  of  these  two  learned  bodies — was  holding 
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its  annual  session,  and  we  were  all  delighted  by 
the  announcement  that  a  paper  was  to  be  read 
by  Mr.  Ruskin.  I  was  among  the  eagerly  ex- 
pectant audience,  but  I  was  doomed  like  all  the 
rest  to  disappointment,  for  Mr.  Ruskin  did  not 
present  himself  to  the  meeting,  and  his  paper 
was  read  for  him  in  his  absence.  Of  course  the 
paper  was  well  worth  hearing,  and  well  worth 
going  a  long  distance  to  hear.  But  we  could  all 
read  it  in  the  newspapers,  and  what  we  especially 
wanted  was  to  hear  it  read  by  Mr.  Ruskin  himself. 
That  was,  I  think,  the  only  occasion  when  I  was 
promised  an  opportunity  of  hearing  Ruskin  speak 
in  public,  and  even  at  that  time  I  was  much  more 
in  the  way  of  listening  to  great  men  in  distinguished 
assemblies  than  many  or  most  of  my  fellow-subjects. 
The  Londoner  had  many  a  chance  of  seeing 
Carlyle  or  Tennyson,  Dickens  or  Thackeray,  and 
he  had  only  to  walk  to  Palace  Yard  on  any  day 
when  Parliament  was  sitting  if  he  wanted  to  get 
a  sight  of  Palmerston  or  Gladstone  or  Disraeli. 
But  Ruskin's  was  not  a  familiar  figure  in  the 
streets  or  parks  of  London.  He  did  not  spend 
much  of  his  time  in  the  metropolis,  and  even 
when  he  spent  any  time  there,  the  ordinary  world 
knew  nothing  of  his  presence,  and  his  photograph 
was  not  familiar  in  the  windows  of  the  picture 
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shops.  One  could  hardly  enter  any  company  in 
those  days  of  the  early  Sixties  without  meeting 
somebody  who  announced  with  pride  that  he  had 
just  seen  Carlyle  in  Chelsea,  or  Dickens  in  the 
Strand,  or  Tennyson  in  St.  James's  Park,  but 
nobody  ever  asserted  that  he  had  just  encountered 
Ruskin  on  Piccadilly.  In  later  years  of  his  life, 
when  Ruskin  had  been  elected,  and  was  again 
and  again  re-elected,  to  the  Slade  Professorship 
of  Fine  Art,  he  did  indeed  deliver  lectures  on 
artistic  subjects  to  crowded  audiences.  On  some 
occasions  he  had  to  deliver  the  same  lecture  twice 
over,  as  it  was  impossible  to  accommodate,  at  the 
one  hearing,  all  those  who  were  entitled  to  attend, 
and  he  had  long  before  this  delivered  discourses 
at  Oxford  and  other  places.  During  the  early 
Sixties  he  was  not  known  as  a  lecturer  in  London, 
and  the  vast  body  of  his  devoted  admirers  could 
not  reckon  on  any  opportunity  of  looking  up  to 
him  in  person.  But  among  all  the  eminent  men 
of  the  time  there  was  none  who  commanded  a 
greater  body  of  admirers  and  followers.  He 
created  whole  schools  of  artistic  thinkers,  and 
gave  occasion  to  incessant  controversies  on  sub- 
jects belonging  to  literature  and  art. 

Sometimes    Ruskin    ventured    outside    his   own 
spheres   of    thought   and    opinion,    and   set    much 
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indignation  going  by  undertaking  to  lay  down  the 
law  on  subjects  concerning  which  he  had  no  claim 
to  be  recognised  as  an  authority.  In  1862  he 
wrote  four  essays  for  the  Cornhill  Magazine, 
which  were  entitled  "  Unto  this  Last,"  and  were 
afterwards  republished  in  a  volume.  These  essays 
dealt  with  subjects  some  of  which  were  beyond 
the  range  of  Ruskin's  familiar  studies,  and  they 
provoked  much  criticism  from  writers  who  refused 
to  acknowledge  his  right  of  dictatorship  outside 
the  realms  of  art.  One  irreverent  critic  ventured 
to  be  facetious  and  declared  that  the  very  title 
of  the  work  embodied  a  motto  which  ought  to 
have  been  a  warning  to  Ruskin,  inasmuch  as  the 
proper  work  of  his  life  was  to  mend  art,  and  that 
"Unto  this  Last"  he  had  better  stick.  Ruskin 
was  a  born  controversialist,  and  wherever  and 
on  whatever  topic  a  discussion  was  going  on  he 
was  apt  to  feel  that  he  had  a  mission  to  enter 
into  it.  This  was  but  a  trivial  and  pardonable 
weakness  on  the  part  of  a  man  who  had  rendered, 
and  was  throughout  all  his  life  to  render,  splendid 
service  to  literature  and  art,  and  the  world  thought 
none  the  less  of  him  because  he  now  and  then 
led  a  forlorn  hope  in  some  struggle  which  was 
not  his  own.  As  a  controversialist  there  was 
much  in  his  temperament  which  reminded  one 
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of  Carlyle,  the  same  spirit  of  magnificent  dictator- 
ship made  him  utterly  indifferent  to  any  temporary 
repulse,  and  left  him  just  as  ready  as  ever  to 
engage  in  another  battle. 

It  is  no  part  of  my  task  to  attempt  an  exposition 
of  the  triumphs  Ruskin  accomplished  in  his  own 
especial  fields  and  of  the  new  era  he  opened  in 
the  world's  appreciation  of  English  art.  A  more 
thoroughly  disinterested  man  never  worked  in  the 
cause  of  artistic  education.  The  generosity  of  his 
endowments  to  institutions  which  were  helping  to 
promote  that  cause,  was  only  limited  by  the  extent 
of  his  personal  resources.  His  brilliant,  imaginative 
poetic  style  called  up  hosts  of.  imitators  among 
literary  men  and  women  who  professed  no  crafts- 
manship in  pictorial  art,  and  for  a  time  there  was 
a  style  of  Ruskinese  just  as  there  was  a  style  of 
Carlylese,  and  a  style  fashioned  after  that  of 
Dickens  or  of  Thackeray.  No  imitation  proved 
to  be  more  than  a  mere  imitation,  and  Ruskin 
stands,  and  is  ever  likely  to  stand,  alone.  We 
have  now  completely  passed  through  the  era  of 
controversy  ;  we  judge  of  Ruskin  by  his  greatest 
triumphs  and  accept  him  as  one  of  the  best  literary 
exponents  of  true  art  whom  the  world  has  ever 
known.  But  one  should  have  lived  during  the 
Sixties  and  many  of  the  years  following  in  order 
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to  understand  what  a  battle-call  to  controversy 
was  always  sounded  when  Ruskin  sent  forth  any 
proclamation  of  his  creed  on  this  or  that  subject 
of  possible  debate.  I  know  whole  sets  of  men 
and  women  whose  most  eager  and  animated  con- 
versation was  founded  on  some  doctrine  laid  down 
by  Ruskin,  and  who  debated  each  question  with 
as  much  earnestness  and  vehemence  as  men 
commonly  display  when  they  are  fighting  over 
again  in  private  life  the  battles  of  party  politics. 
There  wras  something  thoroughly  healthy  in  the 
animation  of  literary  and  artistic  discussion  thus 
created  in  a  public  which  up  to  that  time  had  not 
concerned  itself  overmuch  with  the  principles  and 
doctrines  of  high  art.  In  other  countries  more 
especially  consecrated  to  artistic  culture  such  a 
condition  of  public  feeling  would  not  have  been 
new,  but  it  was  new  to  the  England  of  Ruskin's 
early  fame,  and  the  breath  of  that  artistic  awakening 
has  suffused  our  atmosphere  down  to  the  present 
day.  I  think  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  the 
English  public  in  general  had  never  taken  art 
seriously  and  earnestly  until  Ruskin  began  to  write, 
and  that  his  influence  has  never  faded  since  and 
shows  no  signs  of  fading. 

But  I   am  again  brought  back  to  the  fact  that 
all  this    time    Ruskin    was    to    the   great    mass    of 
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the    public    only    an    influence    and    not   a   living 
personality.     Among  a  large    circle    of   friends    in 
those  far-off  days    I   knew  very   few  who  had  any 
close  personal  acquaintance  with  the  great  teacher 
and  could    tell    me    what   he  had  been    saying  or 
doing  last  week,   when  he  was  likely  to  come  up 
to   London  from  his  home    in  the    Lake    country, 
and    where    there    might    be    a    chance    of    seeing 
him  when   he   did   come   within  the   range  of  our 
streets.     The    influence  exercised  by   Ruskin    was 
in   my  opinion  even   more   distinctly   original  than 
that  of  Carlyle.     I  am  not  suggesting  a  comparison 
of  the    value    of   the    two    influences,    but    merely 
considering    the    relative    independence    of    either 
inspiration.      It  cannot  be  qiJestion^d  that  Carlyle's 
way    of    thinking    was    much    guided    by    German 
thought.     There  are  passages  in  "  Sartor  Resartus  " 
which  may  almost  be  called  translations  from  Jean 
Paul    Richter.      We    can    easily    understand    that 
this   was  not  a  conscious  adoption    by    Carlyle    of 
ideas  from  the    German    writer,   but  merely  came 
from  the  fact  that  Richter's  ideas  had  settled  into 
his   mind    and  become  part    of   it.     The    influence 
of    Goethe   and    of    Schiller    may    be    recognised 
through  most   of   Carlyle's    writings  at  one  period 
of  his  literary  career.     But  Ruskin's  ideas  are  all 
his  own  as  his  style  is,  and  the  shadow  of  no  other 


Ruskin  and  the  Pre-Raphaelites     281 

thinker  seems  to  have  come  between  him  and  the 
page  on  which  he  wrote.  When  he  avowedly 
adopts  and  expounds  the  theories  of  other  men 
he  always  does  this  in  his  own  way,  and  manifests 
his  own  individuality  even  in  his  interpretation. 
His  influence,  so  long  as  he  kept  it  within  the 
range  of  subjects  he  had  made  his  own,  was  always 
of  the  healthiest  and  purest  order.  The  keen 
artistic  controversies  which  he  set  going  had  some- 
thing inspiriting  and  elevating  in  them.  We,  the 
commonplace  mortals,  were  ever  so  much  the  better 
for  being  taken  now  and  then  out  of  the  ordinary 
topics,  political  and  social,  the  Stock  Exchange, 
the  Income  Tax,  and  the  odds  at  the  Derby, 
and  drawn  into  partizanship  with  one  side  or  the 
other  in  some  dispute  on  the  true  principles 
and  the  best  methods  of  the  painter's  art.  So  far 
as  the  truest  lessons  and  the  highest  practice  of 
art  are  concerned,  it  may  be  said  without  hesitation 
that  Ruskin  left  England  much  better  than  he 
found  it,  and  that  his  best  influence,  to  adopt 
Grattan's  words,  "  shall  not  die  with  the  prophet, 
but  survive  him." 

It  would  be  hardly  possible  to  write  of  Ruskin 
without  recalling  memories  of  that  famous  pre- 
Raphaelite  school  which  was  already  becoming 
powerful  in  the  early  Sixties.  That  school  did 
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not  spring  into  existence  directly  out  of  the  precepts 
of  Ruskin,  and  was  in  some  ways  independent  of 
his  teaching  and  even  opposed  to  it.  But  its  origin 
and  growth  were  part  of  that  great  artistic  awaken- 
ing belonging  to  his  time.  I  do  not  intend  to 
discuss  the  creed  and  practice  of  the  pre-Raphaelite 
school,  but  my  earliest  recollections  of  its  leaders 
and  its  influence  belong  to  the  period  with  which 
this  volume  is  associated.  Some  of  these  leaders 
were  poets  as  well  as  painters  and  all  of  them  were 
filled  with  poetic  feeling  and  reverence  for  beauty 
of  landscape,  or  thought,  or  of  the  human  form. 
There  is  much  rather  needless  dispute  even  still 
as  to  whether  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti  was  greater 
as  a  painter  or  as  a  poet.  It  may  be  taken  as 
settled  that  his  poetry  and  his  painting  were  alike 
genuine  art  and  that  they  both  belonged  to  the 
same  order.  I  never  had  the  good  fortune  to 
meet  Dante  Rossetti,  but  I  met  his  gifted  "sister 
Christina,  a  true  poetess,  and  in  later  years  I  had 
the  privilege  of  close  and  enduring  friendship  with 
his  brother,  William  Michael  Rossetti.  For  the 
last  few  years  I  have  been  living  not  far  from  that 
churchyard  at  Birchington  in  Kent  which  encloses 
the  tomb  of  Dante  Rossetti  designed  by  his  com- 
panion in  art,  my  late  friend  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
I  often  visit  that  grave  and  am  always  the  better 
for  the  associations  which  it  calls  up. 
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Ford  Madox  Brown  was  generally  regarded  as 
the  founder  of  the  pre-Raphaelite  school,  and 
although  he  never  wrote  poems,  so  far  as  I  know, 
or  published  books,  he  had  a  thorough  appreciation 
of  the  artistic  in  every  form  and  was  a  man  of 
remarkably  varied  culture  and  keen  original  obser- 
vation. His  house  in  Fitzroy  Square  was  for  many 
years  a  centre  of  artistic  and  intellectual  companion- 
ship for  all  who  had  proved  or  seemed  likely  to 
prove  themselves  worthy  of  a  place  in  such  society. 
I  have  been  a  good  deal  among  authors  and 
painters  in  my  time,  and  I  never  met  anywhere 
more  brilliant  gatherings  of  men  and  women 
belonging  to  these  arts  than  those  which  used  to 
assemble  in  Madox  Brown's  home.  During  the 
years  I  am  now  surveying  Dante  Rossettt's 
broken  and  sinking  health  never  allowed  him  to 
take  part  in  these  assemblies,  but  almost  every 
other  man  distinguished  in  art,  to  whatever  school 
he  belonged,  was  sure  to  be  met  at  one  time  or 
another  in  that  delightful  company.  William 
Michael  Rossetti  has  published  many  charming 
recollections  of  his  friends  and  companions  in 
those  days,  and  every  page  that  he  has  written  I 
have  read  again  and  again  with  ever-renewing 
although  melancholy  enjoyment.  The  peculiar 
influence  of  the  pre-Raphaelites  suffused  all  in- 
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tellectual  society  throughout  England  in  those 
days  and  spread  itself  over  Continental  Europe 
and  across  the  Atlantic.  A  whole  host  of  young 
poets  and  poetesses  came  up  whose  song-notes 
were  instinctively  attuned  to  the  melody  of  Dante 
Rossetti,  just  as  a  whole  school  of  young  painters 
came  into  being  whose  peculiar  form  of  art  was  the 
birth  of  his  inspiration.  Punch  and  the  other 
comic  journals  made  much  fun  of  these  aspiring  and 
imitative  young  pre-Raphaelites,  and  it  must  be 
owned  that  not  a  few  of  them  reproduced  the 
contortions  of  the  sibyl  without  her  inspiration. 
The  stage  lent  itself  to  many  a  burlesque  of  pre- 
Raphaelitism,  and  more  than  one  comic  actor  made 
a  decided  hit  by  his  presentation  of  a  self-inspired 
typical  worshipper  at  the  Rossetti  shrine.  House- 
holds were  divided,  once  happy  homes  were  dis- 
turbed by  the  unceasing  controversies  between  the 
new  school  and  the  old.  The  result  of  my  general 
observation  was  that  the  elders  of  the  family  set 
their  faces  against  the  new  worship  and  the 
younger  were  prepared,  if  necessary,  to  go  into 
the  fiery  furnace,  metaphorically  at  least,  on  its 
behalf.  It  had  of  course  a  phraseology  of  its  own 
as  distinct  as  that  of  the  "precious"  school  im- 
mortalised by  Moliere,  and  the  most  familiar  and 
ordinary  phenomena  of  life  were  commonly  de- 
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scribed  by  devotees  of  the  pre-Raphaelite  cult  in 
terms  which  failed  to  convey  any  idea  to  the  mind 
of  the  ordinary  listener.  I  think  the  influence  was 
even  more  marked  and  more  haunting  in  literature 
than  in  painting.  Perhaps  the  obvious  explanation 
of  this  may  be  that  it  is  easier  to  prove  one's 
devotion  to  an  artistic  creed  in  print  than  in 
painting.  To  write  an  essay  or  a  poem,  supposing 
one  has  any  capacity  for  writing,  calls  only  for  the 
sacrifice  of  a  few  pages  of  paper,  while  one  who 
would  paint  a  picture  must  have  devoted  consider- 
able time  to  the  mere  mechanical  work  of  the  craft 
before  he  can  exhibit  the  public  testimony  of  his 
devotion. 

The  age  of  pre-Raphaelitism  was  decidedly  full 
of  interesting  sensations  even  to  the  unpledged  and 
impartial  observer  who  studied  it  merely  as  a 
passing  intellectual  pastime.  If  it  did  nothing 
better  it  at  least  gave  us  a  fresh  subject  of  con- 
versation in  social  life  and  lifted  us  now  and  then 
out  of  the  barren  commonplaces  of  talk.  I  am 
convinced  that  with  all  its  affectations,  extrava- 
gances, and  absurdities  it  did  much  real  and  endur- 
ing good  by  inspiring  the  public  of  these  countries 
with  a  new  interest  in  the  life  and  lessons  of  art.  I 
must  ask  my  readers  'to  understand  that  in  this 
somewhat  qualified  praise  I  am  not  speaking  of 
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the  great  pre-Raphaelite  leaders  and  teachers  in 
painting  or  literature.  Such  men  as  Ford  Madox 
Brown,  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  and  Burne-Jones 
rank  with  the  great  painters  of  all  time.  Poets  like 
Swinburne  and  William  Morris  created  a  new 
chapter  in  literature.  But  even  the  schools  which 
they  unconsciously  founded,  of  imitators  who  re- 
produced more  often  the  mannerisms  than  the 
artistic  qualities,  exercised  an  influence  on  the 
whole  beneficial  to  the  intellect  of  the  country  and 
deserve  to  be  remembered  with  approval  and 
gratitude. 

Something  has  to  be  said  about  that  aesthetic 
movement,  as  it  was  called,  which  was  a  curious* 
offshoot  of  pre-Raphaelitism  and  manifested  itself 
in  mannerisms  and  tricks  rather  than  in  efforts  of 
artistic  achievement  with  pen  or  pencil.  The 
aesthetic  movement  obtruded  itself  into  social  life 
everywhere  and  affected  a  style  of  speech,  manners, 
and  costume  peculiarly  its  own.  The  ambition  of 
the  aesthete  was  to  be  regarded  as  a  pre-Raphaelite, 
and  he  generally  thought  that  the  easiest  and  best 
way  of  passing  off  as  a  pre-Raphaelite  was  to  show 
himself  as  unlike  as  possible  to  the  ordinary  Briton. 
He  talked  a  jargon  quite  his  own,  he  clothed 
himself  with  affectation  as  with  a  garment,  and  in 
his  material  garments  he  adopted  a  style  which 
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presented  to  social  life  an  imitation  of  the  semi- 
Bohemian  garb — the  velvet  coats,  turned-down 
collars,  and  soft  felt  hats  which  may  be  described 
as  the  sort  of  uniform  adopted  for  comfort  and 
convenience  in  the  working  studio  of  the  painter 
or  sculptor.  I  have  said  that  "  he  "  did  all  this,  but 
the  women  who  were  anxious  to  parade  themselves 
as  disciples  of  the  aesthetic  school,  and  whose  name 
at  one  time  was  truly  legion,  outrivalled  their 
masculine  comrades  in  peculiarities  of  dress  and 
manner.  The  lady  who  appeared  at  all  manner  of 
social  gatherings  in  long,  lank  clinging  draperies  of 
faded  melancholy  hue  and  bearing  a  bunch  of  lilies 
in  her  hand  was  a  figure  as  familiar  as  it  was 
characteristic  of  the  movement. 

The  aesthetes  created  much  amusement  in  their 
day,  and  it  must  be  owned  that  they  also  aroused 
much  admiration  and  not  less  imitation,  but  their 
day  was  comparatively  short  and  they  have 
almost  passed  out  of  the  memory  of  the  living 
world.  The  present  generation  can  study  them 
and  their  ways  if  so  inclined  by  turning  back  to 
the  pages  of  Piinch  and  gazing  on  the  typical 
figures  of  Maudle  and  Postlethwaite  and  the 
charming  creatures  of  the  other  sex  who  competed 
with  them  in  vagaries  of  dress  and  manner.  Per- 
haps the  zenith  of  their  career  was  reached  when 
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they  were  set  before  the  public  in  the  delightful 
dramatic  presentations  which  we  owe  to  the  com- 
bined genius  of  Gilbert  and  Sullivan.  I  hope  I 
shall  not  be  thought  wanting  in  respect  to  the 
noble  character  and  the  exalted  intellect  of  Ruskin 
because  I  have  introduced  some  mention  of  the 
aesthetic  movement  into  the  chapter  adorned  with 
his  portrait  and  dedicated  to  his  name.  The  plain 
truth  is  that  the  great  awakening  of  England's 
artistic  life  which  was  accomplished  by  Ruskin 
could  not  have  been  brought  about  without  its 
accompaniment  of  blundering  misinterpretation  and 
its  servile  crowd  of  perversely  mistaken  imitators. 
Every  great  original  movement  in  letters,  or  art,  or 
political  life  is  doomed  to  be  thus  parodied  and 
burlesqued  by  inane  admirers  who  fancy  that  by 
apeing  a  mannerism  they  are  reproducing  a  style. 
Sincerity  is  at  the  core  of  all  true  art,  but  to  imitate 
sincerity  is  to  be  insincere  and  to  be  doomed  to 
failure  and  oblivion. 


JOHN    AKTIU'K    KOEBI'CK,    M.P. 
From  an  Engraving  by  D.  J.  Pound,  after  a  Photograph,  by  Mayall. 
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CHAPTER   XVI 

JOHN    ARTHUR    ROEBUCK 

JOHN  ARTHUR  ROEBUCK  was  one  of  the 
most  striking  and,  in  a  certain  sense,  one  of 
the  most  picturesque  figures  of  the  Sixties. 
He  was  especially  what  Americans  would  call  a 
"live"  member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
observer  did  not  always  know  where  to  have  him, 
and  no  matter  how  clearly  marked  the  dividing 
lines  might  be  on  any  question,  it  was  not  easy 
to  tell  beforehand  what  views  John  Arthur  Roe- 
buck might  take  upon  himself  to  advocate.  But 
it  was  always  certain  that  whatever  opinions  he 
held  he  would  express  them  with  decisiveness 
and  emphasis,  and  would  throw  his  whole  soul 
into  the  support  of  his  cause.  Roebuck  was  a 
man  short  of  stature  and  of  seemingly  delicate 
and  fragile  frame.  He  had  a  very  expressive 
face,  which  gave  full  meaning  to  every  argument 
and  sentence,  and  he  often  added  point  to 
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his  utterances  by  emphatic  though  never  extrava- 
gant gesture.  His  voice  was  clear,  strong,  and 
penetrating,  and  he  always  appeared  to  be  address- 
ing himself  directly  to  his  hearers,  not  merely 
talking  at  them  or  speechifying  over  their  heads. 
His  manner  seemed  from  first  to  last  as  if  he 
intended  to  drive  into  the  mind  of  his  listeners 
the  conviction  that  whatever  they  might  think 
about  what  he  was  saying  they  must  listen  to  it 
and  not  lose  a  word.  Now  this  peculiarity  of 
manner  might  have  had  a  very  poor  effect  and 
might  soon  cease  to  have  any  effect  at  all  if 
Roebuck  were  merely  a  man  who  had  the  art  of 
saying  nothing  in  penetrating  tone  and  with 
emphatic  gesture.  But  Roebuck  never  talked 
nothings,  never  uttered  platitudes,  never  descended 
to  commonplaces,  and  never  took  a  merely  con- 
ventional view  of  any  subject,  no  matter  how 
often  it  might  have  been  discussed  before. 

Roebuck  was  not  an  orator  in  the  greatest  sense 
of  the  word  ;  he  wanted  the  imagination,  the 
enthusiasm,  the  passion  which  are  needed  to 
create  eloquence  of  the  highest  order.  No  flashes 
of  the  poetic  illumined  his  penetrating  and  destruc- 
tive argument,  and  we  may  take  it  for  granted 
that  no  passages  from  his  speeches  will  be  pre- 
served for  the  study  and  delight  of  readers  in 
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coming  generations.  But  he  was  one  of  the 
most  impressive  and  captivating  parliamentary 
debaters  of  his  time.  The  stranger  in  the  House 
of  Commons  who  had  been  fortunate  enough  to 
hear  a  debate  in  which  Gladstone,  Bright,  Dis- 
raeli, and  Roebuck  had  spoken  might  be  trusted 
to  carry  away  with  him  a  distinct  and  abiding 
memory  of  Roebuck's  speech,  however  he  may 
have  been  impressed  and  influenced  by  the  elo- 
quence of  the  greater  orators.  Roebuck's  style 
showed  itself  most  effectively  in  sarcastic  analysis 
of  the  arguments  to  which  be  found  himself 
opposed.  His  natural  work  in  debate  was  de- 
structive and  not  constructive.  He  did  not  often 
plead  any  cause  of  his  own  but  was  most  thoroughly 
himself  when  showing  up,  in  satirical  exposition, 
ihe  weaknesses  of  the  cause  of  his  opponents. 
Even  when  he  encountered  Disraeli,  as  he  often 
did  at  one  period  of  his  career,  he  proved 
himself  able  to  hold  his  own  against  that  master 
of  flouts  and  jeers,  if  I  may  employ  towards 
Disraeli  himself  the  words  he  applied  on  a  famous 
occasion  to  the  late  Lord  Salisbury.  It  must  be 
remembered  also  that  Roebuck's  mind  was  full 
of  ideas,  that  his  education  had  been  helped  by 
unusual  experiences,  and  that  no  matter  how  often 
or  how  unexpectedly  he  changed  his  opinions,  he 
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always  spoke  in  the  tone  and  with  the  effect  of 
one  whose  whole  previous  lifetime  had  gone  to 
form  the  convictions  he  was  expressing  with  such 
earnestness  at  that  moment. 

I  have  just  said  that  Roebuck's  experiences 
were  somewhat  unusual.  He  was  born  at  Madras 
and  derived  the  impressions  of  his  earliest  years 
from  Indian  atmosphere  and  ways  of  life.  While 
yet  a  boy  he  was  taken  to  Canada,  and  lived  there 
until  he  had  grown  to  full  manhood.  Then  he 
came  to  England  for  the  purpose  of  studying  law, 
and  was  admitted  a  barrister  of  the  Inner  Temple. 
At  this  time  he  was  not  quite  thirty  years  old,  but 
he  had  already  made  a  distinct  mark  for  himself 
as  an  advocate  of  reform  and  a  masterly  exponent 
of  the  views  entertained  by  the  progressive  party 
of  those  days.  He  was  sent  to  the  House  of 
Commons  as  representative  of  Bath  during  the 
first  election  after  the  great  Reform  Bill.  The 
reformers  of  Canada  regarded  Roebuck  as  one  of 
themselves,  seeing  that  the  whole  of  his  early 
manhood  had  been  passed  among  them,  and  when 
the  disputes  broke  out  between  the  Canadian 
populations  and  the  Home  Government — disputes 
which  were  followed  by  the  rebellion  in  Canada 
and  were  brought  to  a  happy  ending  by  the 
enlightened  statesmanship  of  Lord  Durham — Roe- 
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buck  was  appointed  agent  for  the  House  of 
Assembly  of  Lower  Canada,  and  pleaded  their 
cause  at  the  bar  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

It  will  be  seen  that  Roebuck  had  in  addition 
to  his  natural  gifts  an  experience  and  training 
very  different  from  those  of  the  ordinary  legis- 
lator. During  that  period  of  his  political  career 
to  which  this  chapter  has  especial  reference  he 
was  member  for  Sheffield,  and  long  after  he  had 
been  elected  to  another  constituency  he  was  still 
regarded  by  the  British  public  in  general  as  the 
member  for  Sheffield  and  nothing  else.  Few  men 
were  more  often  alluded  to  in  debate,  and  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  Sixties  it  would  hardly 
have  been  possible  for  a  stranger  to  sit  out  a 
whole  evening  in  the  House  of  Commons  without 
hearing  pointed  reference  made  to  something  which 
had  been  said  by  the  honourable  member  for  Shef- 
field. Roebuck  was  always  involving  himself  in 
controversy  of  some  kind,  was  unsparing  in  ridi- 
cule and  bitter  of  speech.  He  seemed  to  take  a 
pleasure  in  rubbing  people  up  the  wrong  way. 
Not  that  he  was  an  unkindly  man  by  nature. 
Those  who  knew  him  could  always  tell  of  kindly 
actions  he  had  done,  and  despite  his  occasional 
outbursts  of  quarrelsomeness  he  kept  many  friend- 
ships unbroken  to  the  last.  So  far  as  I  had  any 
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means  of  judging  his  spirit  of  sarcastic  and  accri- 
monious    controversy  became    aroused   only    when 
he    was    engaged    in   public  dispute,   and    did    not 
possess    him    in    the    ordinary    intercourse    of   life. 
At   least    I    can    offer   the    testimony    of   my  own 
observation  that  when  I  had  frequent  opportunities 
of  meeting  him  in  private  I  cannot  remember  that 
he  ever  displayed  an  acrimonious  or  domineering 
temper    in    conversation.      He    was    especially    in- 
teresting  when    led    on    to    describe    some    of   his 
past    experiences,    and    he    was    very    happy    in 
spontaneous   and  vivid  descriptions    of  great  par- 
liamentary   scenes    in    which    he   had    taken   part. 
I    do  not  know  that   I    ever  got  a  better  idea  of 
the    eloquence    of.    Daniel    O'Connell    than    was 
conveyed    to    me   in  a  short   talk    with    Roebuck, 
who     had     always    fully    recognised    the    powers 
of  the  great  Irish  orator.     Roebuck  liked  to  hear 
of  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  world  around  him, 
even  of  social  developments  which  might  appear 
to  have  little  or  nothing  in  common  with  his  own 
ways    of  life.      He    was  a  frequent  visitor  to  the 
annual  exhibitions  of  the  Royal  Academy  and  other 
picture  galleries,  and  he  could  keep  his  place  in  a 
long  talk  over  painting  and  sculpture  with  a  sin- 
cerity of  interest  which  would  never  have  suggested 
to  the  listening  stranger  that  the  greater  part  of 
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Roebuck's    life    had    been    absorbed    in    political 
warfare. 

At  the  time  when  I  came  to  know  Roebuck 
personally  his  life  was  already  drawing  to  its 
close.  I  do  not  mean  to  convey  the  idea  that 
Roebuck  was  becoming  an  old  man  and  that  he 
must  soon  pass  out  of  this  world.  That  would 
only  be  to  say  of  him  what  must  be  said  of  every 
man  who  had  numbered  so  many  years.  'But 
there  was  at  that  time  something  in  Roebuck's 
whole  manner  and  way  of  looking  at  things  which 
impressed  one  with  the  conviction  that  he  regarded 
his  political  career  as  over,  that  he  had  laid  it  in 
its  grave  and  was  composing  its  epitaph.  It  was 
not  that  his  years  or  his  physical  infirmities  shut 
off  all  possibility  of  his  still  doing  work  in  the 
political  field.  At  the  time  of  his  death  he  had 
only  attained  an  age  when  Gladstone  was  still 
actively  directing  the  fortunes  of  a  great  party, 
and  was  looking  forward  with  hope  to  fresh 
triumphs  of  legislation.  Many  men  are  able  to 
keep  up  their  active  concern  in  public  affairs 
until  the  moment  when  a  complete  breakdown 
compels  them  to  absolute  quietude.  But  Roe- 
buck appeared  to  have  made  up  his  mind  that 
his  political  career  belonged  to  the  past,  and  to 
have  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons  just  as  an 
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occupy,  or  else  he  will  forfeit  his  right  to  assume 
his  seat  there  when  the  Speaker  takes  the  chair 
and  the  House  opens  its  business  with  prayer. 

It  was  ,not  to  be  expected  that  a  man  of  Roe- 
buck's age  and  physical  infirmities  should  come 
down  to  Westminster  Palace  early  in  the  morning 
on  some  day  when  a  great  debate  was  expected, 
and  hang  about  the  building  for  all  the  early  hours 
in  order  to  secure  a  place  during  the  sitting.  But 
the  rules  of  the  House  are  clear,  and  there  was  no 
other  way  by  which  Roebuck,  who  had  not  been  a 
member  of  a  Government,  and  had  never  been 
publicly  thanked  by  a  vote  of  the  Commons,  could 
hold  himself  free  from  the  ordinary  competition. 
The  courtesy  of  members  could  always  allow  his 
favourite  seat  to  remain  free  for  his  occupancy,  and 
this  was  just  the  privilege  which  some  of  his  friends 
were  of  late  strenuous  to  obtain  for  him.  But  the 
trouble  was  that  the  House  is  always  having  an 
accession  of  new  members,  and  that  the  men  latest 
returned  to  Parliament  might  not  know  anything 
about  Roebuck's  wishes  or  the  privilege  his  friends 
were  endeavouring  to  secure  for  him.  A  man  who 
had  come  down  to  Westminster  Palace  at  seven 
o'clock  in  the  morning  to  secure  a  seat,  and  had 
hung  about  the  library  and  reading-rooms,  corridors 
and  lobbies,  until  three  o'clock,  when  the  House 
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met  for  the  despatch  of  business,  might  show  him- 
self somewhat  dissatisfied  if,  an  hour  or  two  later, 
Mr.  Roebuck  entered  the  chamber  and  made  confi- 
dently for  the  occupied  seat.  Moreover,  Roebuck 
was  always  setting  men  against  him  by  the  bitter- 
ness of  his  comments  on  something  which  they  or 
their  party  had  done,  and  so  they  were  not  inclined 
to  be  chivalric  in  self-sacrificing  politeness.  There- 
fore, there  was  for  a  long  time  a  constant  struggle 
made  by  the  watchfulness  and  activity  of  some  of 
Roebuck's  friends  to  secure  for  him  his  favourite 
seat  at  any  time  when  it  suited  him  to  enter  the 
House.  I  can  remember  many  odd  and  amusing 
little  episodes  arising  out  of  this  peculiar  source  of 
dispute  which  enlivened  the  ordinary  business  of 
the  House,  and  were  a  subject  of  wonder  to  unin- 
formed strangers  in  the  galleries. 

My  personal  knowledge  of  the  House  does  not 
go  back  so  far  as  the  days  when  Roebuck  won  his 
highest  reputation  there  as  an  independent  fighter 
and  debater  of  the  highest  mark.  My  close 
observation  of  the  House  only  began  with  the 
Sixties,  and  at  that  time  the  career  of  Roebuck  as 
a  real  parliamentary  influence  was  already  on  the 
decline.  Perhaps  his  most  remarkable  achieve- 
ment in  the  House  of  Commons  was  accomplished 
when,  during  the  Crimean  War,  he  succeeded  in 
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carrying  his  famous  motion  for  the  appointment  of 
a  Committee  of  inquiry  into  the  conduct  of  the 
campaign,  and  thus  brought  about  the  fall  of  the 
Aberdeen  Ministry  and  the  creation  of  a  new 
Government  under  Lord  Palmerston.  He  was 
always  saying  and  doing  unexpected  things,  and  no 
Session  was  likely  to  pass  without  his  creating  a 
sensation  by  some  motion  or  some  speech  which  set 
the  public  talking  and  wondering.  His  way, 
apparently,  was  to  yield  himself  absolutely  up  to 
promptings  of  the  moment  and  to  express  his  mood, 
in  some  thrilling  sentence,  some  audacious  paradox, 
or  some  rasping  sarcasm  without  any  reference  to 
general  principles  or  to  personal  consistency.  He 
had  passed  much  of  his  life  in  association  with  men 
who  devoted  themselves  to  the  advancement  of 
human  freedom  and  the  teaching  of  an  exalted 
political  morality.  Yet  no  one  could  ever  count  on 
Roebuck's  applying  these  principles  to  any  subject 
which  happened  to  be  the  occasion  of  a  stirring- 
political  debate.  He  became  an  impassioned  advo- 
cate of  the  Southern  Confederation  during  the 
American  Civil  War,  and  went  so  far  as  to  bring 
forward  a  motion  in  the  House  of  Commons  calling 
on  the  Government  to  recognise  the  Southern 
States  as  an  independent  power.  There  were 
many  men  on  Roebuck's  side  of  the  House  who 
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held  the  same  views  with  regard  to  the  American 
Civil  War,  and  who  were  ready  to  call  for  the 
recognition  of  the  South,  but  they  were  not  men  of 
Roebuck's  culture  or  up  to  the  level  of  his  intellect. 
It  was  very  disheartening,  at  the  time,  to  find  that 
the  early  and  close  associate  of  John  Stuart  Mill 
and  George  Grote  should  thus  go  utterly  astray 
both  as  to  the  principles  and  the  possibilities  of  the 
great  American  struggle. 

When  difficulties  arose  between  the  settlers  and 
the  natives  in  one  of  our  Australasian  colonies, 
Roebuck  astonished  most  of  his  friends,  who  still 
regarded  him  as  an  advocate  of  equal  human  rights, 
by  delivering  a  speech  in  the  House  of  Commons 
the  purport  of  which  was  to  lay  down  as  a  law  of 
nature  that  wherever  the  white  man  and  "  the 
browrn  man  "  were  brought  together  the  brown  man 
was  destined  to  disappear  off  the  face  of  the  earth. 
This  might  have  been  a  very  harmless  proposition 
if  it  were  enunciated  to.  some  scientific  society, 
but  when  it  was  put  forth  in  a  parliamentary  debate 
with  a  view  to  discouraging  the  House  of  Commons 
from  adopting  measures  for  the  protection  of  native 
populations  in  the  colonies,  it  could  not  fail  to 
startle  and  grieve  many  of  Roebuck's  sincere 
admirers  and  friends.  Probably  Roebuck  had  no 
theory  on  the  subject  when  the  debate  began,  but 
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as  he  listened  to  the  discussion  and  felt  the  impulse 
to  take  part  in  it,  it  may  have  flashed  upon  his 
mind  that  such  a  maxim  would  be  an  epigrammatic 
and  taking  form  for  the  settlement  of  the  whole 
question.  Roebuck  was  especially  happy  as  a 
phrase-maker,  if  we  only  estimate  the  phrases  on 
their  own  merits  as  phrases  and  without  any 
troublesome  inquiry  into  their  meaning  and  appli- 
cation. He  was  familiarly  known  for  a  long  time  as 
the  "dog  Tear'em,"  an  epithet  adopted  from  one  of 
his  own  speeches.  His  exaggerations  of  style  gave 
great  offence  now  and  then  to  whole  classes  of  the 
population. 

At  one  time  while  Roebuck  was  engaged  in  an 
impassioned  controversy  on  the  subject  of  trades 
unions  and  strikes  he  made  a  speech,  not  in  the 
House  of  Commons  if  I  remember  rightly,  in  which 
he  described  the  working  man  of  a  certain  order  as 
one  who,  when  he  returns  from  his  work  in  the 
evening,  first  caresses  his  dog  and  then  kicks  his 
wife.  Working  men  in  general  resented  very 
naturally  this  way  of  depicting  them  as  a  calumny 
and  an  insult  to  the  whole  labouring  population. 
Roebuck  was  well  justified  in  his  vehement  con- 
demnation of  much  that  was  done  at  one  time  by 
the  organisers  of  some  of  the  great  strikes,  but  he 
never  distinguished  carefully  between  those  who 
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committed  or  authorised  some  act  of  wrong  and 
those  who  were  maintaining  by  fair  means  their 
side  of  the  controversy  which  the  wrong-doing, 
through  no  fault  of  theirs,  endangered  and 
disgraced.  I  have  often  seen  it  stated  during 
recent  years  that  when  Roebuck  lost  his  seat  for 
Sheffield  in  1868  his  defeat  was  entirely  due  to  the 
manner  in  which  he  had  condemned  the  strikes. 
But  this  is  not  a  fair  description  of  the  facts. 
Roebuck  had  aroused  among  a  large  number  of  his 
constituents  a  strong  feeling  of  hostility  because  of 
the  reckless  support  he  gave  to  the  side  of  the 
South  in  the  American  Civil  War,  and  that  hostility 
was  one  of  the  principal  causes  of  his  defeat.  Six 
years  after,  when  the  heat  of  the  controversy  about 
the  American  struggle  had  cooled  down,  he  was 
once  again  elected  for  Sheffield  and  continued  to 
represent  the  constituency  until  his  death. 

When  John  Stuart  Mill  was  elected  member  for 
Westminster  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Roebuck 
declared  that  he  would  have  gone  upon  his  knees  to 
Mill  and  begged  of  him  not  to  accept  a  seat  in 
Parliament  if  by  such  prostration  he  could  have 
prevailed  upon  his  friend  not  to  waste  any  part  of 
his  life  in  the  House.  Many  quiet  observers  felt 
at  the  time  that  this  declaration  of  Roebuck's, 
although  set  forth  with  characteristic  extravagance, 
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represented  a  reasonable  and  rightful  feeling.  Mill 
acted,  as  he  always  did,  with  a  purely  unselfish 
desire  to  do  all  he  could  for  the  public  service. 
He  had  been  prevailed  upon  to  enter  Parliament 
by  the  earnest  representations  of  friends,  on  whose 
judgment  he  could  rely,  that  just  at  that  time 
he  could  do  no  work  in  his  study  so  important 
for  the  service  of  more  than  one  great  cause  as  to 
ally  himself  with  the  small  section  of  advanced  and 
enlightened  Liberals  in  the  House,  and  give  them 
the  support  of  his  personal  advocacy  and  influence. 
But  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  Roebuck's  friend- 
ship and  admiration  for  Mill  were  genuine,  and  that 
it  was  entirely  because  of  such  friendship  and 
admiration  that  he  shuddered  at  the  thought  of 
seeing  Mill  involved  in  the  wrangles  and  the 
political  intrigues  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
There  was  a  strong  dash  of  sentiment  in  Roebuck 
although  he  went  in  especially  for  intellectual 
strength  and  practical  judgment  as  the  essential 
characteristics  of  a  public  man.  Nothing,  I  should 
think,  would  have  pleased  Roebuck  less  than  to  be 
told  that  there  was  something  of  feminine  sentiment 
in  his  composition,  but  the  truth  was  that  he  often 
gave  way  to  what  seemed  to  be  the  capricious  and 
almost  hysterical  impulses  we  associate  with  the 
temperament  of  woman.  His  nature  was  made  up 
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of  contradictions  to  a  degree  which  often  bewildered 
those  who  had  known  him  longest  and  best. 
One  noble  quality  I  have  never  heard  denied  to 
him  even  by  those  most  often  brought  into 
antagonism  with  him,  and  that  was  the  quality  of 
sincerity. 

If  Roebuck's  ambition  had  been  to  make  for 
himself  a  high  place  in  a  Liberal  or  Tory  Govern- 
ment he  could  have  found  no  difficulty  in  satisfying 
his  desire.  Men  without  a  tithe  of  his  intellectual 
capacity,  men  who  could  not  have  compared  with 
him  as  debaters,  were  obtaining  well-paid  offices  in 
one  or  other  administration,  and  were  securing  the 
certainty  of  reappointment  whenever  their  party 
should  come  into  power.  But  that  was  not 
Roebuck's  way,  and  when  he  got  some  new  idea 
into  his  head,  right  or  wrong,  he  was  sure  to  follow 
it  without  the  slightest  regard  for  his  own  parlia- 
mentary prospects.  He  was  known  to  be  a  poor 
man,  but  he  was  never  suspected  of  venality.  The 
severest  criticism  that  could  be  brought  against  him 
is  that  he  was  sometimes  inspired  by  a  perverse 
desire  to  make  the  worse  seem  the  better  cause  for 
the  mere  sake  of  displaying  argumentative  in- 
genuity. Those  who  think  most  highly  of  him  will 
always  be  glad  to  remember  that  the  finest  speeches 
he  ever  delivered  were  made  in  the  support  of  some 

21 
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cause  which  had  the  approval  of  such  among  his 
early  associates  as  Grote  and  Mill.  I  have  not 
taken  account  in  this  chapter  of  Roebuck's  written 
works,  some  of  which,  like  his  "  History  of  the 
Whig  Ministry  in  1830,"  made  a  considerable 
mark  in  their  time.  I  have  been  thinking  only  of 
the  man  himself  as  I  knew  him,  the  man  who  did 
not  always  do  justice  to  his  own  highest  capacities, 
but  who  must  ever  have  an  honoured  place  in  the 
history  of  English  political  life 
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CHAPTER   XVII 

ITALY'S  ENGLISH  SYMPATHISERS 

HT^HOSE  who  can  remember  England  in  the 
Sixties  must  remember  well  the  outpouring 
of  English  sympathy  with  the  Italian  struggle  for 
release  from  the  rule  of  Austria  and  the  Bourbons. 
I  have  already  made  passing  allusion  to  the 
enthusiasm  aroused  by  Garibaldi's  visit  to  England, 
and  the  demonstrations  of  welcome  private  and 
public  made  in  his  honour.  One  of  Italy's  most 
ardent  advocates  in  those  days  was  the  late  James 
Stansfeld,  and  his  devotion  to  the  Italian  cause 
brought  him  into  some  unmerited  trouble  at  the 
time.  James  Stansfeld  was  a  man  of  great  ability 
and  even,  in  the  early  Sixties,  of  known  distinction. 
He  was  educated  at  University  College,  London, 
and  took  his  degree  there.  He  was  called  to  the 
bar  at  the  Inner  Temple,  but  never  did  much 
work  in  the  Courts  of  Law,  and  gave  himself 

up  to' that  political  career  for   which  he  had  un- 
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questionably  very  high  qualifications.  He  was 
elected  to  the  House  of  Commons  in  April,  1859, 
as  one  of  the  representatives  of  Halifax,  and 
entered  Parliament  as  an  advanced  Liberal — very 
advanced  indeed  for  those  days.  He  soon  proved 
that  he  possessed  remarkable  capacity  as  a  debater 
and  even  orator,  and  one  of  his  first  speeches 
received  a  tribute  of  praise  from  Disraeli,  who,  to 
do  him  justice,  was  always  ready  to  give  a  word 
of  encouragement  to  rising  talent. 

There  were  undoubtedly  in  Stansfeld  qualities 
which  promised  to  win  for  him  a  higher  position 
than  that  of  a  mere  debater,  however  ready  and 
capable.  He  had  a  gift  of  genuine  eloquence,  a 
thrilling  voice,  and  a  most  impressive  delivery. 
He  was  one  of  the  men  who  seemed  to  me  to 
have  all  the  promise  of  great  oratory,  but  who 
somehow  never  succeeded  in  achieving  a  place 
among  orators  of  the  highest  rank.  He  had  the 
imaginative  power  which  is  usually  understood  to 
be  the  one  quality  needed  to  make  a  man  an 
orator,  and  not  merely  an  effective  parliamentary 
debater.  Yet  when  we  think  of  the  orators  of 
those  days  we  think  of  Gladstone  and  Bright,  of 
Lord  Derby  and  Disraeli,  we  do  not  think 
of  Stansfeld.  This  kind  of  negative  judgment 
must,  I  suppose,  be  taken  as  decisive,  but  I  have 
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listened  to  many  speeches  of  Stansfeld's  which 
filled  me  with  the  conviction  that  I  was  listening 
to  a  real  orator.  Stansfeld  had  always  been 
devoted  to  the  cause  of  liberty  everywhere,  and 
he  was  especially  devoted  to  the  cause  of  Italian 
freedom.  He  was  a  man  who  threw  his  whole 
soul  into  every  movement  which  won  his  support, 
and  he  had  been  a  champion  of  Italy's  freedom 
long  before  the  time  when  Louis  Napoleon,  as 
Emperor  of  the  French,  struck  the  first  blow  for 
the  emancipation  of  Northern  Italy  from  Austrian 
rule. 

Stansfeld  was  a  close  personal  friend  of  Mazzini, 
and  it  was  this  friendship  which  brought  on  him 
the  trouble  I  have  already  mentioned.  In  1863 
Lord  Palmerston,  who  recognised  his  distinct 
political  capacity  and  had  some  sympathy  with 
his  views  on  Continental  politics,  gave  him  a  place 
in  the  administration  as  one  of  the  Lords  of  the 
Admiralty.  Soon  after  Stansfeld's  acceptance  of 
office  the  French  Government  discovered  a  plot 
against  the  life  of  the  Emperor  Louis  Napoleon, 
and  professed  to  have  discovered  also  that  Mazzini 
was  one  of  the  conspirators  engaged  in  the  plot. 
There  can  be  no  possible  doubt  that  Mazzini  was 
concerned  in  many  conspiracies,  as  they  would 
have  been  called,  against  the  despotism  of  foreign 
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rulers  in  his  native  country,  but  I  have  never  seen 
any  reason  to  believe  that  he  was  engaged  in  a 
conspiracy  against  the  life  of  a  man,  even  though 
that  man  might  happen  to  be  a  despotic  ruler. 
It  is  perfectly  certain  that  there  were  Italians,  of 
otherwise  good  repute,  who  lent  themselves  to  such 
enterprises,  and  the  common  opinion  of  the  despotic 
courts  of  Europe  was  that  Mazzini's  influence  was 
the  ^inspiring  force  of  all  these  schemes.  The 
French  Government  discovered,  what  was  already 
well  known  to  every  one  in  England  who  took 
any  interest  in  the  subject,  that  Mazzini  was  one 
of  Stanfeld's  close  friends,  and  that  at  Stansfeld's 
London  house  he  was  allowed  to  receive  letters 
addressed  to  him  under  a  feigned  name. 

The  English  public  in  general  has  long  since 
forgotten  the  scandal  created  before  the  early 
Sixties  by  the  discovery  that  letters  addressed  to 
Mazzini  had  been  opened  in  their  passage  through 
English  post-offices,  a  practice  which  called  forth 
many  strong  expressions  of  indignation  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  received  the  stern  con- 
demnation of  Thomas  Carlyle.  I  only  refer  to 
this  old  story  now  for  the  purpose  of  showing 
that  it  was  not  unreasonable  for  Mazzini  to  use  a 
fictitious  address  when  letters  were  to  reach  him 
through  an  English  post-office,  or  for  his  English 
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friends  to  help  him  in  carrying  out  these  measures 
of  precaution.  When  an  English  Postmaster- 
General,  a  man  of  the  political  position  and  im- 
portance of  Sir  James  Graham,  could  have  defended 
and  justified  the  official  opening  of  letters  addressed 
to  exiles  from  foreign  States,  it  was  but  natural 
that  James  Stansfeld  should  do  his  best  to  protect 
his  friend  Mazzini  against  a  renewal  of  the  practice 
under  another  Postmaster-General.  It  is,  however, 
certain  that  the  French  Government's  professed 
discovery  of  Mazzini's  complicity  in  the  plots 
against  the  Emperor's  life  created  much  excitement 
and  alarm  in  England.  There  were  two  schools 
of  public  opinion  in  England  at  that  time  with 
regard  to  Mazzini  and  the  Italian  national  cause. 
The  men  of  the  old  school  made  it  part  of  their 
creed  to  regard  all  Italian  patriots  as  wild  revolu- 
tionaries and  assassins  ;  the  men  of  the  new  school 
were  prepared  to  acclaim  every  Italian  conspirator 
as  an  ideal  patriot  and  hero.  Under  these  con- 
ditions it  was  natural  that  the  politicians  of  the 
old  school  should  seize  with  delight  the  opportunity 
of  assailing  Lord  Palmerston's  Government  on  the 
ground  that  one  of  its  members  was  actually 
engaged  in  helping  that  apostle  of  anarchy, 
Mazzini,  to  carry  out  his  plots  for  the  assassination 
of  Sovereigns.  Lord  Palmerston  was  not  a  man 
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to  feel  much  alarmed  by  such  indications  of 
trouble,  but  Stansfeld  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
had  no  right  to  subject  the  administration  to  any 
disturbance  or  annoyance  because  of  his  personal 
association  with  the  leaders  of  the  great  Italian 
movement  for  national  independence.  He  resigned 
his  office  in  the  Government,  acting  in  this  instance 
on  the  same  principles  which  always  guided  his 
political  and  private  career.  He  made  it  clear  to 
all  reasonable  listeners  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  all  reasonable  observers  outside  it,  that  he 
had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  movements  abroad 
or  at  home  of  which  a  high-minded  Englishman 
could  have  cause  to  feel  ashamed,  and  he  vindicated 
with  full  effect  the  character  of  his  friend  Mazzini 
from  the  imputations  the  French  Government  had 
endeavoured  to  cast  upon  it.  The  whole  incident 
only  left  on  the  public  mind  of  England  a  higher 
estimate  than  ever  of  Stansfeld's  sincerity,  his 
honour,  and  his  readiness  to  make  personal  sacrifice 
for  any  cause  which  commanded  his  sympathy. 

The  debate  in  the  House  of  Commons  was 
marked  by  a  curious  episode  which  created  much 
amusement  and  some  bewilderment  at  the  time, 
and  will  always  have  interest  for  the  students  of 
political  biography.  Disraeli  became  quite  un- 
expectedly the  principal  figure  in  this  new  chapter 
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of  the  story.  Disraeli  spoke  in  the  debate  and 
condemned  Stansfeld  for  the  avowal  of  his  personal 
friendship  with  Mazzini  and  his  defence  of  Mazzini's 
character.  He  was  not  even  content  with  that 
condemnation,  but  took  the  pains  to  remind  the 
House  of  evidence  which  had  been  given  long 
before  in  support  of  the  belief  that  Mazzini  had 
encouraged  and  personally  advocated  the  doctrine 
of  tyrannicide.  The  sole  evidence  of  this  was 
that  of  an  Italian  journalist  and  politician,  then 
well  known  but  now  quite  forgotten,  who  had 
published  a  statement  to  the  effect  that  when  he 
was  a  very  young  man  of  wild  revolutionary  ideas 
Mazzini  had  approved  of  some  suggestion  for  a 
plan  to  take  the  life  of  Charles  Albert,  King  of 
Sardinia,  who  was  regarded  as  an  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  Italy's  liberation.  The  House  was  not 
greatly  impressed  by  the  value  of  this  evidence, 
and  the  whole  affair  might  soon  have  passed  into 
forgetfulness  but  for  the  intervention  of  John 
Bright.  B right's  object  was  to  call  the  attention 
of  the  House  to  the  vagueness  and  ^substantiality 
of  the  charge  made  against  Mazzini,  and  more 
especially  to  the  fact  that  Stansfeld  could  well 
be  excused  if  he  had  not  been  much  impressed 
by  a  story  told  on  such  authority  and  constructed 
from  the  memories  of  so  distant  a  time.  This 
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came  with  a  better  effect  from  a  man  like  Bright, 
whose  profound  conscientious  convictions  were 
recognised  and  admitted  by  his  most  extreme 
political  opponents,  who  was  well  known  to  have 
no  sympathy  with  revolutionary  plottings,  and  but 
little  interest  in  the  struggle  for  Italian  indepen- 
dence. But  Bright  had  something  more  to  say 
which  gave  an  unexpected  piquancy  to  the  debate 
and  freshened  it  with  a  new  personal  element. 
He  went  on  to  tell  the  House  in  his  most  placid 
tones  of  good-humour  that  nothing  was  more 
common  with  a  certain  class  of  rhapsodical  young 
writers  than  a  glorification  of  the  doctrine  of 
tyrannicide.  Then,  to  the  amusement  of  his 
listeners,  Bright  asked  whether  the  right  honourable 
gentleman,  Mr.  Disraeli,  had  not  in  his  earlier  days 
been  the  exponent  of  that  doctrine.  Disraeli  shook 
his  head  in  angry  and  scornful  denial,  and  his 
friends  cheered  him  lustily  and  called  upon  Bright 
to  withdraw  his  accusation.  Bright  then  asked 
whether  honourable  members  had  ever  read  or 
heard  of  a  poem  written  by  Disraeli  nearly  thirty 
years  before,  called  "A  Revolutionary  Epick,"  in 
which  occurred  some  impassioned  lines  vindicating 
man's  right  to  slay  an  oppressive  tyrant.  This 
brought  Disraeli  to  his  feet,  and  in  tones  of  some 
excitement  he  denied  that  those  lines  or  any 


Italy's   English  Sympathisers     315 

lines  which  could  possibly  be  interpreted  into  the 
expression  of  such  a  sentiment  could  be  found  in 
that  youthful  poem  which  the  world  had  willingly 
allowed  to  die.  The  moment  Disraeli  had  resumed 
his  seat  Bright  arose  and  assured  the  House  that 
he  readily  accepted  Disraeli's  disavowal.  He 
explained  that  he  had  never  read  or  seen  the 
poem  himself,  but  that  it  had  been  positively 
affirmed,  on  what  he  believed  to  be  good  authority, 
that  "  The  Revolutionary  Epick  "  did  contain  such 
a  passage.  He  offered  Disraeli  the  fullest  apology 
for  the  charge  he  had  been  led  to  make. 

There  the  matter  ended  so  far  as  the  debate  in 
the  House  of  Commons  was  concerned,  but  the 
public  had  not  heard  the  last  of  the  story.  Who 
brought  it  up  again  to  the  attention  of  the  world  ? 
Only  Mr.  Disraeli  himself.  The  author  of  "  The 
Revolutionary  Epick "  appears  to  have  felt  so 
deeply  the  injustice  of  the  charge  that  he  deter- 
mined to  republish  the  forgotten  poem  in  order 
that  its  text  might  prove  that  no  words  of  his  had 
ever  justified  tyrannicide.  The  new  edition  was 
dedicated  to  the  author's  friend,  Lord  Stanley.  So 
far  Disraeli  would  appear  to  have  vindicated 
himself  completely  and  to  have  rendered  an  addi- 
tional service  to  the  public  by  supplying  it  with  a 
new  edition  of  a  poem  which  had  now  for  the  first 
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time  become  the  subject  of  public  discussion  and 
of  which  the  earlier  edition  had  passed  out  of  print. 
It  then  turned  out,  to  the  further  amazement  of 
the  public,  that  the  new  edition  of  "The  Revolu- 
tionary Epick "  was  not  a  complete  reproduction 
of  the  first  edition  and  that  the  first  edition  did 
contain  certain  words  amply  justifying  Mr.  Bright's 
statement.  In  the  first  edition  there  was  a  some- 
what magniloquent  passage  about  the  glory  and 
freedom  of  classic  Rome,  and  in  this  passage  two 
lines  declared  that — 


"The  bold  Brutus  but  propelled  the  blow 
Her  own  and  nature's  laws  alike  approved." 


Here  was  beyond  all  question  something  dis- 
tinctly resembling  a  justification  of  tyrannicide. 
But  no  such  lines  appeared  in  the  new  edition 
published  by  its  author  with  the  proclaimed  purpose 
of  proving  that  he  had  never  deserved  the  accusa- 
tion. How  was  this?  Disraeli  said  in  his  preface 
to  the  new  edition  that  it  was  printed  from  the 
only  copy  in  his  possession,  "  which  with  slight 
exceptions  was  corrected  in  1837,  when  after  three 
years'  reflection  I  had  resolved  not  only  to  correct 
but  to  complete  the  work."  He  added  "the 
corrections  are  purely  literary."  It  would  be 
impossible,  when  we  consider  that  the  sole  occasion 
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for  the  new  edition  was  the  controversy  about 
tyrannicide,  to  believe  that  Mr.  Disraeli  regarded 
the  omission  of  the  lines  about  the  bold  Brutus  as 
a  purely  literary  correction.  We  can  all  under- 
stand that  these  lines  were  left  out  when  the 
amended  edition  appeared  in  1837,  and  that  as 
Disraeli  had  only  that  version  in  his  library  when 
he  started  the  final  edition  he  may  have  forgotten 
all  about  the  bold  Brutus  and  the  blow  which 
nature's  laws  approved.  But  it  seems  rather  sur- 
prising that  he  should  not  have  taken  the  pains  to 
refresh  his  memory  by  looking  up  the  first  edition 
and  satisfying  himself  that  it  contained  no  objec- 
tionable passage.  The  original  edition  had  dis- 
appeared altogether  from  bookshops  and  even 
bookstalls.  Some  few  copies  remained  in  the 
hands  of  private  possessors,  one  of  whom,  I  believe, 
had  supplied  Bright  with  the  information  on  which 
he  based  his  speech,  and  there  were  also  according 
to  regulation  one  or  two  copies  in  the  British 
Museum  which  were  eagerly  sought  after  during 
many  days  by  curious  inquirers. '  No  doubt 
Disraeli  had  forgotten  the  lines  in  the  first  edition, 
but  the  whole  world  fell  to  wondering  why,  before 
issuing  a  new  edition  to  prove  that  he  had  not 
uttered  certain  sentiments,  he  did  not  visit  the 
British  Museum,  get  hold  of  the  original  version 
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and  see  whether  it  did  or  did  not  contain  the  lines 
which  made  the  subject  of  the  controversy.  Such 
an  unlucky  piece  of  forgetfulness  might  have 
injured  the  reputation  of  another  public  man,  but 
no  one  ever  seemed  to  take  Disraeli  quite  seriously 
or  to  hold  him  responsible  for  freaks  of  memory  or 
casual  inaccuracies  of  narrative. 

During  the  debate  on  Stanfeld's  connection  with 
Mazzini  Gladstone  uttered  a  sentence  which  I 
remember  impressed  me  deeply  at  the  time. 
Gladstone  was  repudiating  earnestly  the  imputa- 
tions made  against  Stansfeld  and  against  Mazzini, 
and  in  the  course  of  his  speech  he  said  with 
emphasis,  "  Mr.  Speaker,  I  never  saw  Signor 
Mazzini."  Gladstone's  purpose  in  making  this 
statement  was  merely  to  show  that  he  was  not 
influenced  by  any  feeling  of  personal  friendship  to 
Mazzini,  but  the  statement  impressed  me  in  a 
different  way.  I  knew  that  Mazzini  had  spent  a 
large  part  of  his  exiled  life  in  London.  I  knew 
that  he  had  lived  there  as  a  poor  man  and  had  all 
the  time  endeavoured  to  render  whatever  assistance 
he  could  to  his  yet  poorer  countrymen  in  the 
lowliest  parts  of  the  English  metropolis.  During 
all  that  time  Gladstone  had  been  one  of  the  most 
conspicuous  among  the  English  friends  and 
champions  of  Italian  liberty,  and  yet  it  was  plain 
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that  Mazzini  had  not  tried  to  win  Gladstone's 
favour*  or  even  to  make  his  acquaintance,  had 
never  put  himself  in  Gladstone's  way  nor  sought 
any  benefit  at  his  hands.  This  was  a  new  evidence 
added  to  many  other  evidences  I  had  already 
received  of  Mazzini's  modest  and  retiring  ways 
where  his  own  personality  was  concerned,  and  of 
the  unselfish  devotion  with  which  he  gave  himself 
absolutely  up  to  the  cause  of  his  country.  There 
were  some  passages  of  Mazzini's  public  career 
which  one  could  not  but  regret  and  condemn,  and 
one  was  sometimes  forced  into  a  sort  of  hostile 
mood  by  the  extravagance  of  enthusiasm  with 
which  many  of  Mazzini's  English  worshippers 
followed  his  sayings  and  doings  at  that  time. 
But  everything  I  knew  or  heard  concerning 
Mazzini  only  bore  additional  testimony  to  the 
unselfishness,  the  purity,  and  the  truthfulness  of 
his  character. 

At  the  time  of  the  Stansfeld  controversy  it  was 
openly  asserted  by  some  speakers  and  writers 
that  Mazzini  was  concerned  with  Orsini  in  the 
attempt  made  to  assassinate  the  Emperor  of  the 
French  in  the  Rue  Le  Peletier,  Paris,  in  January, 
1858.  Apart  from  my  personal  conviction  that 
Mazzini  was  utterly  incapable  of  sanctioning  such 
a  scheme,  I  had  reasons  of  a  more  particular  kind 
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for  disbelieving  the  assertion.  Not  long  before 
the  attempt  made  on  the  life  of  Louis  Napoleon 
Orsini,  a  political  convict  who  had  escaped  from 
an  Austrian  prison,  came  over  to  Liverpool,  where 
I  was  living,  and  delivered  lectures  there.  He 
was  then  known  only  as  an  Italian  patriot 
who  had  been  sentenced  to  imprisonment  because 
he  strove  for  his  country's  independence  ;  he  had 
always  borne  a  high  personal  character,  and 
nobody  in  England  could  have  supposed  him 
likely  to  take  a  part  in  schemes  for  assassination. 
He  met  with  a  cordial  reception  in  Liverpool  and 
made  many  personal  friends  there  among  all 
political  parties,  and  I  had  several  opportunities 
of  meeting  and  talking  with  him.  We  spoke 
more  than  once  of  Mazzini,  and  I  was  surprised 
to  find  that  Orsini  expressed  himself  in  terms  of 
dislike  and  almost  of  disdain  concerning  the  man 
whom  we  all  then  regarded  as  the  leader  of 
the  movement  for  Italian  independence.  So  far 
as  I  could  understand  Orsini's  objection  to 
Mazzini  it  was  that  Mazzini  was  too  scrupulous 
and  too  timid  in  his  policy,  that  he  shrank  from 
bold  attempts,  and  was  more  likely  to  mar  than 
to  make  any  fresh  and  original  scheme  for  the 
accomplishment  of  the  national  purpose.  I  could 
not  help  thinking  at  the  time,  and  ever  since,  that 
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the  reason  Orsini  felt  that  dislike  for  Mazzini  was 
just  because  Mazzini  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
plans  of  tyrannicide  such  as  the  murderous  attempt 
in  the  Rue  Le  Peletier  to  which  his  enemies  professed 
to  believe  he  gave  his  sanction  and  co-operation. 

The  reputation  of  James  Stansfeld  suffered  in 
no  sense  from  the  absurd  attempt  made  to  asso- 
ciate him  with  the  evil  doings  of  Italian  con- 
spirators. He  held  many  high  offices  under 
Liberal  administrations,  and  I  believe  that 
towards  the  close  of  his  political  career  he  was 
offered  a  peerage,  which  he  decisively  refused. 
Stansfeld  had  no  ambition  in  that  way.  I  do 
not  believe  that  he  was  during  the  course  of  his 
life  ever  influenced  by  personal  ambition.  The 
noble  disinterestedness  of  his  nature  and  his 
absolute  devotion  to  great  principles  made  him, 
in  a  certain  sense,  an  unsatisfactory  member  of 
an  administration.  A  man  who  wants  to  get  on 
in  political  life  and  to  rise  from  step  to  step  in 
an  administrative  career  must  be  prepared  to  make 
a  sacrifice,  at  least  a  temporary  sacrifice,  now  and 
then  of  some  cause  to  which  he  has  pledged 
himself.  There  is  a  particular  movement  he 
has  long  been  devoted  to,  but  which  it  may 
not  suit  the  purposes  of  the  Government  he 
holds  a  place  in  to  satisfy  by  some  legislative 
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measure.  If  he  wants  to  get  on  he  must  wait 
for  the  convenience  of  his  leader  and  his  other 
powerful  colleagues  and  must  be  content  to  see 
the  measures  he  specially  desires  to  promote  set 
aside  for  Session  after  Session  and  left  perhaps 
without  any  hope  of  an  early  introduction. 

Stansfeld  was  not  a  man  who  could  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  compromise  so  completely  as  to  accept 
such  conditions  of  office.  There  were  three  or 
four  great  public  questions  he  was  especially 
interested  in,  and  the  promotion  of  these  was  of  far 
greater  importance  to  him  than  the  success  of 
any  Government  or  than  any  advantage  to  his 
own  political  career.  I  know  that  on  one  occasion 
when  Stansfeld  was  offered  a  high  position  in 
a  new  Liberal  Government  he  made  it  a  condition, 
before  accepting  the  offer,  that  he  should  be 
held  quite  free  to  advocate  in  the  House  of 
Commons  and  from  his  place  on  the  Treasury 
bench  a  cause  not  then  regarded  with  much  favour 
by  the  leading  men  on  either  side  of  the  House. 
His  position  was  clear.  He  would  support  every 
measure  introduced  by  a  Liberal  or  a  Conservative 
Government  if  he  believed  it  to  be  for  the  public 
welfare,  but  he  would  not  consent,  for  the  conve- 
nience of  an  administration,  to  withhold  his  public 
support  from  any  such  measure.  He  was  not 
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a   pliable    man,    and  when    he    had    set    his    heart 
on    the    promotion    of  a    movement    he    could    not 
be     prevailed    upon    to    wait    in    silence    for    an 
indefinite    time    until    its    advocacy    might  find    an 
opportunity  acceptable  to  his  political  chief.     There- 
fore   he    began    to    be    less    anxious,  as    the    years 
went  on,  to  hold  office  and  more  inclined  to  devote 
himself  freely    and    unreservedly    to    the  advocacy 
of  the  measures  with  which  his  deepest  convictions 
were  associated.     Men  who  could  not  be  compared 
with  him  for  political  ability,   for  wide  and   varied 
reading    and    information,    or  for    eloquence    rose 
to  higher  political  positions  than  he,  and  he  looked 
on    with    perfect    serenity    and    never    started    any 
opposition  to    a    Government   because    it    had    not 
given    him    one    of    its    highest    places.       Yet    in 
every    department    which    had    been    put    in    his 
charge    he    had    proved     himself     endowed     with 
genuine  administrative  capacity,  and  he  was  beyond 
question  one  of  the  most  eloquent  speakers  in  the 
House  of   Commons.      Every  one    who   knew  him 
found   his   society  delightful,   and  all  who  were  his 
friends    must    have    felt    proud    of    his    friendship. 
He    was   modest    and    unassuming    in    manners,    a 
lover  of  literature  and  art ;  yet  his  house  was  always 
a  centre  of  intellectual  companionship  and  his  zeal 
for    any    one    cause    never    made    him    forget    that 
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other  men  had  other  causes  also  worthy  of  his 
interest.  In  one  sense  at  least  James  Stansfeld 
realised  his  highest  ambition,  he  had  been  able 
to  render  invaluable  service  to  every  cause  on 
which  he  had  set  his  heart. 

The  portrait  of  Peter  Alfred  Taylor  comes  in 
the  natural  sequence  of  companionship  immediately 
after  that  of  James  Stansfeld.  Peter  Taylor 
was  Stansfeld's  brother-in-law ;  was,  like  him,  a 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  was 
associated  with  him  in  all  or  almost  all  great 
public  questions.  He  was  not  endowed  with  the 
brilliant  qualities  of  Stansfeld,  but  he  was  a 
thoughtful  and  a  capable  man  who  might  have 
won  a  distinguished  position  in  parliamentary 
debate  if  he  had  devoted  himself  to  the  steady 
cultivation  of  such  gifts  as  he  had  for  public 
speaking.  But  I  do  not  think  that  Taylor  ever 
quite  put  his  heart  into  the  business  of  parliamen- 
tary life,  that  he  enjoyed  the  debates  merely  as 
debates,  or  that  he  would  have  cared  to  spend 
his  days  and  nights  in  the  House  of  Commons 
if  it  were  not  that  he  had  some  measures  of 
legislation  especially  at  heart  to  which  he  felt 
compelled  to  devote  his  whole  attention.  He 
was  a  good  speaker  with  a  good  manner,  and 
when  he  addressed  the  House  he  was  always 
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able  to  command  the  attention  of  his  more  thought- 
ful listeners.  But  he  never  made  success  the 
object  of  his  ambition,  and  he  never  made  a 
speech  unless  he  had  something  to  say  which 
he  feared  might  be  left  unsaid,  or  not  fully 
expressed,  if  he  did  not  make  himself  its  exponent. 
Without  any  disparagement  to  •  the  House  of 
Commons  it  may  be  said  that  this  is  not  exactly 
the  spirit  which  must  actuate  a  man  who  is  ambi- 
tious to  become  a  successful  debater.  A  member 
who  wishes  to  become  a  leading  debater  must 
make  use  of  the  House  as  his  training-ground 
and  must  be  prepared  to  cultivate  very  often  his 
own  faculties  for  debate  at  the  expense  of  his 
audience.  Of  course  a  man  endowed  with  a 
-gift  of  real  eloquence  can  always  assert  his  position 
no  matter  at  what  rare  intervals  he  chooses  to 
address  the  House  and  no  matter  how  little 
interest  he  may  take  in  its  ordinary  proceedings. 
But  Peter  Taylor  was  not  a  man  of  this  order, 
and  he  had  not  the  ambition  or  the  inclination 
to  regard  the  House  as  the  training-ground 
for  a  rising  debater.  He  devoted  himself  especially 
to  the  advocacy  of  two  or  three  reforms,  one  of 
which  was  the  abolition  of  flogging  in  the  army 
and  navy.  He  brought  forward  every  Session 
a  motion  on  these  subjects.  He  was  an 
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advanced  Liberal,  an  advocate  of  the  cause  of 
liberty  at  home  and  abroad,  and  although  he 
never  really  enjoyed  the  life  of  the  House,  he 
never  absented  himself  from  the  division  lobby 
when  a  vote  had  to  be  taken  which  concerned 
a  question  belonging  to  such  spheres  of  politics. 
But  he  was  not  a  man  upon  whom  the  Whips  of 
any  party  could  always  safely  reckon  ;  he  would 
vote  against  a  Liberal  Government  just  as  readily 
as  against  a  Tory  Government  if  the  Liberal 
leaders  brought  in  a  measure  large  or  small 
of  which  he  conscientiously  disapproved. 

Fortunately  for  himself  Peter  Taylor  had  no 
particular  reason  for  desiring  to  be  of  service 
to  any  administration.  He  had  no  ambition  to 
obtain  office  in  a  ministry  and  he  was  endowed 
with  ample  private  means.  He  had  during  the 
earlier  years  of  my  friendship  with  him  a  delightful 
abode  not  far  north  of  the  Park,  but  which  might 
have  been  miles  away  from  London  so  far  as  its 
appearance  and  its  immediate  surroundings  were 
concerned.  It  was  a  fine  old  mansion  which 
looked  as  if  it  might  have  been  in  ancient  days 
a  monastic  building  of  some  kind,  and  it  was 
surrounded  by  an  extent  of  garden  and  shrubbery 
like  manorial  grounds.  Peter  Taylor  and  his 
wife,  who  was  a  woman  of  intellect  and  culture, 
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loved  above  all  things  to  gather  around  them  the 
society  of  interesting  people  from  all  parts  of 
the  world.  They  used  to  have  frequent  gatherings 
in  this  delightful  old  home  during  each  London 
season,  and  there  any  one  who  had  the  good  fortune 
to  be  a  regular  visitor  was  sure  to  meet  with 
distinguished  authors,  artists,  politicians,  teachers  of 
science,  and  philanthropists  from  every  civilised 
land.  I  am  not  likely  ever  to  forget  some  of  the 
evenings  I  passed  in  that  house.  In  later  years 
the  house  itself  and  the  grounds  had  to  yield 
to  the  advances  of  what  I  suppose  we  are 
bound  to  regard  as  civilisation.  Probably  some 
railway  company  obtained  legislative  authority  to 
run  a  line  through  that  part  of  the  metropolis. 
I  do  not  know  what  actually  happened  because  the 
change  took  place  during  a  prolonged  stay  of 
mine  in  the  United  States,  but  the  result  was 
that  the  house~  and  the  grounds  underwent  a 
process  of  transformation,  and  when  I  next  be- 
came a  visitor  to  the  Taylors  they  were  settled 
in  a  fine  and  spacious  flat  in  the  Victoria  region 
of  London.  The  hospitality  of  the  Taylors  had, 
however,  suffered  no  change,  and  the  same  inter- 
esting and  delightful  gatherings  were  to  be  found 
in  the  up-to-date  flat  as  we  had  been  accustomed 
to  find  in  the  old-fashioned  and  picturesque  abode. 
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"  If  Peter  Taylor  and  his  wife  had  any  personal 
ambition  it  was  the  ambition,  which  certainly 
could  not  be  regarded  as  in  any  sense  mean  or 
ignoble,  to  be  surrounded  by  brilliant  and  eminent 
or  at  all  events  rising  and  promising  men  and 
women.  It  was  always  their  kind  and  generous 
way  to  look  out  for  merit  before  it  had  yet  won 
general  recognition,  and  I  can  call  to  mind  the 
names  of  many  men  and  women  who  have  since 
risen  to  fame  in  letters  or  art  or  politics  who  were 
wholly  unknown  to  the  public  at  large  when  I 
first  met  them  under  the  hospitable  roof  of  the 
Taylors.  But  I  feel  bound  to  say  that  the  strongest 
ambition  of  Peter  Taylor  and  his  wife  was  the 
ambition  to  render  substantial  service  to  every  public 
movement  which  commanded  their  devotion,  and 
to  help  all  fellow- creatures  who  deserved  and 
could  benefit  by  their  judicious  and  generous 
assistance.  Peter  Taylor  made  for  himself  no 
lasting  name  in  parliamentary  or  public  life,  but 
I  think  I  may  fairly  say  of  him  as  I  have  said  of 
his  brother-in-law,  James  Stansfeld,  that  he  realised 
his  highest  ambition  by  rendering  service  to  many 
a  great  cause. 

Another  name  I  associate  with  James  Stansfeld 
is  that  of  Emilie  Ashurst  Venturi,  a  lady  who  was 
connected  with  his  family  by  marriage.  Madame 


Italy's   English   Sympathisers     329 

Venturi  was  an  Englishwoman  by  birth,  daughter 
of  Mr.  W.  H.  Ashurst,  who  belonged  to  an  eminent 
firm  of  London  solicitors.  She  married  an  Italian, 
Carlo  Venturi,  a  Venetian  who  had  left  Italy 
because  he  could  not  endure  the  severity  with 
which  the  Austrian  Government,  then  in  dominion 
over  his  part  of  Italy,  was  endeavouring  to  suppress 
every  patriotic  effort  for  Italian  unity  and  inde- 
pendence. Madame  Venturi  and  her  husband 
'settled  in  London  after  having  lived  for  some  years 
in  Italy,  working  as  well  as  they  could  for  every 
'patriotic  movement.  I  only  knew  her  in  later  years 
after  the  death  of  her  husband.  She  then  had  her 
home  in  Carlyle  Square,  Chelsea,  and  she  loved  to 
gather  around  her  all  who  were  in  sympathy  with 
her  cause  or  with  any  cause  in  which  she  took  a 
deep  interest.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  her  also  to 
welcome  in  her  house  men  and  women  who  had 
distinguished  themselves,  or  who  seemed  worthy  of 
acquiring  distinction  in  art  or  letters  or  science,  for 
she  did  not  limit  her  circle  of  friendships  to  those 
who  worked  in  the  political  field. 

I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  numbered  among 
her  acquaintances,  and  thus  I  met  many  men  and 
women  who  had  won  for  themselves  eminent 
names.  I  remember  that  it  was  at  her  house  I 
first  had  the  honour  of  meeting  M.  Yves  Guyot, 
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the  famous  French  journalist,  author,  and  states- 
man, who  held  a  high  place  in  several  French 
administrations.  Madame  Venturi  was  a  charming 
woman  in  every  sense,  and  the  sincerity  of  her 
nature  showed  itself  transparently  in  her  conversa- 
tion as  well  as  in  her  actions  and  her  life.  I  felt  a 
peculiar  sympathy  with  her  because  of  the  deep 
and  earnest  interest  she  always  took  in  the  efforts 
of  Irishmen  to  obtain  for  their  country  a  system  of 
government  which  should  recognise  their  national 
claims  for  self  -  rule  in  all  that  related  to  the 
domestic  affairs  of  Ireland.  She  felt  a  strong 
admiration  for  Charles  Stewart  Parnell,  and 
expressed  it  frankly  at  a  time  when  such  a 
sentiment  was  least  likely  to  secure  for  her  the 
favour  or  even  the  toleration  of  that  vague  class 
which  we  are  accustomed  in  England  to  call 
"  society."  There  were  even  then  a  great  many 
advanced  English  Liberals  who  could  enter  as 
cordially  into  her  feelings  towards  Ireland  as 
towards  Italy  or  Poland.  I  have  heard  her  say 
more  than  once  that  she  regarded  Parnell  as  a 
second  Mazzini.  After  her  death  M.  Yves  Guyot 
paid  an  eloquent  tribute  to  her  disinterested 
and  noble  life.  "  Her  death,"  he  said  in  a  pub- 
lished letter,  "carries  away  something  of  myself; 
it  is  a  diminution  of  my  being."  Then  he  goes  on 
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to  say  :  "  In  my  moments  of  melancholy  and  incer- 
titude I  will  re-read  the  marvellous  letters  which  she 
wrote  to  me  so  often,  and  in  which  she  treated  with 
the  independence  which  gave  them  their  confi- 
dential character  all  contemporary  questions  and 
the  great  problems  of  the  past  and  the  future. 
They  reveal  a  logical  grasp,  a  play  of  fancy,  an 
animation,  a  thrilling  charm  which  make  them 
masterpieces  without  models  in  the  past.  Her 
thought  had  the  solidity,  keenness,  and  brilliancy  of 
the  diamond." 

Madame  Venturi  was  a  devoted  friend  and 
admirer  of  Mazzini,  many  of  whose  writings  she 
translated  into  English.  She  had  come  to  know 
him  in  the  days  of  her  girlhood,  when  Mazzini  used 
to.J>e  a  constant  guest  at  her  father's  house — a 
house  which  I  have  heard  Mazzini  was  in  the  habit 
of  calling  his  English  home.  An  intimate  friend  of 
Madame  Venturi  has  lately  been  kind  enough  to 
place  at  my  disposal  a  reminiscence  which  brings 
together  the  names  of  Mazzini  and  Madame 
Venturi,  and  contributes  what  I  believe  will  be 
a  new  idea  to  most  English  students  of  Dante  and 
even  to  many  of  Dante's  own  compatriots.  Mazzini 
was  a  most  enthusiastic  and  appreciative  admirer 
of  Dante,  about  whom  he  had  written  much,  and 
Emilie  Ashurst  had  followed  him  in  his  studies  of 
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Italy's  supreme  poet.  One  evening  a  discussion 
arose  in  Mr.  Ashurst's  house  as  to  the  meaning 
of  the  passage  in  Canto  III.  of  the  "Inferno,"  which 
describes  Dante  and  Virgil  passing  through  the 
regions  where  abode  the  souls  of  those  who  had 
taken  part  neither  with  God  nor  with  Satan,  but 
had  lived  for  themselves  alone.  Dante  tells  that 
among  these  he  saw  and  recognised  "  the  shadow 
of  him  who  from  cowardice  made  the  great  refusal." 
Many  theories  have  been  maintained  by  Italian  and 
other  scholars  as  to  the  identity  of  this  unhappy 
man.  The  theory  most  generally  accepted  is  that  he 
was  Pope  Celestine  V.,  who  abdicated  within  a  year 
of  his  election  in  1294,  and  whom  the  poet  was 
supposed  to  have  regarded  with  great  disfavour 
because  of  his  withdrawal  from  the  responsibilities 
of  his  position  at  a  period  of  great  stress  and 
danger.  I  need  not  enter  into  any  consideration 
of  the  other  theories  which  have  been  raised  and 
ingeniously  defended.  The  friend  who  has  supplied 
me  with  some  interesting  facts  in  Madame  Venturi's 
life  tells  me  that  Mazzini  regarded  none  of  the 
explanations  as  quite  satisfactory,  and  that  he  had 
sought  in  vain  for  a  character  in  history  whom  the 
passage  fitted.  Emilie  Ashurst  at  last  ventured 
on  a  suggestion  of  her  own.  "  I  believe,"  she  said, 
"  that  Dante  means  Pontius  Pilate,  and  there  is  no 
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mention  of  him  elsewhere  in  the  poem."  There- 
upon Mazzini  exclaimed,  "You  are  right — without 
a  doubt  you  are  right !  I  am  surprised  that  this 
has  not  been  made  clear  before."  Mazzini  became 
intensely  interested  by  this  suggestion,  and  the 
more  he  thought  over  it  the  more  he  became 
convinced  that  Emilie  Ashurst  had  rightly  divined 
the  meaning  of  the  passage.  The  friend  to  whose 
kindness  I  am  indebted  for  this  anecdote  describes 
the  personal  appearance  of  Madame  Venturi  in  her 
younger  days.  "  Not  one  of  her  features,  except 
the  forehead,  could  be  called  beautiful,  but  their 
harmony  irradiated  them  with  a  subtle  beauty  that 
never  waned.  A  wealth  of  hair,  black  in  youth  and 
silvery  white  in  later  years,  was  drawn  back  from 
a  forehead  that  noted  great  intellectual  powers,  and 
well-marked  eyebrows  lent  additional  character  to 
eyes  whose  direct,  honest,  fearless  gaze  made 
a  lasting  impression  upon  almost  all  with  whom  she 
pame  in  contact.  Few  persons  wholly  forgot 
iMadame  Venturi  even  after  a  casual  meeting,  for 
some  one  of  her  many  gifts  was  sure  to  show  itself 
ind  cause  the  stranger  to  feel  that  he  had 
Encountered  an  unusual  mind."  I  can  well  endorse 
[  :he  words  of  this  last  sentence.  From  my  first 
meeting  with  Madame  Venturi  I  formed  an 
I  mpression  of  her  which  I  knew  could  not  well 
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be  effaced,  and  the  more  often  I  saw  her  the  more 
distinctly  I  became  impressed  by  her  artistic 
capabilities,  her  noble  nature,  her  wide  sympathies, 
and  her  force  of  character. 

There  were  many  questions  in  which  Madame 
Venturi  showed  a  warm  and  active  interest  con- 
cerning which  I  was  not  in  full  sympathy  with 
her  views,  but  I  could  none  the  less  recognise 
the  force  of  her  arguments  and  admire  her  resolute 
purpose.  She  was  one  of  the  earliest  advocates 
of  woman's  emancipation — in  this  she  had  my 
fullest  concurrence — and  she  advocated  with  con- 
sistency and  indomitable  perseverance  the  opening 
up,  as  far  as  possible,  of  every  career  to  women. 
She  maintained,  in  fact,  just  the  same  principles 
regarding  woman's  emancipation  which  were  ex- 
pressed with  such  convincing  force  and  eloquence 
by  John  Stuart  Mill.  Not  even  the  authoress  of 
certain  once  famous  articles  could  seriously  have 
contended  that  the  sweet  and  modest  Madame 
Venturi  belonged  to  the  order  of  "  the  shrieking 
sisterhood,"  or  that  her  ambition  was  to  induce 
women  to  unsex  themselves,  as  the  phrase  went,  or 
to  attempt  any  work  incompatible  with  the  first 
and  most  sacred  duties  of  womanhood.  It  might 
well  be  argued  that  Madame  Venturi  was  herself  a 
perfect  type  of  noblest  womanhood.  It  was  a  high 
privilege  to  know  such  a  woman,  and  her  memory 
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is  sure  to  be  a  lasting  and  an  elevating  influence 
for  all  who  had  the  good  fortune  to  come  within 
the  sphere  of  her  guidance  and  her  inspiration. 

Another  portrait  properly  belongs  to  this  group. 
It  is  that  of  Jessie  White  Mario,  an  Englishwoman 
who  married  an  Italian,  and  devoted  herself  with 
enthusiasm  to  the  advocacy  of  the  Italian  cause. 
She  had  a  remarkable  eloquence  and  became  a 
regular  lecturer  on  behalf  of  the  cause.  At  one 
time  she  used  to  draw  large  audiences  in  London 
i|  and  in  many  cities  and  towns  of  Great  Britain.  I 
have  a  distinct  recollection  of  some  lectures  I  heard 
her  deliver,  and  I  was  greatly  impressed  by  her 
power  of  expression  and  her  admirable  elocution. 
She  had  the  gift  of  making  the  tones  of  her  voice 
correspond  in  every  word  and  note  with  the  feel- 
ings she  desired  to  express,  and  she  threw  a  certain 
poetic  charm  into  passages  which,  if  spoken  by 
another,  might  have  seemed  but  commonplace 
declamation.  I  had  only  a  slight  and  passing 
acquaintance  with  her,  but  she  impressed  me  as  I 
have  seldom  been  impressed  by  any  of  the  women 
lecturers,  many  indeed  in  number,  to  whom  I  have 
listened  in  this  country  and  the  United  States.  Her 
career  was  especially  characteristic  of  the  epoch  I 
m  now  endeavouring  to  illustrate,  and  she  is  well 
worthy  of  any  tribute  which  can  be  paid  to  her  by 
he  presentation  of  her  portrait  in  this  chapter. 


CHAPTER   XVIII 

» 

STARS    THAT    ROSE    IN    THE    SIXTIES 

r  I  ^ HESE  portraits  from  the  Sixties  illustrate 
hardly  any  career  more  interesting  and 
more  peculiar  than  that  of  James  Abbott  McNeill 
Whistler,  the  artist  and  art-controversialist  who 
first  began  to  exhibit  his  pictures  at  the  Royal 
Academy  in  1859  and  settled  in  London  in  1863. 
The  merits  of  Whistler's  pictures  are  too  well 
known,  the  controversies  to  which  they  gave  rise 
are  too  familiar,  and  the  school  he  may  be  said 
to  have  founded  is  still  too  much  of  a  living 
influence  to  require  any  description  from  me.  I 
feel  inclined  rather  to  speak  of  the  man  himself 
as  I  knew  him  than  to  discuss  the  peculiar  qualities 
of  his  art.  I  first  made  his  acquaintance  at  the 
house  of  George  Henry  Boughton,  the  distin- 
guished painter  and  academician,  and  I  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  often  in  his  society  until  he 

ceased  to  be  a  resident  of  London.     Whistler  was 
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an  American  by  birth  ;  he  was  born  at  Lowell, 
Massachusetts,  but  he  soon  made  himself  a  citizen 
of  the  world  and  was  as  well  known  personally 
in  Paris  and  London  as  in  his  native  land.  While 
studying  art  in  Paris  he  was  a  companion  of 
George  du  Maurier,  who  long  afterwards  gave 
some  highly  amusing  pictures  or  caricatures  of 
him  in  "  Trilby." 

Whistler  was  a  controversialist  by  nature  both 
in  public  and  in  private,  and  he  never  got  hold 
of  a  new  idea  in  art  or  letters  which  he  did  not 
succeed  in  turning  into  a  subject  of  keen  con- 
troversy. He  was  a  humorist  and  a  wit,  and 
had  the  readiest  and  happiest  gift  of  artistic 
phrase-making.  He  was  not  content  to  paint  a 
picture  according  to  his  own  principle  of  art, 
but  he  must  also  endeavour  to  found  a  school 
for  the  propagation  of  that  principle  which 
he  believed  to  be  initiated  and  illustrated  by  his 
style  of  painting.  I  have  said  that  he  was  a 
humorist,  but  I  cannot  help  remembering  that 
Thackeray  defined  humour  as  the  union  of  love 
and  wit,  and  Whistler  was  certainly  somewhat  too 
acrid  to  be  a  master  of  humour  in  that  genial 
sense.  Nevertheless  I  believe  that  many  even 
of  his  sharpest  sayings  had  in  them  much 
of  the  quality  of  humour  as  well  as  of  mere 

23 
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wit.  Some  of  them  became  almost  proverbial, 
and  passed  into  the  ordinary  conversation  of  society, 
where  they  were  often  quoted  by  men  and  women 
who  had  no  clear  recollection  as  to  the  source 
from  which  they  came.  He  soon  formed  around 
him  in  London  a  whole  school  of  artistic  admirers, 
men  and  women,  the  essential  article  of  whose 
faith  was  not  merely  that  Whistler  was  a  true 
artist,  not  merely  that  he  was  a  great  artist,  but 
that  he  was  the  first  and  only  true  and  great 
artist  who  had  ever  condescended  to  teach  poor 
humanity  how  to  reproduce  atmosphere  and  colour, 
light  and  shadow,  form  and  substance  on  canvas  or 
paper.  I  think  Whistler  himself  was  often  amused 
by  their  extravagance  of  praise,  but  he  certainly 
encouraged  it,  perhaps  for  the  fun  of  the  thing. 

Whistler's  "  Ten  o'clock  Lecture "  was  at  one 
time  a  recognised  institution  in  all  that  part  of 
society  which  professed  to  make  art  one  of  its 
cherished  fashions.  The  "Ten  o'clock  Lecture" 
was  a  discourse  given  by  Whistler  on  some 
subject  which  just  then  happened  to  command 
his  attention,  and  he  appointed  the  ten  o'clock 
hour  as  a  time  suitable  to  the  dining  arrange- 
ments of  the  fashionable  public.  Each  lecture  was 
an  exposition  by  Whistler  of  his  own  theories, 
creeds  or  paradoxes,  spoken  in  his  crisp  and 
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sparkling  style,  and  gave  the  listener  the  im- 
pression sometimes  that  Whistler  was  merely 
thinking  aloud  for  the  relief  of  his  own  mind, 
and  sometimes  that  he  was  propounding  puzzles 
for  the  bewilderment  of  his  audience.  But  all 
of  them  had  the  peculiarity  that  they  held  with 
absolute  command  the  attention  of  the  listener, 
whether  he  knew  what  the  lecturer  was  talking 
about  or  was  trying  to  discover  what  the 
lecturer  believed  himself  to  be  talking  about.  One 
never  knew  what  stroke  of  brilliant  audacity 
might  be  coming  next,  what  bewildering  paradox 
was  to  be  so  set  forth  as  to  pass  for  some  pro- 
found and  eternal  doctrine  in  art.  Whistler's 
manner  was  admirably  suited  to  his  purpose ; 
every  sentence  of  the  lecture  seemed  as  if  it  were 
spoken  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  at  the 
same  time  the  quaint  originality  of  many  phrases 
and  the  fantasy  of  the  startling  conceits  set  one 
wondering  how  long  it  must  have  taken  any  man 
to  arrange,  in  seeming  sequence,  such  oddities  of 
conception.  The  London  lecture  was  delivered 
publicly  at  Princes  Hall,  but  was  also  given  in 
some  private  houses  whose  owners  were  fortunate 
enough  to  prevail  upon  Whistler  to  become  for 
the  occasion  the  instructor  of  a  limited  audience. 
I  remember  that  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  listen 
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to  Whistler  more  than  once  under  the  roof  of  a 
genial  hostess.  He  was  always  getting  into  some 
controversy  or  other,  and  there  were  even  occasions 
when  these  controversies  had  to  engage  the 
attention  of  a  court  of  civil  law.  His  book,  "The 
Gentle  Art  of  Making  Enemies,"  was  one  of  the 
London  sensations  of  a  season,  was  remembered, 
quoted  from  and  discussed  for  many  a  suc- 
ceeding season,  and  is  not  likely  to  pass  into 
oblivion  for  a  long  time  yet  to  come.  He  used 
to  have  frequent  breakfast  parties  at  his  own  home, 
and  to  have  a  standing  invitation  to  them  was 
in  itself  enough  to  confer  a  certain  distinction  on 
the  favoured  mortal  whom  Whistler  thus  recognised 
as  belonging  to  his  select  circle  of  friends.  One 
thing  the  favoured  guest  might  safely  count  upon — 
he  was  sure  not  to  meet  a  nonentity  or  even  an 
uninteresting  personage  at  any  of  these  gatherings. 
Despite  his  "  Gentle  Art  of  Making  Enemies," 
Whistler  always  seemed  to  me  a  man  of  kindly 
disposition  and  a  good  friend  to  his  friend,  although 
it  must  be  owned  that  he  was  rather  a  bitter  enemy 
to  one  who  made  himself  his  enemy. 

Whistler  had  some  years  ago  a  personal  quarrel 
with  a  rising  painter,  a  man  younger  than  he, 
who  had  been  at  one  period  of  his  artistic  career 
a  devotee  of  his  and  one  of  his  recognised 
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followers.  I  never  made  thorough  investigation 
into  the  merits  of  the.  quarrel,  but  I  had  a  very 
friendly  feeling  for  the  younger  artist,  as  well  as 
for  the  elder,  and  when  an  opportunity  arose  I 
endeavoured  to  bring  about  an  amicable  settlement 
of  the  quarrel.  I  tried  to  arrange  for  a  meeting 
between  the  two  separated  friends,  but  without 
success.  To  explain  what  followed  I  must  say 
that  the  world  was  then  profoundly  interested  in 
the  fate  of  Father  Damien,  who  had  lost  his  life 
in  endeavouring  to  mitigate  the  sufferings  of  the 
victims  in  one  of  the  southern  islands  where 
leprosy  was  doing  deadly  work.  Some  time  after, 
I  happened  to  meet  Whistler, .  and  expressed  a 
hope  that  he  cherished  no  unfriendly  feeling  to 
me  because  of  my  attempt  at  pacific  intervention. 
He  smiled  a  cordial  smile  and  shook  my  hand, 
assuring  me  that  he  had  not  misunderstood  me 
in  the  least,  and  then  he  added,  "  I  know  you  meant 
it  well  and  I  am  sure  you  have  courage  enough, 
but  remember  that  Damien  died  of  it."  I  need 
not  explain  this  fiercely  ironical  comparison 
between  the  labours  of  Father  Damien  and  my 
efforts  to  help  my  absent  friend.  I  shall  only  say 
that  there  was  a  look  of  quiet  benignity  on 
Whistler's  face  as  he  spoke  the  words  which 
lent  an  additional  drollery  to  their  application. 
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I  have  heard  Whistler  say  many  bright  ill- 
natured  things  which  were  not  so  ill-natured  as 
this.  One  day  I  met  him  at  luncheon  at  a  private 
house  where  among  the  guests  was  a  rising  literary 
celebrity  who  went  in  for  saying  clever  things, 
and  was  believed  by  some  of  his  critics  to  be 
not  always  quite  original  in  his  quips  and  cranks 
and  paradoxes.  This  man  sat  at  the  other  end 
of  the  table  from  Whistler,  and  Whistler  let  off 
some  brilliant  saying  which  was  only  heard  by 
those  in  his  immediate  neighbourhood.  The  rising 
celebrity  at  the  other  end  of  the  table  was 
attracted  by  our  laughter,  and  expressed  a  wish 
to  know  what  good  thing  Whistler  had  said. 
The  jest  was  repeated  for  his  benefit,  and  then 
in  the  enthusiasm  of  his  admiration  he  called  out 
to  Whistler,  "  Oh !  Jimmy" — it  was  thus  that 
Whistler's  admirers  and  friends  commonly  addressed 
him — "  I  wish  I  had  said  that."  "  Never  mind, 
my  dear  fellow,"  Whistler  blandly  replied,  "you 
will."  I  have  no  doubt  that  his  prediction  was 
fully  verified. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  regard  Whistler 
merely  as  the  comet  of  a  season  or  of  many 
seasons,  because  he  was  undoubtedly  an  artist 
of  great  and  original  power  who  did  work, 
that  in  its  way  is  never  likely  to  be  surpassed. 
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But  he  flashed  upon  London  society,  if  not  upon 
English  art,  with  a  comet-like  suddenness  which 
seemed  to  foretell  an  equally  sudden  disappearance. 
He  aroused,  too,  very  much  of  the  feeling  of 
surprise  and  bewilderment  occasioned  by  the 
unexpected  flashing  of  a  comet  on  the  horizon. 
Moreover,  he  had  a  way  of  withdrawing  from 
London  and  betaking  himself  to  Paris  or  New 
York  or  some  other  foreign  capital  with  a  suddenness 
which  set  his  London  admirers  wondering  whether 
they  were  ever  to  see  him  again.  During  my 
latest  visit  to  New  York,  now  a  good  many  years 
ago,  I  was  once  in  a  company  where  a  young 
literary  man  from  London  made  himself  the  hero 
of  the  hour  by  announcing  that  he  had  seen 
Whistler  that  very  day  on  Broadway.  I  knew 
that  he  must  be  mistaken,  for  I  had  just  heard 
from  London  that  Whistler  was  still  there,  and 
all  his  friends  knew  him  to  be  engaged  in  work 
which  must  keep  him  there  for  a  long  time.  I 
expressed  my  conviction  and  explained  my  reasons 
for  entertaining  it,  but  one  of  the  company 
promptly  said,  "  I  daresay  our  friend  here  is  quite 
right,  for  the  very  fact  that  Whistler  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  remain  much  longer  in  London 
is  the  best  possible  reason  for  our  expecting  to 
see  him  now  in  New  York."  As  it  turned 
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out  my  London  friend  was  mistaken,  and  Whistler 
was  certainly  then  in  London,  but  the  comment 
made  on  the  odd  promptitude  of  his  unexpected 
movements  was  an  appropriate  tribute  to  the 
reputation  for  eccentric  goings  and  comings  which 
the  "  Master"  had  acquired. 

My  last  meeting  with  Whistler  was  in  Paris 
some  years  ago.  He  had  settled  at  that  time 
once  again  in  the  French  capital,  and  I  believe 
that  he  stayed  there  for  the  most  part  until  shortly 
before  his  death.  I  have  always  thought  it  a  fitting 
and  appropriate  fact  in  our  friendship  that  I  should 
have  met  him  for  the  first  time  in  London,  and 
have  seen  him  for  the  last  time  in  Paris. 
In  London  and  in  Paris  were  to  be  found 
his  most  admiring  and  devoted  followers ;  in 
London  and  in  Paris  the  best  of  his  work  was 
done.  In  his  own  native  country  the  light  of 
his  fame  burns  as  brightly  as  in  any  other  land, 
but  somehow  we  do  not  associate  his  paintings 
and  writings,  his  artistic  theories  and  con- 
troversies, his  humours  and  paradoxes,  his  social 
successes  and  newspaper  popularity  with  any  city  of 
the  United  States  as  we  do  with  London  and  Paris. 
It  seems  to  me  that  if  I  were  again  to  settle 
down  to  literary  and  artistic  society  in  London,  I 
should  think  the  life  there  not  quite  the  same  now 
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that  it  wants  the  fascinating,  fantastic  presence  of 
James    Whistler. 

The  portrait  of  Edward  Sothern  appears  to  have 
its  appropriate  place  in  this  chapter.  Sothern  was 
an  Englishman  by  birth.  He  was  born  in  Liver- 
pool and  in  his  early  years  his  gifts  as  a  comedian 
began  to  show,  and  he  played  for  some  two  or 
three  years  in  English  provincial  theatres.  He 
then  went  to  the  United  States,  where  he  began 
to  acquire  a  reputation,  and  made  a  full  success 
when  he  acted  the  part  of  Lord  Dundreary  in  Tom 
Taylor's  comedy  "  Our  American  Cousin."  When 
he  came  to  England  in  1861  and  the  play  was 
brought  out  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre,  Sothern's 
renown  was  entirely  that  of  a  great  success  accom- 
plished in  the  United  States.  From  his  first  per- 
formance at  the  Haymarket  he  was  recognised  at 
once  as  a  really  great  comedian,  "  Our  American 
Cousin  "  became  the  talk  of  the  metropolis ;  ran 
for  more  than  four  hundred  nights  at  the  Hay- 
market,  and  its  success  depended  altogether  on  his 
performance  of  Lord  Dundreary.  Sothern  seemed 
to  Londoners  almost  as  much  of  a  foreigner  as 
Whistler,  and  I  think  therefore  that  his  portrait 
finds  a  fitting  place  in  its  present  association. 
The  play  itself  has  no  essential  value  as  a  comedy, 
but  the  extraordinary  performance  of  Lord  Dun- 
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dreary  by  Sothern  held  us  all  willing  captives. 
The  character  of  Lord  Dundreary  would  have 
been  in  the  hands  of  any  other  actor  an  absurd 
burlesque  of  the  English  "  Milor,"  as  he  was  at 
that  time  commonly  pictured  in  French  comedies 
and  French  newspapers.  Sothern  succeeded  in 
making  him  seem  a  living  possibility,  and  the 
London  world  went  wild  with  delight  over  the 
grotesque  absurdities  of  Dundreary.  In  fact  we 
thought  nothing  of  the  absurdities  and  the  impossi- 
bilities ;  we  did  not  stop  to  ask  ourselves  how  any 
Englishman,  noble  or  plebeian,  could  have  talked 
and  behaved  after  the  fashion  of  Dundreary.  We 
only  felt  that  we  had  before  us  an  actor  who 
could  make  us  believe  in  anything  he  said  and 
did,  and  who,  by  the  mere  force  of  his  genius, 
converted  Dundreary  into  a  living  and  fascinating 
reality. 

The  story  went  at  the  time,  and  I  believe 
there  was  truth  in  it,  that  Sothern  had  first 
appeared  in  the  part  while  he  belonged  to  an 
American  company  of  which  Joseph  Jefferson, 
the  creator  of  "  Rip  Van  Winkle,"  was  the  chief 
actor,  and  that  it  was  Jefferson  who  first  discovered 
Sothern's  genius  and  gave  him  the  opportunity 
of  turning  it  to  immediate  account.  In  the  play 
as  originally  produced  the  part  of  Lord  Dundreary 
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was  very  small  and  quite  insignificant,  but  Jeffer- 
son, who  was  playing  what  was  then  a  much 
more  important  part,  encouraged  Sothern  to 
amplify  it  by  new  speeches  and  fresh  humours, 
and  under  his  inspiration  Sothern  made  it  the  great 
figure  of  the  play  and  won  a  complete  success. 
When  Sothern  presented  the  play  at  the  Hay- 
market  in  1 86 1  nobody  thought  of  anything  in 
the  piece  but  the  part  of  Lord  Dundreary.  The 
wonder  to  those  who  knew  anything  of  its  previous 
history  was  how  an  actor,  even  endowed  with 
the  originality  and  genius  of  Jefferson,  could  have 
made  anything  out  of  another  character  in  the 
comedy.  Sothern  was  the  great  success  of  that 
season  and  of  many  seasons  following.  He  played 
the  part  of  David  Garrick  in  Robertson's 
comedy  with  equal  or  almost  equal  success.  His 
own  part  might  be  described  as  perfection, 
but  other  English  actors  have  won  success  as 
David  Garrick,  while  there  never  was  more 
than  one  Dundreary,  and  that  Dundreary,  was 
Edward  Sothern. 

I  had  the  good  fortune  to  make  Sothern's 
acquaintance,  and  I  found  him,  as  all  did  who 
knew  him,  a  charming  companion,  a  courteous 
gentleman,  and  a  keen  observer  of  the  humorous 
side  of  life.  It  happens  not  seldom  that  the 
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brilliant  comedian  of  the  stage  is  grave  and  quiet, ; 
not  to  say  uninteresting,  in  private  life,  and  that 
some  of  those  whom  he  has  kept  in  constant 
laughter  while  he  appeared  before  them  on  the 
stage,  find  him  but  poor  company  when  they  meet 
him  in  the  "  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life."  But 
any  one  who  met  Sothern  for  the  first  time  and, 
if  such  a  thing  were  possible,  had  never  heard  of 
his  success  as  a  comedian,  must  have  been  imme- 
dately  impressed  and  captivated  by  his  winning 
manners  and  his  wonderful  gift  of  humour. 
Sothern  was  very  fond  of  practical  jokes,  but 
only  of  practical  jokes  which  were  purely  good- 
natured,  unless  when  he  employed  his  powers  in 
the  detection  of  impostures.  He  was  engaged 
more  than  once  in  investigating  and  exposing 
attempts  made  to  delude  the  London  public  by 
persons  professing  to  have  mysterious  means  of 
communicating  with  the  other  world,  and  of  calling 
spirits  from  the  vasty  deep  and  other  resting- 
places  to  enlighten  credulous  inquirers  as  to  the 
secrets  of  the  unseen.  There  were  many  amusing 
stories  told  of  his  achievements  in  the  detection 
of  such  impostors  in  association  with  my  dear 
old  friend  John  L.  Toole,  who  still  lives  to  tell 
the  tale,  if  he  feels  so  inclined. 

Sothern   was  a    very    social    man,    and   enjoyed 
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the  company  of  all  who  had  anything  to 
say  worth  listening  to  whatever  their  rank  or 
degree.  His  society  was  much  sought  after  in 
London,  but  he  allowed  himself  to  be  sought 
after,  and  never  went  out  of  his  way  to  obtain 
admission  into  the  houses  of  the  great,  as  the 
conventional  phrase  goes.  The  great  sought  after 
him  very  much,  but  Sothern  did  not  become  in  any 
sense  the  spoilt  child  of  fashion.  One  never  heard 
him  telling  about  his  invitations  to  the  Duke's,  or 
the  compliments  paid  to  him  the  other  day  at 
dinner  by  that  delightful  Duchess.  He  was  above 
all  things  an  artist  in  heart  and  soul,  and  the  one 
regret  of  many  of  his  friends  was  that  he  never 
had  an  opportunity  of  proving  his  capacity  for 
the  performance  of  greater  and  nobler  comedy 
than  could  be  found  in  the  character  of  Lord 
Dundreary.  I  never  saw  him  in  any  part  but 
that  of  Lord  Dundreary  or  David  Garrick,  and 
I  suppose  the  same  might  be  said  by  the  vast 
majority  of  those  who  remember  him  as  an 
actor.  But  there  was  quite  enough  of  difference, 
artistic  and  realistic,  between  Dundreary  and  David 
Garrick  to  make  it  clear  that  Sothern  was  not 
intended  by  nature  to  be  merely  a  one-part  actor. 
I  always  felt  that  what  I  saw  of  Sothern  was  but 
one  side  of  a  many-sided  capacity,  and  my  admira- 
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tion  for  his  dramatic  gift  was  blended  with  a  keen 
regret  that  I  never  had  a  chance  of  estimating 
the  full  range  and  variety  of  his  powers.  It  was 
as  if  some  great  musician  were  compelled  by 
despotic  edict  to  play  nothing  but  one  or  at 
most  two  pieces  of  music,  and  to  go  through 
the  whole  of  his  life  without  allowing  his 
audiences  the  chance  of  enjoying  any  other  dis- 
play of  his  art. 

We  must  all  have  observed  instances,  in  many 
an  artistic  career,  of  a  man  who  has  struck  out 
a  new  line  for  himself  which  captures  the  public 
admiration,  and  although  he  knows  he  is  capable 
of  better  things,  finds  that  his  patron  the  public 
will  have  nothing  from  him  but  a  repetition  of  this 
one  kind  of  work.  I  was  talking  quite  lately  to 
a  very  promising  and  rising  young  artist  with 
the  pencil  who  suddenly  attracted  great  attention 
by  his  humorous  pictures  of  cats  in  all  manner 
of  fantastic  illustrations.  He  told  me  that  he 
felt  sure  he  could  do  other  and  better  work,  but 
that  the  publishers  and  the  public  would  insist 
on  keeping  him  to  that  one  line  of  humorous 
art  and  would  not  allow  him  to  escape  from  his 
self-assumed  task  of  picturing  cats.  My  mind 
went  back  at  once  to  the  case  of  Sothern  and 
Lord  Dundreary  and  to  many  other  instances  of 
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men  and  women  thus  chained  to  the  oar  in  one 
artistic  galley.  The  story  of  Joseph  Jefferson, 
the  creator  of  "  Rip  van  Winkle,"  is  perhaps  the 
most  striking  illustration  of  this  tyranny  enforced 
by  the  public.  Jefferson  had  the  best  reason  for 
believing  that  he  could  play  some  of  Shakespeare's 
parts — Mercutio,  for  instance — in  a  manner  which 
might  have  added  to  his  great  reputation,  but 
the  theatrical  managers  and  the  theatre-going 
public  would  insist  on  "  Rip  van  Winkle "  and 
nothing  else,  and  thus  he  went  through  life,  and 
is  still  going  through  life,  as  the  illustrator  of 
one  sole  dramatic  character.  Sothern  remained 
in  England  for  many  years  and  then  went  back 
to  America.  He  died  in  1881,  and  his  fame  still 
lives  as  that  of  the  actor  who  created  out  of  nothing 
and  immortalised  the  part  of  Lord  Dundreary. 

I  include  in  this  chapter  the  portrait  of  Fechter 
for  the  reason  that  he  too  came  upon  England 
with  the  suddenness  of  a  comet.  He  was  not, 
however,  limited  by  fate  to  the  performance 
of  one  part  alone.  Fechter,  like  Sothern,  was  born 
in  England,  but  he  was  a  foreigner  by  parentage 
and  extraction,  and  was  brought  up  in  France. 
He  began  his  education  there,  but  took  to  the 
stage  when  he  was  only  sixteen  years  old  and 
soon  made  his  reputation  as  an  actor  of  the  highest 


352         Portraits  of  the  Sixties 

order.  His  first  appearance  at  a  London  theatre 
was  in  1860,  and  at  that  time  he  was  almost 
unknown  to  the  general  public  of  England.  The 
first  part  he  played  in  London  was  in  an  English 
version  of  "  Ruy  Bias,"  and  the  public  realised 
in  a  moment  that  a  new  tragedian  had  come  upon 
the  English  stage  well  qualified  to  defy  competition 
in  his  own  field  of  dramatic  art.  But  his  Ruy 
Bias  was  soon  cast  into  the  shade  when  in  the 
following  season  he  ventured  on  playing  the  part 
of  Hamlet.  There  was  much  incredulity  among 
theatre  goers  when  the  announcement  was  made 
that  he  was  about  to  play  Hamlet,  and  the  general 
opinion  was  that  only  sheer  audacity  and  ex- 
travagant confidence  in  his  own  powers  could 
have  led  a  foreigner  to  venture  on  such  an 
undertaking  in  London.  Fechter  spoke  English 
perfectly  so  far  as  fluency  and  grammatical  accuracy 
could  make  him  perfect,  but  he  had  a  most 
marked  foreign  accent  even  for  a  foreigner,  and 
never  could  pronounce  a  single  sentence  in  such 
a  manner  as  to  pass  off  for  an  Englishman.  We 
did  not  heed  that  defect  when  he  was  playing 
the  part  of  Ruy  Bias.  It  seemed  only  natural 
and  in  keeping  that  the  hero  of  a  French  play 
should  not  speak  in  the  accents  of  a  Briton.  But 
how  will  it  be,  some  people  asked,  when  he 
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attempts  to  pass  off  on  us  the  Hamlet  of  Kemble 
and  Edmund  Kean  and  Macready  with  the  accents 
and  the  manner  of  an  immutable  foreigner  ?  The 
first  audience  therefore  which  crowded  the  theatre 
to  see  his  Harnlet  was  already  prepared  for  a 
complete  and  even  ludicrous  failure.  There  was 
a  certain  feeling  of  resentment,  too,  mingled  in 
the  emotions  of  the  English  men  and  women  who 
attended  that  first  performance.  Yet  the  play 
had  not  gone  far  before  every  one  in  the  theatre 
felt  satisfied  that,  despite  all  his  natural  and 
national  disadvantages,  he  had  accomplished  a 
great  and  thrilling  success.  Fechter's  Hamlet 
was  not  the  Hamlet  of  English  tradition,  the 
Hamlet  to  which  generations  of  Englishmen  had 
grown  to  be  accustomed.  It  was  not  merely  that 
his  accent  and  manners  were  impressively  foreign, 
but  the  Hamlet  itself  was  something  quite  new  to 
the  British  stage.  Fechter's  idea  was  above  all 
things  to  make  his  Hamlet  a  living  and  natural 
creature,  a  man  who,  despite  his  tragic  fate  and  the 
gloomy  part  he  had  to  play,  was  yet  a  man  like 
others,  and  was  accustomed  to  speak  and  move 
after  the  manner  of  ordinary  human  beings.  He 
discarded  all  the  old  theatrical  traditions  of 
measured  stride  and  measured  pause,  the  dramatic 
tones  of  unbroken  gloom,  the  statuesque  attitudes, 

24 
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the  portentous,  all -pervading  melancholy.  His 
manner  brought  out  for  the  first  time  to  many 
Englishmen  the  unmistakable  fact  that  Shakes- 
peare had  given  to  his  great  creation  many  moods 
of  kindly  or  scornful  levity,  and  that  the  Prince  of 
Denmark  often  concealed  his  deepest  feelings 
by  a  flash  of  sarcasm  or  by  mere  jocularity.  I  do 
not  know  whether  Fechter  had  studied  Goethe  on 
the  character  of  Hamlet,  but  he  certainly  seemed  as 
if  he  were  endeavouring  to  embody  Goethe's  ideas 
in  a  living  form.  This  seemed  especially  evident 
in  the  immortal  scene  with  the  gravediggers  before 
the  newly  opened  grave.  Other  actors  were 
accustomed  to  stand  in  picturesque  attitude  at  the 
very  front  of  the  stage,  and  to  deliver  .  Shake- 
speare's words  with  the  manner  of  a  popular 
preacher  addressing  a  hushed  and  reverent  con- 
gregation on  some  of  the  great  lessons  of  mortality. 
Fechter  sat  for  the  most  part  on  an  old  and 
decaying  tombstone,  had  one  of  his  legs  carelessly 
crossed  over  the  other  and  talked  to  the  grave- 
diggers  in  a  tone  of  easy  levity  which  sometimes 
gave  the  idea  that  he  was  amusing  himself  by- 
drawing  them  out  and  chaffing  them  for  the  benefit 
of  the  listening  Horatio.  His  attitude  was  that 
which  a  great  French  painter  has  embodied  in  his 
picture  of  Hamlet  and  gravediggers.  Soon  we 
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began  to  see  that  this  manner  of  ease  and  assumed 
levity  only  added  in  reality  a  new  depth  of  meaning 
to  the  whole  tragic  import  of  the  scene.      Here  was 
a  Hamlet  drawn  from  nature  and  not  from  stage 
tradition  ;    a   Hamlet  of   varied  mood  ;    a  man    of 
genius  and  of  fate,  whose  humour  it  was  to  clothe 
his  profoundest  thoughts  sometimes  in  a  disguise  of 
careless    indifference    utterly  impenetrable   to   such 
dull    and    commonplace   observers    as    the    homely 
gravedigger  and  his  men.       Fechter   was  also  the 
first    to    introduce  to  the   English  stage  a  Hamlet 
with  the  fair  complexion  and  the  bright  yellow  hair 
which    is    characteristic    of    the    northern    peoples. 
This    was    Goethe's    theory    as    to    the    outward 
presentment    of    the    Danish    prince.     There    was 
some    ingenius    controversy    raised    on    this,    and 
people    were    reminded    that     Hamlet's    father    is 
described  in  the  play  as  having  in  his  later   days 
hair  and  beard  of  a  sable  silvered.      It  was  urged 
that  Hamlet  could  not  be  supposed  to  have  differed 
utterly  in    appearance  from  his  own  parent.     The 
controversy  created    some    lively  discussion  at  the 
time  and    I    leave   it  for  the   consideration    of   my 
readers.     It    is    certain,    however,    that     Fechter's 
Hamlet  was  a  complete  success  with  the  English 
.public  and  that,  for   the   time  at  least,  the  yellow- 
haired  Hamlet  held  the  stage. 
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Fechter  played  many  other  great  Shakespearian 
parts  and  in  every  instance  with  the  same  result. 
He  created  a  controversy,  which  was  indeed  a 
part  of  his  success,  and  it  was  impossible  to  look 
upon  any  of  his  impersonations  without  being 
captivated  by  its  originality,  its  thrilling  power,  and 
its  quality  of  fascination.  Fechter  became  the 
lessee  of  the  Lyceum  Theatre,  and  for  many 
seasons  he  was  able  to  draw  crowded  audiences 
whenever  he  appeared.  Then  he  went  to  the 
United  States,  where  also  he  achieved  a  complete 
success.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  in  New 
York  and  in  Boston.  In  Boston  he  was  made 
welcome  to  the  great  literary  society  for  which  the 
city  was  then  distinguished,  There  was  a  famous 
club  still  flourishing  at  that  time  of  which  Emerson, 
Longfellow,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James  Russell 
Lowell,  and  others  of  the  Boston  group  were 
leading  members.  This  club  used  to  give  weekly 
dinners,  to  which  each  member  was  allowed  to 
bring  a  guest,  and  there  I  had  the  good  fortune 
to  meet  Fechter  and  to  observe  the  honour  with 
which  he  was  received  by  those  gifted  authors 
who  were  not  in  the  habit  of  regarding  the  ordinary 
actor  as  one  belonging  to  their  circle.  Fechter 
was  a  man  who  had  read  and  studied  much,  and  < 
was  able  to  hold  his  own  in  conversation,  even  in 
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the    companionship    of    men    like    those     I     have 
named. 

It  was  in  Boston  that  I  saw  Fechter  for  the 
last  time,  for  he  did  not  return  to  the  scenes 
of  his  early  successes,  but  died  in  a  home 
which  he  had  made  for  himself  with  a  con- 
siderable extent  of  ground  attached  to  it  in 
Pennsylvania.  His  name  will  always  live  in 
the  history  and  traditions  of  the  English 
stage,  and  his  management  of  the  Lyceum 
Theatre  did  but  add  to  the  lustre  which  so 
long,  before  and  since,  illumined  that  home  of 
the  drama.  His  fame  was  entirely  his  own. 
He  had  no  predecessor  in  his  peculiar  style  of 
acting  and  he  left  no  successor.  Other  men 
made  for  themselves  in  our  times  a  fame  not 
less  great  than  his,  •  but  he  will  always  be  re- 
membered for  his  own  gifts  and  for  the  origin- 
ality and  the  independence  of  his  creations.  If 
I  were  to  define  his  dramatic  principle  I  should 
say  that  it  consisted  in  his  endeavour  always 
to  reconcile  the  natural  with  the  dramatic  and 
to  make  the  hero  of  tragedy  seem  after  all 
but  an  ordinary  human  being  like  one  of  our- 
selves. It  was  a  revolt  against  the  traditional 
school  of  Kemble  and  some  of  the  great 
French  actors  of  the  past.  It  has  left  at  least 
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its  impression  and  its  memory  on  the  drama 
of  more  recent  days,  although  no  other  Fechter 
has  yet  appeared,  so  far  as  I  know,  upon  any 
stage.  Up  to  the  time  of  his  appearance  in 
London  our  tragic  actors  had  been  giving 
themselves  up  more  and  more  to  mere  tradition 
and  stage  conventionality.  A  literary  friend  of 
mine  once  told  me  an  amusing  story  of  a 
tragedian  then  very  successful  in  London  and 
in  the  English  provinces  who  got  into  an 
argument  about  Fechter's  style  after  Fechter 
had  made  his  first  appearance  as  Hamlet  and 
won  his  great  success.  Our  British  actor — I 
shall  not  mention  his  name,  and  it  is  now 
almost  entirely  forgotten — eagerly  contended  that 
Fechter's  natural  style  of  actjng  had  nothing 
in  it  new  to  this  country  or  from  which  Eng- 
lish performers  could  learn  any  lesson.  He 
declared  that  his  own  effort  had  always  been 
to  make  tragic  acting  seem  natural  and  human. 
He  said  that  if  you  have  only  to  move  a 
chair  across  the  stage  you  should  do  it  just 
as  any  ordinary  man  in  real  life  would  do 
it,  and  he  jumped  up  and  illustrated  his 
meaning  by  suiting  the  word  to  the  action. 
"  This  is  how  it  should  be  done,"  he  said. 
Then  seizing  a  chair  he  moved  it  across  the 
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floor  after  a  fashion  in  which  no  human  being 
in  real  life  ever  set  about  to  accomplish  so 
simple  an  act.  I  do  not  think  that  readers  of 
the  present  day  whose  memory  does  not  carry 
them  back  to  the  time  when  this  discussion 
took  place  can  have  any  idea  of  the  utterly 
unnatural  and  ultra-dramatic  style  in  which  the 
popular  tragedians  of  that  time  were  wont  to 
enact  the  most  ordinary  movements  of  human 
life.  Our  leading  tragedians  have  now  shaken 
off  these  antiquated  methods,  and  Hamlet  is 
no  longer  understood  to  be  a  creature  who 
must  follow  implicitly  the  stage  traditions  of 
the  old  school  even  when  moving  a  chair  from 
one  part  of  the  stage  to  another.  I  believe 
that  we  owe  much  of  this  happy  change  in 
our  theatric  ways  to  the  genius  and  the 
courage  of  Fechter. 


CHAPTER    XIX 

LORD    CLARENCE    PAGET — THOROLD    ROGERS 

I  NOW  come  upon  a  number  of  portraits 
which  I  may  form  into  a  group,  as  they 
illustrate  some  figures  which  were  very  familiar 
to  all  observers  of  parliamentary  life  during  the 
Sixties,  and  have  somewhat  faded  from  the 
memory  of  the  public.  Each  man  had  in  his 
time  the  impress  of  a  distinct  individuality,  and 
those  who  often  observed  them  in  those  days 
and  have  almost  forgotten  them  since  will  find 
their  memory  come  back  clearly  and  freshly 
when  they  look  upon  the  portraits  in  this 
chapter.  Lord  Clarence  Paget  was  for  a  long 
time  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  among  the 
number.  During  the  Sixties,  long  before  I  ob- 
tained a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  I 
observed  closely  the  members  of  that  assembly 
from  the  watch-tower  of  the  Press  Gallery, 

where    for    one    Session     I     used    to    report     the 
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speeches,  and  for  many  Sessions  after  used  to 
comment  on  the  doings  of  the  House,  as  I  then 
contributed  leading  articles  to  a  London  daily 
newspaper.  Lord  Clarence  Paget  was  made 
Secretary  to  the  Admiralty  in  1859,  and  was 
from  that  time  always  closely,  occupied  with 
the  debates  on  the  condition  of  the  Navy. 
The  Navy,  then  as  now,  was  a  frequent  subject 
of  animated  discussion  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. Lord  Clarence  began  his  life  as  a  sea- 
man under  conditions  which  give  him  a  fair 
title  to  historical  fame.  When  a  midshipman 
on  board  the  Asia  he  took  part  in  the 
memorable  battle  of  Navarino,  that  famous  and 
decisive  struggle  described  by  one  great  British 
authority  as  "  an  untoward  event."  King 
William  IV.,  then  Duke  of  Clarence,  was 
popularly  believed  to  have  stimulated  it  by  a 
few  words  addressed  to  the  Admiral  in  command 
scrawled  at  the  end  of  a  long  official  dispatch 
from  the  Admiralty  formally  recommending  care 
and  caution,  the  avoidance  of  all  rash  move- 
ments, and  a  due  regard  for  the  non-committal 
of  England  to  any  unnecessary  responsibility  at 
a  great  international  crisis.  The  Admiral  in 
command  of  the  British  fleet  was  believed  to 
have  interpreted  the  wishes  of  his  superiors 
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from  the  hastily  scribbled  words  and  not  from 
the  formal  official  dispatch.  He  acted  upon 
this  interpretation  and  thus  brought  about,  con- 
sciously or  unconsciously,  the  final  emancipation 
of  Greece  from  the  rule  of  the  Ottoman 
Power.  It  is  something  to  remember  that  one 
has  seen  and  known  a  man  who  bore  a 
part  in  that  immortal  sea  fight  as  Lord  Clar- 
ence Paget  did  in  his  early  youth.  If  King 
William  IV.  really  wrote  the  words  which  led 
to  Navarino,  we  must  set  down  to  his  credit  that 
breach  of  official  discipline  which  redounds  more 
to  his  honour  than  any  other  action  of  his  life. 

In  the  later  days,  to  which  my  own  obser- 
vation belongs,  Lord  Clarence  was  always  a 
popular  figure  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He 
was  a  good  debater  on  his  own  subjects ;  he 
was  never  overbearing,  always  had  a  kindly 
demeanour  towards  his  political  opponents  as 
well  as  his  political  friends,  and  after  the  hottest 
controversy  was  ready  to  exchange  social  cour- 
tesies with  all  members  of  the  House.  I  have 
often  seen  him  when  the  debate  was  done 
engaged  in  the  most  genial  conversation  with 
men  who  an  hour  before  had  been  denouncing 
the  Admiralty  and  himself,  and  labouring  hard 
to  prove  that  the  doings  of  his  department 
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were  destined  to  destroy  the  position  of  England 
as  a  great  naval  power.  Then  as  now  the 
majority  of  the  House  of  Commons  always 
agreed  that  England's  greatness  depended  mainly 
on  the  strength  of  her  Navy.  Even  those  who 
were  scornfully  described  as  the  advocates  of 
peace  at  any  price  were  ready  to  join  in  every 
effort  to  maintain  the  efficiency  of  the  Navy 
because  they  regarded  it  as  England's  weapon 
of  defence  and  not  of  aggression.  This  was 
the  avowed  principle  of  so  great  a  lover,  of 
peace  as  Richard  Cobden,  who  again  and  again 
declared  that  he  was  willing  to  approve  of  any 
reasonable  expenditure  to  keep  up  the  Navy 
as  the  cheap  defence — cheap  at  almost  any  pecu- 
4iiary  cost — of  England's  national  security.  No 
one  now  believes,  and  not  many  believed  then, 
that  Cobden  and  Bright  were  advocates  of 
peace  at  any  price.  Bright  as  a  matter  of 
fact  was  never  a  member  of  the  Peace  Asso- 
ciation which  existed  in  those  days,  and  was 
now  and  then  rather  aggressive  in  its  insist- 
ance  on  a  pacific  policy.  On  one  occasion 
after  a  very  animated  debate  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  during  which  the  advocates  of  peace 
vehemently  denounced  the  Ministry  on  the 
ground  that  they  were  pushing  too  far  their 
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naval  preparations  for  some  possible  war,  an 
interchange  of-  letters  look  place  between  Bright 
and  Lord  Clarence  Paget,  in  which  each 
cordially  recognised  the  good  purposes  and  the 
reasonable  policy  of  the  other. 

Lord  Clarence  was  a  Liberal  in  politics,  but  he 
was  an  official  Liberal,  as  the  phrase  went,  and  it 
would  not  be  easy  to  distinguish  an  official  Liberal 
of  that  time  from  the  ordinary  Conservative  of 
the  present  day.  I  am  now  talking  of  the  period 
when  Palmerston  was  supreme,  the  closing  years 
of  his  life  when,  although  still  almost  a  revolu- 
tionary in  foreign  politics,  he  opposed  a  steady 
resistance  to  the  movements  of  the  advanced 
English  Liberals,  before  the  influence  of  Gladstone 
had  been  given  to  the  Liberal  cause.  I  remember 
being  much  impressed  by  the  tone  of  the  letters 
interchanged  between  John  Bright  and  Lord 
Clarence,  and  the  evidence  it  gave  that  these  two 
sincere  men  were  able  to  recognise  that  each  was 
engaged,  according  to  his  lights,  in  the  promotion 
of  England's  welfare.  Lord  Clarence  was  always 
a  busy,  even  a  bustling  personage  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  he  showed  nothing  in  his  de- 
meanour or  in  his  official  conduct  of  the  red  tapeism 
which  used  to  be  regarded  by  satirists  as  the 
essential  quality  of  an  official  of  any  State 
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department.  There  was  a  distinct  impression  of 
individuality  about  Lord  Clarence ;  you  never 
mistook  him  for  anybody  else  even  if  you  had 
only  the  slightest  acquaintance  with  him.  I  have 
often  noticed  that  there  are  men  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  as  indeed  everywhere,  whom  you  may 
see  often  and  yet  whose  identity  you  easily 
forget  if  you  remain  for  a  considerable  time 
without  seeing  them.  I  can  recall  one  instance 
in  which  I  committed  myself  to  a  mistake  of  this 
kind.  There  was  at  a  later  period  a  member  of 
the  House  who  had  held  a  subordinate  office  in 
an  adminstration,  whom  I  was  in  the  habit  of 
seeing  very  often  and  with  whom  I  was  on 
speaking  terms.  After  a  General  Election  I  came 
back  to  the  House,  and  failed  to  observe  that  the 
honourable  member  did  not  make  his  appearance 
there.  A  long  time  passed  before  I  saw  him 
again  and  then  I  met  him  at  a  dinner  party. 
I  remembered  his  appearance  and  his  name  at 
once  and  we  got  into  conversation.  I  remarked 
that  .1  had  not  seen  him  in  the  House  for 
some  time  and  that  I  was  afraid  he  had  been 
rather  neglecting  his  official  duties.  I  saw  a 
look  of  surprise  and  of  something  like  dissatis- 
faction come  over  his  face  and  he  then  said  he 
had  not  been  a  member  of  the  House  for  more 
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than  two  years,  having  lost  his  seat  at  the 
last  General  Election.  I  tried  to  make  some 
explanation,  but  I  am  afraid  the  explanation  was 
not  quite  satisfactory.  Out  of  concern  for  my 
own  credit  I  forbear  to  tell  his  name,  because  to 
do  so  would  only  render  my  mistake  the  more 
ridiculous.  The  fact  is  that  he  was  one  of  the 
men  who  do  not  impress  one  with  a  sense 
of  individuality.  My  acquaintance  with  him  had 
always  been  slight ;  I  had  associated  him  only 
with  a  certain  administrative  office  and  with 
the  occasional  answering  of  questions  addressed  to 
his  department,  and  as  I  had  seldom  put  any  of 
these  questions  I  ceased  to  think  about  him  when 
he  no  longer  held  his  place  on  the  Treasury 
Bench.  Lord  Clarence  Paget  never  belonged  to 
that  order  of  official  humanity.  When  you  had 
seen  and  heard  him  once  you  always  remembered 
his  presence,  his  voice,  and  his  bearing.  He  could 
not  pass  from  your  memory.  He  was  engaged  in 
the  command  of  a  vessel  during  the  expedition  to 
the  Baltic  in  1854,  but  that  enterprise  was  not  one 
to  give  opportunity  for  the  display  of  great  naval 
capacity,  even  in  a  Dundonald,  and  it  must  have 
seemed  a  strange  anticlimax  to  him  who  in  his 
youth  had  borne  a  part  in  the  history-making  battle 
of  Navarino, 
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George  Clive  is  the  subject  of  another  portrait 
in  this  chapter.  I  remember  him  well  in  the 
House  of  Commons  in  the  early  Sixties.  He  was 
Under-Secretary  for  the  Home  Department  for 
some  three  years  and  a  familiar  figure  in  parlia- 
mentary life,  although  it  cannot  be  said  that  he 
made  a  profound  impression  even  on  the  pass- 
ing history  of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  was 
regarded  as  an  advanced  Liberal  in  those  days, 
although  he  was  only  a  Liberal  of  the  official 
order.  But  he  entertained  the  political  principles 
which  were  then  considered  decidedly  Radical. 
He  was  described  in  Dod's  "  Parliamentary 
Companion "  as  an  advocate  of  franchise  reform, 
vote  by  ballot,  and  the  abolition  of  Church  rates. 
It  must  be  remembered  that  most  of  the  leaders 
of  his  party  regarded  such  doctrines  as  the 
tenets  of  downright  Radicalism  tending  directly 
towards  the  government  of  the  Empire  by 
a  lawless  democracy  and  the  complete  overthrow 
of  the  British  constitution.  The  recognised  official 
opinion  of  a  Liberal  adminstration  in  those  days 
was  that  enough  had  been  done  in  the  way  of 
extended  franchise,  that  secret  voting  could  only 
lead  to  the  upsetting  of  all  legitimate  authority,  and 
that  any  interference  with  the  rights  of  the  State 
Church  was  but  opening  the  way  to  irreligion  and 
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anarchy.  The  introduction  of  the  ballot  was  then 
the  subject  of  a  motion  introduced  every  Session 
by  some  eccentric  and  uncontrollable  private  member 
whom  the  leaders  on  both  sides  of  the  House 
treated  with  tolerance  or  indifference  and  whose 
annual  motion  they  looked  upon  as  an  inevitable 
incident  to  be  disposed  of  on  each  successive  pre- 
sentation by  a  merciful  ministerial  reply.  The 
maxim  that  continual  dropping  wears  away 
a  stone  had  not  yet  come  to  be  applied  as 
a  fact  in  politics  by  most  of  the  leading  men  of 
either  party.  We  must  therefore  give  George 
Clive  the  credit  for  his  views  as  an  advanced  re- 
former and  admit  that  he  saw  a  good  deal  farther 
into  the  progress  of  our  constitutional  development 
than  most  of  those  who  were  at  the  time  his 
superiors  in  office.  He  is  well  entitled  to  a  place 
in  this  collection  of  portraits,  and  his  memory  de- 
serves to  be  rescued  from  parliamentary  oblivion. 

I  do  not  know  whether  the  description  of  a 
man  as  a  Liberal-Conservative  would  convey  any 
clear  idea  to  a  reader  of  the  present  day.  Un- 
doubtedly we  have  now  Liberal-Conservatives  as  we 
had  then  and  at  all  other  times.  Of  late  years  we 
have  seen  in  the  Commons  and  even  in  the  Lords 
many  Conservatives  whose  opinions  on  some  im- 
portant question  are  more  Liberal  than  those  of 
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official  Liberals  in  general.  But  it  must  have  been 
somewhat  peculiar  in  the  early  Sixties  to  meet 
with  an  Irish  landlord  who  boldly  proclaimed 
himself  a  Liberal  -  Conservative.  Such  a  man 
was  Colonel  Dunne,  the  Irish  landlord  who  at 
that  time  represented  Portarlington  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  he  was  thus  described  in  the 
accurate  record  of  Dod,  which  sets  out  the  political 
opinions  of  a  member  according  to  the  member's 
own  definition. 

I  remember  hearing  an  amusing  speech,  made 
before  the  Sixties  but  brought  back  to  my  mind 
by  this  description  of  an  Irish  landlord  with  the 
political  opinions  of  Colonel  Dunne,  by  a  man 
who  had  a  parliamentary,  literary,  and  social  posi- 
tion in  his  day,  who  was  a  friend  of  Thackeray, 
and  has  been  mentioned  by  him  more  than  once. 
This  man  was  Serjeant  Murphy,  a  distinguished 
advocate,  and  the  speech  was  delivered  at  an 
election  in  Cork  city  Serjeant  Murphy  was  being 
"  heckled"  by  an  Irish  Tory  landlord  because  of 
his  Liberal  opinions.  A  lively  discussion  took 
place,  during  which  Serjeant  Murphy  made  some 
allusion  to  the  Encumbered  States  Act,  which  the 
Irish  landlord  seemed  not  quite  to  understand. 
The  learned  Serjeant  seized  the  opportunity,  and 
went  on  to  say  that  he  might  have  thought, 
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before  the  reply  he  had  just  heard,  that  there  was 
a  task  opened  to  him  more  difficult  than  that  which 
Diogenes  undertook  when  he  searched  with  a 
lantern  through  the  streets  of  Athens  to  find  an 
honest  man — the  task  of  seeking  with  a  lantern 
through  the  streets  of  Cork  for  an  Irish  landlord 
who  knew  nothing  of  the  Encumbered  States  Act. 
The  delighted  laughter  which  followed  this  hit 
prevented  the  perplexed  landlord  from  making  any 
prompt  and  audible  explanation  of  his  awkward 
position.  But  for  the  record  of  Colonel  Dunne's 
opinions  I  should  have  thought  it  would  be  as 
trying  an  ordeal  to  find  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, in  the  early  Sixties,  an  Irish  landlord  of 
Colonel  Dunne's  class  with  his  political  principles. 

Of  course  there  were  Liberal  Irish  landlords  in 
the  early  Sixties,  although  not  belonging  to  the 
same  set  as  that  which  would  have  claimed  Colonel 
Dunne.  There  was,  for  instance,  Richard  Montes- 
quieu Bellew,  whose  portrait  we  give,  and  who 
was  for  some  years  a  Lord  of  the  Treasury  in  a 
Liberal  administration  before  the  date  to  which 
this  volume  belongs. 

Bellew  was  an  advocate  of  short  Parliaments, 
vote  by  ballot,  the  removal  of  all  religious  dis- 
abilities at  universities,  and  the  establishment  of 
tenant  right  in  Ireland — a  declaration  of  opinion 
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which  would  sound  Liberal  even  in  our  own  days. 
I  have  a  distinct  recollection  of  him  as  a  parlia- 
mentary figure,  although  his  political  career  made 
no  great  impression  on  the  House  of  Commons 
or  on  the  history  of  his  day.  He  deserves  a 
record  in  these  pages  if  only  for  the  fact  that  he 
could  see  so  far  in  advance  the  reforms  destined 
to  come  in  their  own  good  time,  and  in  the  estab- 
lishment of  which  Conservative  as  well  as  Liberal 
Governments  may  claim  to  have  had  a  share. 

I  come  now  to  a  man  who  made  a  much  greater 
impression  on  political  and  on  intellectual  life  than 
any  of  those  already  mentioned  in  this  chapter. 
This  man  was  the  late  Professor  James  E.  Thorold 
Rogers,  who  taught  political  economy  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford  and  economic  science  in  King's 
College,  London.  Many  of  my  readers  will  have 
a  very  distinct  recollection  of  Thorold  Rogers,  for 
he  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons  from  1880  to 
1886,  and  died  so  lately  as  October,  1890.  I 
had  the  honour  of  knowing  him  during  the  years 
when  he  was  in  Parliament  and  when  I,  too,  had 
a  seat  there,  but  his  fame  does  not  belong  to  his 
years  of  Parliamentary  service.  His  seat  in  the 
House  was  only  the  recognition  of  the  great  ser- 
vices he  had  rendered  at  an  earlier  date  to  political 
reform  and  the  advancement  of  economic  science. 
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Thorold  Rogers  was  associated  with  many  of  the 
movements  in  which  Cobden  and  Bright  took  a 
leading  part.  He  was  a  man  of  the  most  marked 
individuality,  and  had,  in  every  sense,  the  courage 
of  his  opinions.  Some  of  his  opponents  thought, 
and  said  in  their  different  ways,  that  he  had 
rather  more  than  the  courage  needed  to  sus- 
tain his  personal  opinions,  for  he  was  a  very 
aggressive  controversialist  and  a  decidedly  hard 
hitter.  He  was  often  engaged  in  acrimonious 
discussion,  and  generally  gave  his  opponents  much 
better  than  they  brought.  His  education  was 
broad  and  deep,  his  culture  was  refined,  and  he 
had  a  most  intimate  acquaintance  with  all  the 
problems  of  economic  science. 

Bright,  who  was  commonly  accused  of  nourish- 
ing a  contempt  for  University  education,  once 
declared  in  a  public  speech  that  even  if  he  did 
entertain  such  a  contempt  he  must  have  to  make 
an  exception  in  favour  of  men  like  Thorold  Rogers 
and  Goldwin  Smith,  who  always  turned  their  Uni- 
versity education  to  the  best  account  by  making 
themselves  the  advocates  of  every  great  reform 
in  the  interest  of  the  working  classes  and  the 
poor.  At  that  time  many  of  us  were  in  the  habit 
of  associating  Thorold  Rogers  and  Goldwin  Smith 
as  fellow  labourers  in  every  great  cause  of  political 
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advancement,  and  we  seldom  heard  the  one 
name  without  thinking  of  the  other.  Thorold 
Rogers — and  here  again  he  resembled  Goldwin 
Smith  —  was  a  man  of  thoroughly  independent 
opinions,  and  his  resolve  to  think  for  himself 
brought  him  more  than  once  into  direct  antago- 
nism with  the  leaders  whom  on  ordinary  questions 
he  always  followed.  He  could  not  be  called  eccen- 
tric in  his  ideas  even  by  his  extreme  opponents, 
but  he  could  not  absolutely  give  himself  up  to 
any  school  of  political  or  economic  opinions.  The 
friends  and  allies  who  sometimes  believed  him  to 
be  going  wrong  were  quite  ready  to  admit  that 
he  was  only  following  the  light  of  his  own  con- 
victions even  when,  according  to  their  judgment, 
his  views  were  distinctly  wrong.  He  rendered 
most  valuable  service,  during  that  period  of  the 
Sixties  when  the  American  Civil  War  was 
going  on,  by  his  efforts  to  keep  English  public 
opinion  on  the  right  side  of  that  memorable 
struggle. 

The  great  bulk  of  what  was  known  as  Society 
took  up  the  cause  of  the  Southern  States,  and  had 
made  up  its  mind  that  the  South  had  not  only 
the  right  of  the  controversy  but  was  certain  to 
get  the  best  of  it  in  the  war.  There  was  an 
extraordinary  idea  pervading  that  class,  and  re- 
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ceiving  encouragement  from  English  statesmen 
who  ought  to  have  known  better,  that  the  Ameri- 
cans of  the  Northern  States  could  not  fight,  and 
were  destined  to  make  but  the  poorest  show  in 
a  contest  with  Southern  chivalry.  Lord  Palmer- 
ston  in  more  than  one  of  his  public  speeches 
made  great  fun  of  the  Northern  armies  and  of 
the  Northern  defeat  at  the  battle  of  Bull's 
Run,  and  there  was  an  inclination  among  those 
wrhom  he  especially  addressed  to  believe  that  the 
Northerners  were  merely  a  crowd  of  traders  and 
shopkeepers  who  did  not  know  how  to  fight  and 
who  were  sure  whenever  they  came  into  contact 
with  a  Southern  force  to  make  what  Palmerston 
called  ''certain  rapid  strategic  movements  to  the 
rear."  Men  like  Cobden  and  Bright  and  John 
Stuart  Mill  took  a  different  view  of  the  Northern 
cause  and  of  the  Northern  fighting  -  men,  and 
Thorold  Rogers  maintained  their  views  with 
admirable  force  of  argument  and  expression.  For 
a  time  it  seemed  as  if  Thorold  Rogers  and  those 
with  whom  he  associated  himself  were  fighting 
a  hopeless  battle  out  of  sheer  perverseness.  For 
some  inexplicable  reason  they  were  regarded  by 
their  opponents  as  un-English  and  unpatriotic 
because  they  advocated  the  claims  of  the  Northern 
cause  and  encouraged  the  men  who  maintained  it 
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on  the  battlefield.  I  saw  a  good  deal  of  Thorold 
Rogers  at  that  time,  and  of  the  statesmen  with 
whom  he  allied  himself,  and  I  could  not  but  admire 
the  unflinching  courage  and  devotion  with  which 
they  held  their  course  undeterred  and  undismayed 
by  the  social  forces  brought  to  bear  against  them. 
The  great  mass  of  Englishmen  outside  what  are 
called  the  privileged  classes,  and  including  almost 
without  exception  the  working  men  and  the 
democracy  everywhere  in  the  country,  were  with 
them  even  at  the  time  when  the  prospects  of 
the  North  and  of  the  anti  -  slavery  advocates 
seemed  darkest.  The  progress  of  the  war  soon 
made  it  clear  that  the  Northern  States  were  cer- 
tain to  carry  the  day,  and  then  there  began  «to 
be  more  and  more  evident  a  gradual  change  in 
the  views  of  society.  I  heard  Thorold  Rogers 
often  make  contemptuous  and  sarcastic  allusion  to 
this  fresh  evidence  of  the  familiar  proposition  that 
nothing  succeeds  like  success. 

One  of  the  most  valuable  productions  of  Thorold 
Rogers's  pen  is  "  The  Industrial  and  Commercial 
History  of  England,"  edited  by  his  son,  Arthur 
G.  L.  Rogers,  and  published  by  Fisher  Unwin 
not  very  many  years  ago.  There  is  a  remarkable 
passage  in  the  preface,  by  the  younger  Rogers, 
in  which  he  describes  the  labours  of  his  father  in 


376         Portraits  of  the   Sixties 

endeavouring  to  teach  his  great  economic  doctrines 
through  the  medium  of  lectures  to  University 
classes.  "  Let  the  professor  of  political  economy 
teach  what  he  will,  even  the  undergraduates  who 
seek  honours  in  the  history  school  soon  drop 
away.  In  this  way  it  came  about  that  these 
lectures  were  attended  by  an  extremely  small 
audience.  Had  the  professor  of  political  economy 
given  these  lectures  in  some  industrial  centre, 
hundreds  of  workmen  would,  I  believe,  have 
paid  to  listen  to  them.  But,  in  the  home  of 
learning,  some  dozen  men  of  education  attended 
lectures  thrown  open,  free,  to  every  member  of  the 
University."  Mr.  Rogers  concludes  his  preface  by 
saying  that  "  if  any  apology  were  needed  for  the 
publication  of  this  book,  this  alone  would  suffice." 
The  comments  are  full  of  interest,  and  it  is  well  for 
the  world  that  they  should  be  made  and  published 
even  though  the  collection  of  the  lectures  into  a 
volume  needs  no  manner  of  apology.  The  book 
is  a  most  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of 
economic  science,  and  would  of  itself  secure  for 
Professor  Thorold  Rogers  an  abiding  place  among 
the  world's  political  economists. 

The  book  is  a  characteristic  illustration  of 
Thorold  Rogers's  style  as  a  controversialist. 
No  man  could  be  more  fair  and  liberal  in  the 


Thorold  Rogers  377 

meed  of  praise  he  gives  to  all  who  preceded 
him  in  such  work,  and  from  whom  he  professes 
to  have  derived  most  valuable  instruction.  But 
it  is  the  work  above  all  things  of  a  fighting~-man, 
and  the  learned  professor  seems  never  so  much 
himself  as  when  he  is  assailing  and  ridiculing  the 
doctrines  of  his  opponents,  and  denouncing  the 
systems  of  administration  which  gave  practical 
force  to  this  teaching  in  the  form  of  taxes  and 
systems  of  economic  law  unfairly  raised  and  reck- 
lessly misapplied.  There  is  something  highly 
refreshing  to  the  ordinary  reader,  who  is  apt  to 
regard,  political  economy  as  a  study  without  heart 
and  without  enthusiasm,  in  the  ardour,  the 
vehemence,  and  even  the  bitterness  with  which 
Rogers  shows  up  the  absurdity  and  the  social 
wrong  of  many  processes  of  taxation  then  regarded 
by  too  many  British  statesmen  as  a  sacred 
embodiment  of  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors. 
Thorold  Rogers  could  be  as  enthusiastic  in 
denouncing  a  badly  conceived  and  misapplied 
impost  as  if  he  were  showing  up  deeds  of  despotic 
oppression  or  of  individual  cruelty.  A  false  action 
in  economic  science  he  condemned  with  as  much 
severity  of  censure  as  if  he  were  dealing  with  a 
blasphemous  doctrine  of  faith.  The  emphasis  of 
his  convictions  in  this  domain  of  thought  had  its 
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effect  upon  his  career  as  teacher  of  economic 
science.  He  was  elected  professor  of  political 
economy  at  Oxford  in  1862,  but,  as  one  of  his 
biographers  tells,  he  "  made  so  many  enemies  by 
his  outspoken  zeal  for  reform  "  that  when  his 
occupancy  of  the  position  came  to  its  due  term 
in  1867,  he  was  not  re-elected  to  the  office  until 
1888.  He  had  taken  orders  in  the  Established 
Church  and  was  for  a  time  a  devoted  follower  of 
the  Puseyite  doctrines,  but  he  had  no  calling  for 
the  Church  and  finally  renounced  the  religious 
profession  in  1870,  and  devoted  himself  entirely 
to  his  own  cherished  studies  in  history,  biography, 
and  political  economy.  He  could  not,  according 
to  the  laws  of  this  country,  have  obtained  a  seat 
in  the  House  of  Commons  without  this  complete 
withdrawal  from  his  functions  in  the  Church,  but 
no  one  who  knew  anything  of  Rogers  supposed 
that  ambition  to  obtain  a  place  in  Parliament 
or  any  personal  advantage  could  have  had  aught 
to  do  with  his  change  of  profession.  I  never 
knew  a  man  with  whom  personal  ambition  or  the 
desire  for  advancement  had  less  influence  in 
directing  the  course  of  his  life  than  Thorold 
Rogers.  The  sincerity  of  his  belief  alone  guided 
him  through  the  whole  of  his  career.  There  was 
nothing  of  the  sentimentalist  in  him  ;  he  did  not 
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allow  himself  to  be  governed  by  emotions  or 
instincts,  but  merely  examined  every  question 
by  the  dry  light  of  what  seemed  to  him  practica 
reason,  and  he  would  have  renounced  his  most 
cherished  convictions  on  any  subject,  without  a 
moment's  hesitation,  if  he  found  good  reason  to 
believe  that  his  previous  study  and  examination 
were  leading  him  the  wrong  way.  He  was  in  this 
sense,  but  in  this  only,  a  thoroughly  self-absorbed 
man.  He  only  asked  to  be  shown  the  right  path, 
and  that  path  he  firmly  trod  without  more  regard  to 
a  reputation  for  consistency  than  he  showed  for  his 
own  individual  interests.  If  he  had  to  stand  alone 
he  would  have  stood  alone  quite  undismayed,  and 
probably  with  a  firm  belief  that  the  best  of  those 
from  whom  he  had  turned  away  would  sometime  be 
converted  to  his  latest  opinions  and  come  up  with 
him  in  the  end.  If  there  was  in  such  a  course  any 
blending  element  of  so  poor  a  quality  as  self- 
conceit  that  certainly  was  the  only  self-conceit 
which  the  closest  observer  could  have  found  in  the 
unselfish  nature  of  Thorold  Rogers. 


CHAPTER    XX 

GOLDWIN    SMITH 

GOLDWIN  SMITH  well  deserves  a 
chapter  to  himself  in  a  volume  given  up 
to  portraits  from  the  Sixties.  All  that  part  of 
his  active  and  thoughtful  career  which  was 
most  conspicuous  and  influential  in  England 
belongs  to  the  Sixties.  Before  the  epoch  had 
actually  closed  he  withdrew  altogether  from 
English  life.  To  the  younger  generation  of 
Englishmen  the  name  of  Goldwin  Smith  seems 
probably  a  part  of  the  history  of  the  past. 
Every  youth  who  has  had  anything  like  a  fair 
education  is  well  aware  that  Goldwin  Smith 
was  a  man  of  high  intellect  and  great  argu- 
mentative power  who  rendered  splendid  services 
to  political,  economical,  and  intellectual  progress 
during  his  day,  but  I  can  well  believe  that 
many  such  a  youth  might  be  a  little  uncertain 

whether    Goldwin   Smith    belonged    to    the    period 
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of  Adam  Smith  or  had  come  as  far  down  in 
our  times  as  John  Stuart  Mill.  The  explana- 
tion of  this  possible  vagueness  in  the  minds 
of  the  younger  generation  •  is  easily  given. 
More  than  thirty-five  years  have  passed  since 
Goldwin  Smith  found  a  home  across  the 
Atlantic,  and  he  has  since  only  been  heard  of 
at  intervals  in  his  native  country.  During  the 
years  when  he  was  a  moving  figure  in  English 
life  he  was  a  very  influential  and  prominent 
figure  indeed,  and  we  read  in  every  day's 
newspapers  the  account  of  the  part  he  had 
taken  in  some  great  controversy  then  occupying 
public  attention. 

Goldwin  Smith  was  educated  at  Eton  and 
Oxford,  took  first  honours  in  Classics,  gained 
prizes  for  the  Latin  Essay,  for  Latin  verse, 
and  for  the  English  Essay.  He  was  appointed 
by  the  Government  Assistant-Secretary  of  the 
Royal  Commission  on  the  state  of  Oxford 
University.  He  was  afterwards  appointed  to 
the  Regius  Professorship  of  Modern  History, 
and  held  that  position  until  1866.  Before  this 
later  period  all  the  great  questions  had  come 
up  which  were  raised  by  the  antagonism  be- 
tween the  Northern  and  Southern  States  of 
the  American  Republic  ending  in  the  outbreak 
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of  the  Civil  War.  Goldwin  Smith  threw  him- 
self heart  and  soul  into  that  momentous  contro- 
versy. He  took  his  side  because  of  his  ob- 
jection on  every  ground  to  the  existence  of 
slavery,  which  he  justly  regarded  as  the  founda- 
tion of  the  whole  dispute,  and  he  published 
several  pamphlets  enforcing  his  opinion  in  elo- 
quent language  addressed  to  the  hearts  and 
consciences  of  all  intelligent  readers. 

In  writing  of  Thorold  Rogers  I  have  already 
given  a  short  account  of  the  effect  produced 
on  English  public  opinion  by  that  great  dispute 
and  of  the  manner  in  which  the  majority  of 
that  class  we  describe  as  society  took  the 
side  of  the  South,  while  the  best  intellects  of 
England  in  politics,  literature  and  science,  and 
the  whole  mass  of  the  English  working  popu- 
lation adhered  to  and  advocated  the  cause  of 
the  North.  Never  within  my  time  has  there 
occurred  an  epoch  more  full  of  absorbing 
interest  in  English  public  controversy.  Men 
like  John  Stuart  Mill  and  Herbert  Spencer, 
who  had  never  taken  any  public  part  in 
political  life  before,  were  to  be  seen  and 
heard  at  meetings  as  champions  of  that  cause 
of  human  freedom  which  they  believed  to 
be  at  issue  in  the  American  Civil  War.  It 
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was  probably  then  for  the  first  time  that 
Goldwin  Smith  came  into  close  and  constant 
association  with  Cobden  and  Bright.  As 
a  rule  the  followers  of  Cobden  and  Bright  had 
not  until  that  epoch  found  .themselves  much  in 
companionship  with  leading  representatives  of 
University  culture  in  these  countries.  The 
University  Don  kept  himself  for  the  most  part 
away  from  popular  organisations,  and  there  was 
a  sort  of  vague  impression  permeating  society 
that  culture  and  scholarship  could  not  give 
much  countenance  to  the  popular  doctrines 
about  the  equality  of  classes,  the  civic  rights 
of  man,  and  the  rights  of  labour  which  were 
advocated  from  what  was  called  the  Manchester 
platform.  I  can  well  remember  the  delight 
not  unmingled  with  surprise  felt  by  Cobden 
and  Bright  when  they  found  University 
scholars  and  magnates  like  Goldwin  Smith  pre- 
senting themselves  at  great  public  meetings  as 
champions  of  these  popular  but  .not  socially 
recognised  doctrines.  Goldwin  Smith  was  able 
to  encounter  the  higher  culture  on  its  own 
field,  and  to  show  that  science  and  scholarship, 
political  economy,  and  University  education, 
were  on  the  side  of  those  who  maintained  the 
right  of  the  negro  to  be  free,  and  of  the 
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British  working  man  to  have  some  voice  in 
the  government  of  his  country.  The  advocates 
of  those  principles  were  proud  to  be  able  to 
tell  their  opponents  of  the  higher  culture  order 
that  the  very  best  men  of  their  own  most 
honoured  class  were  against  them  in  this  vital 
dispute.  '-You  may  be  very  learned  persons 
but  you  can  hardly  think  that  you  are  endowed 
with  quite  as  many  intellectual  gifts  and  quite 
as  much  mental  instruction  as  Herbert  Spencer, 
and  Stuart  Mill,  Goldwin  Smith,  and  Thorold 
Rogers." 

Goldwin  Smith  was  especially  fitted  to  be  a 
champion  in  such  a  cause  and  at  such  a  time. 
He  was  imbued  with  the  very  spirit  of  con- 
troversy. He  loved  an  argument  and  as  he 
had  fully  thought  out  every  question  before 
giving  his  judgment  on  it,  he  was  pre- 
pared to  follow  his  convictions  whither  they 
might  lead.  Everybody  who  knew  Mill  and 
Herbert  Spencer  knew  that  their  natural  in- 
clination would  always  be  to  keep  themselves 
rom  platform  or  parliamentary  debate  as  long- 
as  possible,  to  think  out  every  subject  in 
the  calm  seclusion  of  the  study,  and  to  give 
forth  their  opinions  only  through  the  form 
of  printed  essays  and  volumes.  The  platform 
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was  only  ventured  on  by  these  men  when 
they  saw  that  a  crisis  had  arisen  calling 
on  them  to  sacrifice  their  own  personal 
predilections  and  ways  of  life  to  the  duty 
of  lending  every  possible  assistance  to  the 
support  of  the  opinions  they  believed  to  be 
just.  But  Goldwin  Smith,  when  once  he  had 
come  forth  from  the  seclusion  of  University 
life,  appeared  to  feel  a  positive  delight  in 
the  conflict  and  to  be  ready  at  a  moment's 
notice  for  an  encounter  with  any  opponent 
worthy  of  his  steel.  Never  was  a  cause  better 
served  and  by  a  more  capable  and  self-sacri- 
ficing advocate  than  was  the  cause  of  human 
freedom,  during  that  momentous  struggle,  by 
Goldwin  Smith.  The  effect  of  his  advocacy 
was  all  the  more  impressive  because  it  was 
well  known  that  he  was  a  thoroughly  inde- 
pendent thinker,  and  that  no  merely  dogmatic 
school  could  count  upon  him  as  one  of  its 
pledged  and  obedient  followers.  At  the  very 
hour  when  he  was  helping  Cobden  and  Bright 
to  fight  out  their  great  battle  there  were  many 
of  their  views  on  other  political  and  economic 
questions  with  which,  he  could  not  agree,  and 
he  never  hesitated  to  proclaim  a  difference  of 
opinion  when  he  felt  it. 

26 
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Goldwin  Smith  cared  nothing  about  the  names 
of  parties,  and  although  his  convictions  made  him 
a  Radical,  so  far  as  the  questions  then  mainly 
under  dispute  were  concerned,  he  would  have 
gone  to  the  help  of  a  Tory  party  on  any 
subject  concerning  which  he  believed  the 
Tory  party  to  be  in  the  right.  If  he  had  been 
a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  he 
would  assuredly  have  been  from  first  to  last 
what  is  known  as  an  independent  member. 
He  would  have  sat  on  one  of  the  benches 
below  the  gangway,  and  if  the  party  with 
whom  he  had  voted  nine  times  out  of  ten 
happened  according  to  his  judgment  to  go  wrong 
on  the  tenth  question,  he  would  have  done  his  best 
to  show  its  leaders  that  they  did  not  understand 
what  they  were  talking  about,  and  he  would 
have  gone  resolutely  into  the  Lobby  against 
them.  He  could  never  have  consented  to  be  an 
independent  member  of  that  more  docile  order 
who  is  content  when  he  cannot  quite  agree  with 
his  leaders  to  go  quietly  out  of  the  House  with- 
out speaking  or  voting  and  thus  save  them  from 
the  discomfort  and  discredit  of  a  seeming  act  of 
mutiny  within  their  own  ranks.  He  would  have 
felt  it  his  duty  to  argue  against  them  and  vote 
against  them  on  that  one  particular  question,  just  as 
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if  he   had  never  agreed   with  them  on  any  subject 
during  the  course   of  his  life.      This  resolute   and 
thorough   independence  was   of  immense   value   in 
lending  influence  to   Goldwin  Smith's  advocacy  of 
those  great  questions,  wherein  as  a  controversialist 
out  of  Parliament  he  found  himself  drawn  to  take 
the  side  of  that  section  of  the  Liberal  party  then  re- 
garded as  Radical.      I  had  many   opportunities  of 
knowing  that  for  this  very  reason  men  were  some- 
times   deeply     influenced     by    the    arguments    of 
Goldwin    Smith  who    might    have    paid    but    little 
attention    to   the  pleadings   of  recognised    Radical 
orators.      "  We    know    what    Cobden    and    Bright 
would  naturally  say  on   such    subjects,"  these  men 
would    urge;    "we    know    what    their    doctrine    is 
about  liberty  and    the  rights   of  humanity  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  but  when   a  man  like  Goldwin 
Smith  comes  out   from  his  College  retirement    to 
stand  up    for  a  cause  then  we   begin  to  feel  that 
there    must    really  be    something    in    it."     I    have 
heard  such    utterances  over    and    over   again   and 
they    helped    me     to   understand    the    inestimable 
advantages    given    by    Goldwin    Smith's  adhesion 
and  arguments  to  the  great  cause  then  represented 
by  the  Radical  party  in  England. 

Goldwin  Smith's  championship  of  the  Northern 
cause  made  him,  as  was  to  be  expected,  immensely 
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popular  in  the  Northern  states,  and  while  the 
Civil  War  was  still  going  on  he  was  prevailed 
upon  to  undertake  a  lecturing  tour  in  America, 
where  he  met  with  a  splendid  success.  Then  it 
began  to  be  said  in  England  by  those  who  had  felt 
the  force  of  his  arguments  only  too  keenly  for  their 
political  satisfaction,  that  the  Oxford  professor  was 
becoming  thoroughly  denationalised  and  that  he 
could  no  longer  be  regarded  as  a  genuine  English- 
man. His  political  opponents  said  that  he  had  gone 
over  to  republicanism  and  that  he  could  not  now 
endure  the  ways  of  a  country  which  acknowledged  a 
Sovereign  and  the  principle  of  hereditary  succession. 
Those  who  knew  Goldwin  Smith  somewhat  better 
were  satisfied  that  he  would  never  give  himself 
up  body  and  soul  to  any  mere  formality  or 
convention  where  the  welfare  of  communities 
was  concerned,  and  that  if  he  did,  not  thoroughly 
approve  of  the  way  in  which  things  were  managed 
under  a  republican  government,  he  would  be  just  as 
ready  to  express  his  opinions  as  he  had  proved 
himself  to  be  under  a  monarchical  system.  Goldwin 
Smith  returned  to  his  native  country  and  pub- 
lished his  valuable  books  on  "  England  and 
America"  and  ''The  Civil  War  in  America." 
But  he  remained  in  England  only  four  years. 
In  1868  he  resigned  his  position  at  Oxford  and 
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went  out  again  to  the  United  States.  There  he 
accepted  the  position  of  Professor  of  English 
and  Constitutional  History  in  the  Cornell  Univer- 
sity at  Ithaca  in  the  State  of  New  York. 

This  Cornell  University  was  then  a  novelty 
in  American  institutions.  It  was  founded  by  Ezra 
Cornell,  a  man  who  had  made  a  great  fortune 
as  a  contractor  for  telegraphic  systems,  and  who 
showed,  an  honourable  desire  to  associate  his 
name  with  educational  institutions.  I  had  many 
opportunities  at  one  time  of  meeting  Ezra  Cornell 
in  New  York,  and  he  always  seemed  to  me  exactly 
the  sort  of  man  whom  an  English  caricaturist 
with  pen  or  pencil  would  have  selected  as  a  type 
of  a  modern  American  capitalist.  He  was  a  lean 
man,  tall  and  wiry,  with  a  dry,  curt  and  some- 
what chilling  manner,  sententious,  and  given  to 
laying  down  the  law  on  his  own  subjects.  There 
did  not  seem  to  be  in  him  a  gleam  of  the 
emotional,  and  one's  utmost  imagination  could 
not  picture  him  yielding  for  an  instant  to  an 
impulse  of  the  sentimental  or  romantic  order. 
One  who  only  met  him  occasionally  might  well 
have  thought  that  the  last  thing  in  life  he 
would  be  likely  to  concern  himself  about  was 
the  spread  of  education.  Yet  it  was  quite  certain 
that  Cornell  was  sincerely  devoted  to  that  cause, 
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and/  he  founded  his  university  in  the  State  of 
New  York  as  a  means  of  making  the  higher 
education  attainable  to  the  poorer  classes  of 
American  students.  In  this  institution  Gold  win 
Smith,  as  I  said,  held  a  high  position,  and  many 
others  of  its  professors  were  men  of  distinction. 
When  Goldwin  Smith  accepted  a  chair  at  the 
Cornell  University  all  his  disparaging  critics  in 
England  at  once  proclaimed  that  he  had  now 
become  completely  denationalised,  and  that  in 
fact  he  might  be  regarded  in  future  as  the  most 
American  among  Americans,  and  the  most  anti- 
English  among  the  anti- English. 

I  can  quite  understand  that  Imperial  institutions 
of  whatever  kind  had  certain  elements  in  them 
not  suited  to  the  temperament  and  the  philo- 
sophy of  Goldwin  Smith.  He  appears  to  have 
had  always  a  profound  and  inherent  objection 
to  all  wars  of  aggression  and  of  conquest,  to  the 
passion  for  acquisition  of  territory,  and  the  ex- 
tension of  Empire  which  passes  for  patriotism 
in  the  minds  of  so  many  otherwise  peaceful 
citizens.  At  that  time  the  phrase  "  Imperialism  " 
had  not  yet  come  into  vogue,  but  if  it  had  then 
been  used  to  represent  a  prevailing  sentiment 
we  may  be  sure  that  Goldwin  Smith  would 
have  been  regarded  as  an  inveterate  anti- 
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Imperialist.  It  is  none  the  less  certain  that 
Goldwin  Smith  found  much  of  which  he  could  not 
approve  in  the  policy  prevailing  among  leading 
American  statesmen  during  his  settlement  under 
the  banner  of  the  Republic.  He  remained  in  the 
United  states  for  but  a  comparatively  short  space  of 
time,  and  in  1871  he  transferred  his  home  to 
Toronto,  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada.  Thus  he 
proved  that  he  had  not  become  denationalised  as 
ill-natured  critics  had  declared,  and  that  he  could 
find  good  work  to  do  under  the  protection  of 
the  British  Empire.  From  that  time  to  the  present 
he  has  remained  a  resident  of  Canada,  has  occupied 
a  high  position  in  the  University  of  Toronto,  edited 
and  founded  Canadian  magazines,  and  maintained 
in  every  sense  his  characteristic  literary  activity. 
He  has  indeed  visited  England  since  his  settlement 
in  Canada,  and  he  has  always  acted  as  one  whose 
intellect  and  heart  alike  go  with  the  best  interests 
of  the  English  people.  But  so  far  as  we  can 
know  he  may  be  looked  upon  now  as  one  who 
has  made  his  home  in  Canada  and  expects  to 
find  his  last  resting-place  there.  He  has  published 
many  books  and  treatises  since  he  lived  in  Canada, 
and  he  has  never  lost  his  keen,  quick  interest  in 
the  movements  of  England's  intellectual  and  political 
life.  Whenever  any  great  dispute  is  going  on 
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concerning  a  legislative  reform  brought  forward 
in  England,  we  are  sure  to  read  letters  from 
Goldwin  Smith  expressing  his  views,  in  some 
English  newspaper  or  periodical.  No  man  writes 
a  more  lucid  and  in  the  truest  sense  eloquent 
English  style,  and  there  is  a  positive  fascination 
in  his  way  of  arguing  out  his  case  whatever  it 
may  be.  You  may  agree  with  him  or  disagree 
with  him  ;  you  may  think  him  a  prophet,  or  you 
may  try  to  set  him  down  as  a  mere  crank,  but  one 
thing  is  certain — that  if  you  are  a  person  of 
any  intelligence  you  are  not  likely  to  put  aside 
any  of  his  writings  until  you  have  read  it  to 
the  end. 

I  should  think,  that  in  ordinary  private  life 
many  men  must  have  found  Goldwin  Smith  too 
intensely  in  earnest  for  the  easy-going  ripple  of 
social  conversation.  I  may  even  say  that  I  doubt 
whether  any  of  Goldwin  Smith's  warmest  admirers, 
and  I  count  myself  as  one  of  them,  can  have  been 
able  to  keep  always  in  agreement  with  him  on 
important  questions.  We  are  most  of  us  inclined 
to  make  our  judgment  upon  one  subject  rather 
too  comprehensive,  and  in  our  zeal  for  the 
reform  to  which  we  are  at  present  devoting 
ourselves,  to  assert  some  general  principle  which 
is  meant  to  be  an  all-including  law  of  life.  Then 
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Goldwin  Smith,  whom  we  believed  ourselves  to 
have  been  faithfully  following  up  to  that  moment, 
suddenly  comes  down  upon  us  with  an  argument 
designed  to  show  that  we  had,  according  to  the 
familiar  phrase,  run  away  with  the  story,  and  that 
we  must  not  be  allowed  to  impel  our  heads  against 
the  proverbial  post.  I  can  easily  understand 
that  Goldwin  Smith  may  have  disappointed  many 
of  his  republican  admirers  in  the  United  States 
by  the  frankness  and  keenness  with  which  he 
criticised  some  chapters  of  American  policy.  I 
believe  that  in  Canada  he  has  engaged  in  more 
than  one  controversy  when  it  appeared  to  him 
that  the  tendencies  of  the  influential  classes  were 
moving  in  opposition  to  the  principles  of  that 
Liberal  creed  which  he  has  made  the  guide  of 
his  political  life.  It  has  never  been  his  way  to 
believe  that  patriotism  consists  merely  in  supporting 
every  policy  and  every  measure  which  happens 
at  the  time  to  arouse  the  enthusiasm  of  the  pre- 
vailing majority.  Indeed  I  find  it  hard  to  associate 
Goldwin  Smith  with  any  dominant  majority,  and 
I  think  of  him  always  as  of  one  whose  work 
in  life  is  to  advocate  the  principles  of  an  enlightened 
minority  and  to  lend  a  never-tiring  hand  to  the 
support  of  some  cause  which  has  not  yet  won 
its  full  success.  Perhaps  that  gallant  combative 
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spirit  would  find  itself  out  of  place  in  a  period 
of  rest  and  contentment  after  an  accomplished 
victory,  and  might  yearn  instinctively  for  the  brave 
days  when  it  was  yet  doing  battle  against  heavy 
odds.  There  are  some  political  questions  on  which 
Goldwin  Smith  and  I  have  never  been  in  full 
agreement,  but  even  when  I  cannot  accept  his 
conclusions,  I  can  still  thoroughly  understand  and 
appreciate  the  absolute  sincerity  of  his  purposes 
and  the  method  of  his  reasoning.  Many  years 
have  passed  since  I  became  acquainted  with  this 
gifted  and  true-hearted  Englishman.  I  knew  him 
first  during  the  early-  Sixties,  and  I  hope  that 
I  have  been  accounted  among  his  friends  from 
that  time  to  the  present.  Of  late  years  we  have 
only  met  at  very  rare  intervals,  but  we  still 
exchange  letters,  and  I  have  the  advantage,  highly 
valued  by  me,  of  learning  his  views  on  questions 
of  great  public  interest  as  they  arise  from  time 
to  time.  I  always  regard  him  as  a  man  of  that 
rare  order  whom  Robert  Browning  delighted  to 
picture — a  man  who  must  be  ever  a  fighter  for 
some  cause  he  has  set  his  heart  on,  who 
could  never  under  any  conditions  sink  into  that 
inactivity  of  personal  contentment  which  would 
withdraw  him  from  interest  in  the  movements  of 
the  world  around  him,  or  who  could  rest  satisfied  to 
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let  the  world  go  its  way  without  disturbing  his 
peace  of  mind  by  any  question  as  to  whether  it  was 
going  right  or  wrong.  Those  who  know  Goldwin^ 
Smith  know  that  he  will  never  think  the  less  of 
them  because  they  maintain  sincerely  their  own 
views,  although  he  may  find  himself  compelled 
to  maintain  the  other  side  of  the  controversy.  I 
know  that  he  rendered  splendid  service  to  his  own 
country  by  the  part  he  took  in  its  political 
questions  at  a  time  when  such  a  voice  as  his  was 
an  inspiring  force  in  its  highest  interests.  I  know 
that  the  enlightened  opinion  of  the  best  minds  in 
America  bears  willing  tribute  still  to  his  intellectual 
work  for  University  education  in  the  Republic, 
and  I  am  equally  certain  that  the  Dominion  of 
Canada  will  ever  hold  in  grateful  recognition  and 
memory  the  value  of  his  teachings  to  that  colony 
now  growing  into  greatness.  He  may  even  yet 
have  many  years  before  him,  for  the  activity  of 
manhood  seems  to  grow  in  its  duration,  and  I  feel 
sure  that  whatever  time  and  physical  energy  may 
still  be  allowed  to  him  will  be  spent  to  the  last 
in  work  for  the  good  of  the  human  race. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE    KEELEYS,    ROBSON,    AND    WEBSTER 

73  OBERT  KEELEY,  the  famous  comedian, 
died  in  London  in  the  closing  year  of 
the  Sixties.  London  was  his  birthplace  as  it 
was  the  scene  of  his  death.  He  was  one  of  the 
most  successful  comic  actors  of  his  time,  and  it 
was  a  time  which  saw  some  of  the  greatest 
comedians  of  our  modern  days.  Keeley  might 
be  said  to  belong  to  the  order  of  low  comedy, 
but  it  must  be  owned  that  he  was  able  to 
convert  low  comedy  into  a  genuine  art.  He 
soon  found  his  own  peculiar  line  and  he  kept  to 
it.  His  field  was  limited,  but  within  its  limits 
he  had,  so  far  as  my  judgment  goes,  no  equal. 
His  especial  gift  was  in  the  dramatic  realisation 
of  honest  prosaic  stupidity.  If  I  had  known  or 
heard  nothing  of  Keeley  beyond  what  I  knew 
from  seeing  his  performances,  I  should  have  felt 

sure  that  he  was  a  man  of  high  intelligence  because 
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of  the  very  skill  with  which  he  had  taught  himself 
to  represent  the  workings  of  a  stupid  person 
trying  his  best  to  make  out  the  meaning  of  some 
problem  or  some  situation  that  puzzled  him.  I 
have  seen  him  in  parts  which  an  actor  of  less 
intelligence  might  have  rendered  well  enough  for 
the  purposes  of  the  play,  but  none  save  Keeley 
could  fascinate  the  spectator  by  the  lifelike 
presentation  of  bewildered  dulness  resolutely 
and  patiently  trying  to  work  out  a  meaning 
which  still  baffles  it.  Keeley's  face  at  such  a 
moment  in  the  part  he  was  playing  became  posi- 
tively an  artistic  study  of  intense  interest.  One 
saw  first  the  look  of  utter  and  seemingly  hopeless 
non-intelligence,  then  there  came  into  the  forehead 
and  eyes  some  faint  suggestion  of  an  idea,  some 
evidence  that  the  character  was  beginning  to 
comprehend  that  there  really  was  a  meaning  in 
certain  spoken  words  which  at  first  had  not 
roused  any  gleam  of  understanding  in  him.  Then 
one  saw  that  the  problem  was  becoming  too  much 
for  his  mental  grasp,  and  that  he  was  about  to 
renounce  the  whole  struggle  for  its  mastery  ;  then 
there  came  another  sudden  gleam  of  light  into 
the  eyes,  and  after  a  moment  of  what  appeared 
to  be  an  intense  inward  struggle  the  full  signi- 
ficance of  the  matter  broke  in  upon  him,  and  his 
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whole  face  lighted  up  with  a  look  of  triumph 
which  might  have  passed  as  a  caricature  of  the 
expression  on  the  face  of  a  philosopher  who  has 
at  last  solved  the  problem  to  which  he  had  been 
devoting  his  intellect  and  his  life.  Many  of  the 
broadest  and,  at  the  same  time,  simplest  comedies 
in  which  Keeley  played  a  leading  part  became 
artistic  triumphs  by  the  mere  skill  in  facial  ex- 
pression and  facial  non-expression  which  he  was 
able  to  accomplish  without  an  explanatory  word 
or  gesture.  It  might  seem  to  a  reader  who  has 
not  been  long  enough  in  the  world  to  remember 
Keeley,  that  the  actor  whose  chief  excellence 
consisted  in  the  representation  of  struggling 
stupidity  had  but  a  very  limited  range  for  his 
dramatic  effects,  and  must  soon  have  become  weari- 
some to  his  audiences  by  his  monotony.  But  this 
younger  reader  who  does  not  remember  Keeley 
would  be  rash  if  he  were  to  come  to  such  a  con- 
clusion. One  who  never  saw  Keeley  might  well 
have  no  adequate  idea  of  the  various  forms,  degrees, 
and  moods,  the  positives  and  the  negatives  of 
expression  by  which  human  stupidity  is  capable 
of  showing  its  straining  after  light.  Keeley  as 
a  stupid  man  in  one  piece  could  be  totally  unlike 
Keeley  as  a  stupid  man  in  another  piece.  More 
than  that,  Keeley  in  one  mood  of  stupidity  could 


Keeleys,   Robson,  and  Webster     399 

be  quite  unlike  the  same   Keeley    when  depicting 
a  different  mood  of  that  same  character's  stupidity. 

We  all  accept  the  fact,  even  in  our  most  un- 
tutored days,  that  genius  has  its  different  modes  of 
expression,  and  we  take  this  as  one  of  the 
elementary  conditions  of  human  nature,  but  I  at 
least  never  quite  understood  until  I  saw  Keeley 
in  one  of  his  favourite  parts  the  infinite  variety 
of  facial  expression  by  which  a  stupid  man  can 
make  known  at  once  his  stupidity  and  his  struggle 
to  get  the  better  of  it.  I  often  saw  Keeley  in 
the  popular  farce  "  Box  and  Cox,"  which  delighted 
for  season  after  season  the  pit  and  galleries  in  so 
many  London  and  provincial  theatres.  It  is  a 
piece  with  only  three  characters,  the  two  whose 
names  I  have  just  mentioned,  and  Mrs.  Bouncer, 
the  owner  of  a  small  lodging-house  in  which  Mr. 
Box  and  Mr.  Cox  had  rooms.  One  of  the  male 
parts  was  played  in  London  by  Keeley,  and  the 
other  by  J.  B.  Buckstone,  a  rival  of  Keeley's  in 
broad  comedy.  The  two  men  belonged  to  just  the 
same  class  in  life  ;  one  was  a  journeyman  hatter, 
and  the  other  a  journeyman  printer.  Each  was 
a  prosaic  and  stupid  personage,  but  the  different 
orders  of  stupidity  were  rendered  to  the  very  life 
and  even  to  the  imagination  by  the  two  performers. 
Buckstone  represented  fussy,  perky  and  restless 
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stupidity,  while  Keeley  was,  after  his  own  fashion, 
the  type  of  the  slow-going,  ponderous  dulness 
he  especially  loved  to  picture.  Nothing  could  be 
more  amusing  than  the  contrast  exhibited  in  every 
passage  of  the  play  by  these  two  actors.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  of  the  two  there  was  more  of  artistic 
imagination  required  for  the  creation  of  Keeley's 
part.  The  piece  is  made  up  of  the  bewilderment 
and  antagonism  of  these  two  men,  caused  by  the 
peculiar  conditions  which  had  made  them  without 
their  knowledge  or  consent  the  alternate  occupants 
of  the  one  room  under  the  same  roof.  Buckstone 
we  understood  from  the  beginning,  and  could  see 
into  the  very  depths  or  rather  through  the  shallows 
of  his  fussy  impatience  and  fretful  temperament. 
But  we  never  could  quite  follow  at  the  opening 
of  each  passage  the  slow  workings  of  that  property 
in  Keeley's  man  which  he  would  probably  have 
called  his  mind.  There  was  always  some  little 
surprise  awaiting  us  at  the  manner  in  which  this 
personage  at  last,  and  after  many  ponderings,  got 
a  glimpse  of  the  .actual  meaning  of  some  fact 
or  statement  which  came  up  for  his  study  and 
comprehension.  Just  at  the  moment  when  it 
began  to  seem  impossible  that  any  gleam  of  the 
reality  could  force  its  way  through  the  thickness 
of  that  skull,  a  look  came  over  the  face  and  at 
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last  shone  into  the  eyes  which  told  us  that  the 
light  was  breaking  in,  and  that  in  another  moment 
the  personage  whose  inner  struggles  we  were 
eagerly  contemplating  would  begin  to  understand 
what  his  comrade  or  his  landlady  were  talking 
about.  Then  there  came  that  look  of  stolid  triumph 
into  the  face,  and  we  saw  that  stupidity  had  begun 
to  exult  once  more  over  the  success  of  its  un- 
conquerable intellect.  If  that  expression  could 
have  been  reproduced  to  the  life  on  canvas  or 
in  marble,  the  world  might  have  had  a  never-fading 
embodiment  of  stupidity  working  out  by  sheer 
patience  the  meaning  of  a  riddle,  and  exulting 
at  last  over  the  prize  of  its  patient  efforts.  I  saw 
Keeley  in  many  parts  of  greater  pretension,  and  re- 
quiring no  doubt  a  higher  degree  of  artistic  skill,  but 
I  never  before  or  since  saw  anything  like  so  perfect 
an  illustration  of  self-possessed  and  self-satisfied 
stupidity. 

Keeley  had  a  wife  who  was  herself  one  of  the 
best  comic  actresses  of  her  time,  and  they  had  two 
daughters  both  of  whom  won  distinction  on  the 
stage.  One  of  them  married  Albert  Smith,  who 
wrote  the  amusing  novel,  "  The  Adventures  of  Mr. 
Ledbury  and  his  friend  Jack  Johnson," — a  book 
which  had  an  immense  popularity — and  who  also 
won  celebrity  and  made  money  by  his  lecture  on 
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the  ascent  of  Mont  Blanc.  Mrs.  Keeley  long  out- 
lived her  husband,  and  received  many  marks  of 
public  honour,  from  the  members  of  her  profession 
on  the  occasion  of  her  later  birthdays,  when  she 
was  attaining  what  might  be  described  as  a 
patriarchal  age.  Not  very  many  years  have  passed 
since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  her  at  a  London 
garden  party,  and  she  then  seemed  full  of  life  and 
animation,  and  could  enter  into  bright  conversation 
with  each  and  all  of  the  friends  who  crowded  around 
to  testify  their  respect  and  admiration.  At  that 
time  an  entirely  new  generation  had  arisen  with 
whom  the  dramatic  performances  of  Keeley,  and 
most  of  his  stage  contemporaries  were  but  a 
tradition  of  the  past,  to  be  read  about  in  books 
or  described  by  veterans  who  were  proud  of  their 
superior  knowledge. 

We  have  had  new  schools  of  comic  actors  since 
the  days  of  Keeley's  successes.  In  his  time  the 
brilliant  and  delightful  world  of  topsy-turveydom 
created  by  the  genius  of  Gilbert  and  Sullivan 
had  not  come  into  existence.  I  have  been  an 
observer  of  the  comic  drama  in  most  of  its  phases 
during  these  later  years,  but  I  must,  say  that  my 
recollection  of  Keeley's  dramatic  skill  in  the  kind 
of  performance  he  chose  as  adapted  to  his  own 
powers  remains  clear  and  undimmed,  and  in 
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such  parts  he  has  had  no  rival  in  my  estimation. 
There  were  and  there  are  some  comic  actors  who 
succeed  in  parts  requiring  higher  artistic  gifts  and 
exhibiting  far  greater  variety  of  artistic  expression 
than  any  of  those  in  which  Keeley  made  his  mark. 
I  do  not  set  him  forth  as  one  of  the  great  creative 
artists  in  comedy  who  adorned  the  age  of  Queen 
Victoria,  but  I  am  quite  certain  that  in  the  peculiar 
kind  of  part  he  made  his  own  he  has  not  had  an  equal. 
I  am  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of  paying  this 
tribute  to  his  memory  and  to  his  success. .  That 
success,  such  as  it  was,  was  achieved  in  genuine 
comedy,  and  in  comedy  which  derived  none  of  its 
effect  from  any  unwholesome  element.  The  most 
scrupulous  daughter  might  have  safely  taken  her 
mother  to  enjoy  any  of  Keeley's  performances,  and 
the  good  lady  could  have  laughed  her  fill  over 
his  looks  and  his  utterances  without  any  dread 
of  a  censorious  world. 

The  first  appearance  of  Frederick  Robson  at  the 
Olympic  Theatre  was  an  event  in  the  history 
of  the  London  stage.  Robson  was  born  in  humble 
life,  was  brought  up  as  an  apprentice  to  a  copper- 
plate engraver,  but  he  soon  developed  a  love  for 
the  stage,  whither  his  genius  led  him,  and  devoted 
himself  entirely  to  the  dramatic  profession.  He 
played  for  many  years  in  provincial  theatres  and  for 
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a  long  time  in  Dublin,  but  I  have  no  reason  to 
believe  that  he  was  appreciated  during  all  this 
early  part  of  his  career.  He  worked  merely 
as  a  stock  actor,  never  playing  any  part  which 
gave  him  a  chance  for  the  development  of  his 
splendid  gifts.  I  can  remember  the  whole  of  his 
career  as  an  actor  in  London,  for  his  life  came 
to  a  premature  close  about  mid-way  in  the  Sixties 
at  a  time  when  the  London  world  had  come 
to  regard  him  as  one  of  the  most  successful 
and  original  performers  of  the  generation,  and  of 
many  preceding  generations.  His  genius  was 
first  displayed  in  the  performance  of  mere  burlesque, 
or  at  least  what  would  have  been  mere  burlesque  in 
the  hands  of  any  other  actor.  His  burlesque, 
however,  was  of  an  order  which  proved  that  he  had 
not  alone  the  gift  of  genuine  comedy  but  also  of 
genuine  tragedy.  Even  when  he  most  broadly 
caricatured  a  Shakespearian  part  he  was  able  to 
show  that  the  spirit  of  Shakespeare's  tragedy  as 
well  as  of  his  higher  comedy  had  thoroughly  taken 
possession  of  his  soul.  When  he  had  ranted  some 
passage  of  the  burlesque  in  the  broadest  style  of 
dramatic  caricature,  there  suddenly  flashed  out 
from  him  some  words  of  the  most  true  and  touching 
pathos  or  of  impassioned  tragedy. 

I    have    heard    many    great    critics    say    that    if 
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Robson  had  given  himself  up  to  purely  tragic 
parts  he  might  have  become  the  equal  of  Edmund 
Kean.  At  one  period  of  his  career  there  was  a 
common  conviction  among  the  lovers  of  the  drama 
that  his  ultimate  destiny  would  be  to  abandon 
burlesque  altogether,  and  to  win  fame  as  a  tragedian 
of  the  highest  order.  But  Robson's  own  genius 
guided  him,  and  compelled  him  to  keep  to  the  style 
of  acting  for  which  nature  had  intended  him,  and 
he  created  a  series  of  impersonations  thoroughly 
original  and  entirely  his  own.  I  do  not  suppose 
that  Robson  was  guided  in  his  dramatic  course 
by  careful  thought  and  deliberate  resolve,  but 
the  style  he  was  to  adopt  came  in  his  way  and 
he  found  it.  That  style  consisted  of  the  sudden 
blending  of  the  broadly  comic  and  the  intensely 
pathetic  and  tragic,  and  I  have  never  seen  an 
actor  who  could  play  such  parts  as  Robson  played 
them.  I  have  been  told  by  many  who  knew 
him  that  he  was  not  an  intellectual  man,  or  one 
who  profoundly  studied  the  principles  and  the 
masterpieces  of  the  drama.  He  went  whither 
his  genius  directed  him  or  drove  him,  and  it  is 
certain  that  he  could  not  have  done  better  by 
any  artistic  process  of  thinking  out  the  dramatic 
forms  he  adopted,  and  in  which,  as  far  as  I  know, 
he  has  never  been  rivalled.  He  could  embody 
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the  very  passion  of   terror,  of   anger,    or    of   pity 
in    such  a  shape  that  it  became    a    living    reality, 
and  that   the  spectators    saw  before    them    not  an 
actor    but    a    human     illustration     of     humanity's 
various    moods.       When    he     passed    away    from 
acting    burlesques  he  took  to  parts  the  success  of 
which  depended  on  this  extraordinary  blending  of 
the    strongest    emotions    belonging    to    man's    life. 
There  was    a    play    in    which  he    had  to    act  the 
part   of   a    miser,    and    while    in    one  sentence  he 
showed    you    the    miser     in    his    meanest,     most 
ignoble,  and  most    ridiculous  moods,    in    the    next 
sentence   he    filled    the  spectator  with  the  deepest 
pity  for  the   poor  degraded    creature,  and  then  in 
another  moment  the  actor  seemed  literally  shaken 
with    furious,    ungovernable   anger    which    sent   a 
thrill  of  something  like  terror   through  the    whole 
house.     One   never  knew    where   to  have   him   or 
what   to    expect,    and    yet    even    the    most    rapid 
transmission    of   moods    and    expression    belonged 
to  the  very  life  of  the  part,  and  the  moods  grew 
out  of  each  other  by  a  perfectly  natural  evolution. 
Owing  to  his    marvellous    skill    his    most  amazing 
contrasts     did     not     seem     as     if     brought     out 
with     the    purpose     of    contrast,     but    as     human 
emotions    expressing     themselves     in     the     tones 
and    gestures    of  a    mortal   like  one    of   ourselves. 
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The  feelings  which  any  one  endowed  with  a  faculty 
for  self-study  or  with  imagination  might  have  found 
in  his  own  heart,  but  would  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  life  keep  locked  up  there,  were  made  to  live 
upon  the  stage  when  Robson  appeared  in  one 
of  his  favourite  parts.  The  audience  broke  out  in 
irrepressible  laughter  at  one  moment,  found  tears 
spring  unbidden  to  their  eyes  at  another,  and  yet 
again  were  made  to  tremble  with  the  very  passion 
of  terror  as  the  actor  abandoned  himself  to  another 
of  his  moods.  It  was  not  like  acting,  and  even 
if  you  knew  Robson  personally,  and  knew  that  in 
his  ordinary  life  he  was  but  a  commonplace  sort 
of  man,  you  could  not  help  feeling  that  the  creature 
before  you  was  expressing  his  own  natural 
emotions  with  no  effort  to  convince  or  conquer. 
The  parts  he  played  belonged  to  some  pieces  in 
which  he  was  the  principal  and  all-absorbing 
character,  and  the  whole  success  of  each  play 
depended  altogether  on  his  acting.  Yet  even  in 
his  most  sudden  and  surprising  changes  he  seemed 
a  more  real  and  living  being  than  any  of  his 
comrades  who  had  to  speak  some  unimportant  lines 
such  as  any  one  might  speak  in  everyday  life.  Pro- 
bably Robson's  genius  was  naturally  adapted  to  the 
realisation  of  these  electrical  contrasts  of  mood,  and 
it  may  be  that  if  he  had  followed  the  advice  of 
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many  admirers  and  given  himself  up  wholly  to 
tragedy,  he  might  not  have  been  equal  to  the 
prolonged  sustainment  of  the  part  at  its  highest 
possible  level.  The  world  has,  however,  no 
reason  to  regret  that  Robson  kept  to  that  style 
of  dramatic  performance  which  he  had  created  for 
himself  and  did  not  attempt  to  become  the  rival 
of  Edmund  Kean  or  even  of  Macready.  We  have 
had,  and  still  have,  great  actors  of  the  higher 
tragedy  and  the  higher  comedy,  but  we  have 
only  had  one  Robson. 

I  have  often  heard  during  the  zenith  of  Robson's 
career  that  his  dazzling  success  led  to  the  waste 
of  his  physical  powers  and  to  his  early  death. 
Success  was  too  much  for  him,  it  was  said,  and 
gave  him  the  means  of  indulging  habits  which 
were  fatal  to  his  health.  I  do  not  care  to  dwell 
upon  this  darker  side  of  his  brief  history,  but 
I  believe  there  were  many  evidences  at  the  time 
which  proved  that,  in  certain  instances  at  least, 
nothing  fails  like  success.  I  think  that  in  any 
case  the  mere  wear  and  tear  wrought  upon  his 
muscles  and  nerves  by  his  style  of  acting  must 
have  been  of  itself  enough  to  sap  the  powers  of 
one  who  could  not  boast  of  liberal  resources  of 
physical  strength.  He  was  a  small  man,  so  much 
below  the  average  height  as  to  appear  sometimes 
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almost  dwarfish,  and  the  parts  he  especially  loved 
to  play  were  such  as  seemed  naturally  to  suit  his 
appearance  and  for  dramatic  purposes  to  set  it  off. 
His  neck  was  bent,  his  shoulders  were  stooped, 
and  when  one  saw  that  unrobust  frame  shaken 
and  even  convulsed  by  the  fits  of  fury,  of  grief, 
or  of  shuddering  terror  which  he  was  able  to 
present  as  no  one  but  he  could  have  done,  it 
was  not  difficult  to  foretell  that  such  a  man  must 
soon  wear  himself  out  by  his  too  lifelike  repre- 
sentations of  conquerable  and  unconquerable 
emotions.  Robson's  appearance  would  not  have 
lent  itself  to  any  parts  associated  with  the  higher 
creations  of  the  drama.  One  cannot  imagine  a 
Macbeth  or  a  Shylock  with  such  a  form  and 
face,  although  Robson  was  so  well  able  to 
illumine  his  burlesques  of  these  parts  by  occasional 
flashes  of  genuine  and  over-mastering  tragic 
passion.  There  was  a  time  when  Robson  had 
made  himself  one  of  the  most  popular  actors 
in  London  by  displays  of  what  might  well 
be  called  buffoonery.  One  comic  song  of  his, 
"Villikens  and  his  Dinah,"  was  the  rage  of 
London  for  a  while,  and  was  as  well  known  to, 
and  as  often  imitated  by,  the  midnight  crowds  in 
the  East  End  streets  as  the  once  famous  music- 
hall  song  "  Champagne  Charlie."  Probably  he 
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might  have  gone  on  playing  such  parts  or  even 
repeating  that  one  part  during  the  rest  of  his 
life,  and  have  always  retained  his  full  power 
over  the  audiences  crowding  his  theatre,  who 
would  have  been  quite  satisfied  if  his  genius 
had  never  sent  out  any  flame  of  thrilling  emotion. 
But  the  highest  of  his  faculties  was  the  peculiar 
dramatic  gift  enabling  him  to  bring  out  that 
extraordinary  combination  of  the  comic  and 
the  tragic,  which  contained  the  secret  of  his 
crowning  success  and  his  abiding  fame.  I  have 
often  wondered  why  since  his  days  we  have 
never  found  any  man  whose  star  lighted  him  on 
to  such  artistic  performances.  I  know  one 
English  actor  of  our  day  who,  if  he  got  the 
chance  of  a  suitable  part,  might  I  believe  work 
up  the  elements  of  comedy,  pathos,  and  passion 
into  some  such  representation  as  that  which 
Robson  made  his  own  in  the  old  days  of  the 
Olympic  Theatre.  But  I  suppose  when  audiences 
get  fond  of  one  particular  style  of  comic 
acting  they  always  want  to  keep  the  performer 
to  the  kind  of  part  in  which  they  especially 
admire  him,  and  the  managers  support  them 
by  discouraging  any  desire  of  his  to  make  an 
experiment  in  a  new  direction.  Robson  was, 
however,  a  man  who  knew  his  own  capacity 
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and  would  have  his  own  way.  The  managers 
and  the  public  alike  came  to  understand  that 
whatever  he  believed  he  could  do  he  was 
certain  to  accomplish  with  success.  His  name 
remains  for  ever  linked  in  my  mind  with  those 
early  days,  and  I  cannot  recall  the  living  London 
of  that  period  without  a  mental  picture  of  him 
as  one  of  the  most  characteristic  figures  of  an 
epoch  which  could  boast  so  many  wonderful  suc- 
cesses on  the  British  stage.  A  stranger  could 
not  then  visit  London  even  for  a  few  days  without 
being  asked  by  the  friends  whom  he  met  there, 
or  whom  he  talked  with  on  his  return  home, 
whether  he  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  get 
a  seat  in  the  Olympic  Theatre  and  see  and 
listen  to  Robson.  To  have  seen  him  might  be 
described,  in  the  famous  phrase  which  was  applied 
in  a  different  sense,  as  a  liberal  education — at 
least  in  the  capabilities  of  the  drama. 

Benjamin  Webster,  who  undertook  the  manage- 
ment of  the  Olympic  Theatre  in  1866,  was 
for  more  than  forty  years  identified  with  a  high 
order  of  comedy  and  melodrama  on  the  London 
boards.  He  had  been  brought  up  for  the  navy, 
but  when  he  was  only  fifteen  years  of  age  the 
peace  of  1815  brought  to  a  close  the  long 
struggle  between  England  and  France,  and 
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seemed  to  offer  to  the  boy  Webster  but  little 
chance  of  active  service  in  the  navy.  He  had 
always  had  a  taste  and  apparently  some  natural 
endowments  for  music.  He  studied  for  the 
musical  profession  during  some  years,  but  he  soon 
discovered  that  his  real  gifts  and  aptitudes  were 
for  the  career  of  an  actor.  He  played  with 
success  in  the  provinces  and  soon  came  to  London, 
where  he  was  not  long  in  establishing  himself 
first  as  a  successful  actor  and  then  as  actor  and 
manager  alike.  His  style  was  decidedly  original, 
and  there  were  many  parts  which  he  played  so 
well  that  one  remembered  them  afterwards  only 
in  connection  with  his  own  name  and  his  own 
peculiar  style.  When  we  had  seen  Webster  in 
one  of  his  successful  parts  we  got  into  the  way 
of  thinking  only  of  that  part  and  not  of  the  play. 
It  seems  a  strange  link  in  the  past,  for  those 
who  remember  him  well  in  his  greatest  days  as 
I  do,  to  remember  also  that  he  might  have 
continued  to  be  a  sailor  but  for  the  fall  of 
Napoleon.  Webster  was  for  a  long  time 
associated  in  the  drama  with  Madame  Celeste, 
who  seemed  to  be  regarded  even  in  the  Sixties 
as  belonging  to  the  prehistoric  days  of  the 
English  stage,  but  who  continued  still  to  act, 
and  even  occasionally  to  dance,  with  all  the 
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vivacity  of  youth,  and  only  took  her  farewell 
of  the  British  stage  in  1870.  She  began  as  a 
dancer  after  the  fashion  of  those  great  dancers 
whose  fame  was  still  living  and  whose  traditions 
she  endeavoured  to  maintain,  the  Taglionies,  the 
Fanny  Ellslers,  and  the  Carlotta  Crisis,  and  she 
soon  settled  into  the  acting  of  parts  in  which 
on  occasions  belonging  to  the  piece  itself  she 
introduced  an  illustration  of  her  earlier  art.  She 
delighted  generations  by  her  acting  in  a  piece 
then  universally  popular,  and  made  especially 
popular  by  her,  called  "  Green  Bushes."  I  re- 
member reading  in  one  of  the  comic  papers  of 
the  time,  a  paper  started  in  futile  rivalry  to  Punch, 
'  an  article  professing  to  be  the  story  of  a  man 
whose  earliest  theatrical  memories  enshrined  that 
performance,  who  afterwards  travelled  far  and 
wide,  returned  to  London  after  many  years  to 
be  delighted  by  the  same  actress  in  the  same 
part.  Returning  to  London  again  after  another 
prolonged  absence  when  he  was  becoming  an 
old  man,  he  found  Madame  Celeste  in  the  fresh- 
ness of  eternal  youth  drawing  new  crowds  of 
the  passing  generation  to  applaud  her  in  "  Green 
Bushes."  It  makes  one  feel  very  old  indeed  to 
remember  that  one  saw  Madame  Celeste  in 
"Green  Bushes,"  and  that  she  and  the  piece 
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have  long  since  become  mere  traditions  of  the 
stage.  Madame  Celeste  was  as  well  known  and 
as  successful  in  the  United  States  as  in  England, 
although  it  was  not  then  the  habit  of  every  one 
who  made  a  triumph  on  the  English  stage  to 
seek  out  new  audiences  in  the  theatres  of  the 
American  Republic. 

Webster  could  not  perhaps  be  regarded  as 
one  of  the  really  great  actors  adorning  our 
London  boards,  for  it  could  not  be  said  of  him 
that  he  had  created  a  style  of  acting  absolutely 
original  and  entirely  his  own.  But  he  never 
assumed  any  part  which  he  was  not  able  to  work 
out  to  its  very  best,  and  he  thus  became  thoroughly 
identified  with  the  characters  he  assumed  and 
played  in  such  lifelike  fashion.  His  principal 
characteristic  was  the  moderation  and  realism  of 
his  acting.  He-  often  appeared  in  parts  which 
had  little  or  no  dramatic  or  literary  merit,  but 
he  always  made  the  spectators  believe  that  they 
were  looking  at"  and  listening  to  the  very  man 
whom  the  author  endeavoured  to  set  forth  as 
his  leading  figure.  I  remember  seeing  him  more 
than  once  in  the  familiar  part  of  the  melodramatic 
villain.  Now  we  are  all  prepared  to  make  great 
allowances  for  that  melodramatic  villain,  and 
we  do  not  expect  that  he  shall  move  and  speak 
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and  generally  behave  himself  in  the  manner 
of  an  ordinary  mortal.  But  however  absurd  or 
melodramatic  might  be  the  author's  typical  villain, 
Webster  always  compelled  us,  for  the  time,  to 
believe  in  the  reality  of  that  extraordinary 
creature,  and  to  feel  that  what  we  saw  and  heard 
was  exactly  what  might  have  been  seen  and  heard 
if  any  human  being  had  been  ordained  by  nature 
to  perform  his  villainous  part  in  our  presence. 
Webster  never  indulged  in  the  theatrical  strides 
and  halts,  the  startling  gestures  and  bewildering 
tones  which  gallery  audiences  were  then  led  to 
regard  as  inherent  constituents  or  accompaniments 
of  melodramatic  villainy.  Webster  conducted 
himself  from  first  to  last  after  the  manner  in 
which  humanity  is  wont  to  express  even  its 
most  censurable  emotions  and  projects.  His 
thrilling  passages  were  spoken  in  the  tone  and 
with  the  gestures  of  a  fellow  mortal  in  real  life, 
and  yet  he  impressed  us  with  a  much  deeper 
sense  of  obnoxious  and  dangerous  malevolence 
than  we  could  have  got  from  a  performance 
modelled  after  the  traditional  style.  I  dwell  upon 
this  remarkable  gift  of  his  because  it  distinguished 
him  from  all  other  actors  of  the  same  time 
who  were  compelled  by  stage  exigency  to 
endeavour  to  realise  that  now  almost  forgotten 
character,  the  melodramatic  villain. 
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Webster  could  play  with  equal  success  many 
parts  which  had  nothing  to  do  with  melodrama, 
and  he  always  left  us  with  the  same  impression 
that  we  had  been  looking  on  the  very  man 
whom  the  author  of  the  play  desired  to  set 
before  our  eyes.  I  never  saw  him  attempt  any 
character  to  which  he  was  not  thoroughly  adapted, 
and  which  he  had  not  recognised  as  coming  fully 
within  the  range  of  his  capacity.  Some  of  our 
greatest  actors  have  at  all  periods  attempted 
parts  not  suitable  to  them,  and  have  had  to  give 
them  up  and  to  acknowledge  the  failure.  But  I 
can  say  with  confidence  that  I  never  saw  Webster 
in  any  part  which  he  did  not  succeed  in  making 
entirely  his  own.  Whatever  he  attempted  to  do 
appeared  to  be  done  with  perfect  ease  and 
complete  success.  Each  part  I  saw  him  play 
remains  to  this  hour  absolutely  identified  in  my 
mind  with  the  acting  of  Benjamin  Webster.  I 
do  not  know  that  I  should  be  justified  in  calling 
him  a  versatile  actor,  but  I  admit  that  in 
estimating  the  variety  of  his  powers  we  have  to 
take  into  account  his  own  instinctive  reluctance 
to  venture  upon  a  part  which  did  not  seem  to 
him  suitable  for  his  best  work.  I  .do  not  mean 
that  Webster  limited  his  performances  to  charac- 
ters of  the  same  or  a  similar  order.  I  have  seen 
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him  play  parts  utterly  unlike  each  other  in  every 
quality,  and  play  each  with  an  equal  success.  I 
have  seen  him  play  parts  which  were  for  the 
most  part  steeped  in  a  quiet  pathos,  and  I  have 
seen  him  play  other  parts  whose  chief  qualities 
were  overflowing  animal  spirits  and  good- 
humoured  roystering  self-assertion,  and  the  one 
style  of  performance  remains  in  my  memory 
as  characteristic  as  the  other  of  the  actor  who 
made  them  live  on  the  stage.  I  do  not  know 
that  we  have  any  English  actor  just  now  who 
could  be  compared  with  Webster.  I  do  not  say 
this  in  any  disparagement  of  our  present  time 
or  as  a  mere  panegyrist  of  the  past,  for  I  know 
well  that  we  have  some  living  actors  who  have 
accomplished  greater  triumphs  in  their  art  than 
were  ever  achieved  by  Webster.  What  I  desire 
to  say  is  that  we  have  few  actors  now  who  can 
attain  the  same  high  level  of  success  in  so  many 
different  parts  and  yet  without  displaying  a 
marked  individuality  in  any  of  them.  We 
generally  see  the  actor  himself  in  each  of  the 
plays,  no  matter  how  we  may  be  carried  away 
by  the  dramatic  power  of  the  performance.  But 
Webster  had  no  marked  style  of  his  own,  and 
the  spectator  thought  all  the  time  rather  of  the 
character  in  the  play  than  of  the  man  on  the 
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stage.  The  capacity  for  creating  this  effect  on 
the  minds  of  his  audience  seems  to  me  to  have 
been  Webster's  highest  quality.  It  will  not  of 
itself  make  a  Garrick  or  a  Kean,  but  it  can 
create  within  its  limitations  a  consummate  artist, 
and  such  I  believe  Webster  to  have  been. 


-> 
SS     2 


CHAPTER   XXII 

THE    BANCROFTS 

MARIE  EFFIE  WILTON,  now  Lady  Ban- 
croft, began  her  career  in  the  management 
of  a  London  theatre  as  partner  of  the  late  H.  J. 
Byron  in  the  conduct  of  the  Prince  of  Wales 
Theatre,  London,  at  the  Easter  of  1865.  She  had 
been  an  actress  from  her  very  childhood  and  had 
played  in  several  English  theatres,  especially  in  the 
Bristol  Theatre  Royal.  Her  first  appearance  in 
London  was  made  in  1856  at  the  Lyceum  Theatre, 
when  she  played  the  part  of  a  boy  in  "  Belphegor," 
and  she  afterwards  had  several  engagements  in 
London  before  she  entered  on  the  responsibility  of 
management.  My  first  recollections  of  her  belong 
to  the  time  when  she  was  the  central  figure  in  the 
burlesques  at  the  Strand  Theatre  which  made  the 
fame  and  fortune  of  that  house,  and  filled  it  every 
night  with  enthusiastic  audiences.  It  was  out  of 
the  question  that  any  one  could  then  visit  London 
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without  making  his  way  to  the  Strand,  and  it  was 
said  at  the  time  that  the  rush  of  provincial  and 
foreign  visitors  to  that  house  was  so  great  and  so 
incessant  that  the  ordinary  Londoner  had  to  make 
his  arrangements  far  in  advance  if  he  hoped  to  have 
a  chance  of  seeing  Marie  Wilton.  The  Bancrofts 
have  since  published  their  memoirs,  which  make 
most  delightful  reading  and  render  it  superfluous 
for  me  to  attempt  any  description  of  the  successful 
careers  of  her  and  her  gifted  husband,  now  Sir 
Squire  Bancroft.  The  Bancrofts  were  married  in 
December,  1867.  They  carried  on  their  joint 
management  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  Theatre  until 
the  opening  of  1880,  when  they  became  lessees  of 
the  famous  and  historical  Haymarket  Theatre. 

The  name  of  H.  J.  Byron  was  for  a  long  time 
inseparably  associated  with  a  form  of  burlesque 
much  of  the  humour  of  which  consisted  in  the 
device  and  the  delivery  of  bewilderingly  ingenious 
puns.  Is  not  the  story  told  of  Dr.  Johnson  that 
when  somebody  in  his  presence  set  down  punning 
as  the  lowest  form  of  wit,  the  authoritative  doctor 
declared  that  the  definition  was  just,  inasmuch  as 
punning  was  the  foundation  of  wit  ?  At  the  period 
with  which  I  am  now  dealing  the  Strand  Theatre 
became  the  recognised  fountain-head  of  that  species 
of  humour,  and  the  attempt  to  rival  or  at  least  to 
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imitate  the  punning  of  the  Strand  burlesques  grew 
to  be  a  favourite  amusement  in  every  circle  which 
counted  playgoers  amongst  its  members.  It  was 
told  at  the  time  that  H.  J.  Byron  said  that  his 
one  great  artistic  ambition  was  to  produce  a 
burlesque  in  which  there  should  be  a  pun  on  every 
word.  He  never  quite  realised  this  peculiar  desire, 
but  he  went  as  near  to  its  accomplishment  as 
human  ingenuity  could  go.  We  have  lost  our 
passion  for  puns  during  these  later  periods  of  the 
drama,  and  it  would  be  impossible  now  to  invoke 
the  power  of  that  curious  spell  which  for  many 
years  held  such  a  mastery  over  English  audiences. 

Marie  Wilton  soon  took  to  better  work  than  the 
production  of  comedies  having  puns  for  their 
foundation  ;  she  gave  up  mere  burlesque  acting 
altogether  and  devoted  herself  alike  as  manageress 
and  actress  to  the  revival  of  genuine  English 
comedy.  I  speak  of  this  as  a  revival  in  the 
strictest  sense,  because  for  a  long  time  there  had 
been  little  or  nothing  of  real  comedy  seen  upon 
the  English  stage.  The  theatres  which  did  not 
give  themselves  up  to  tragedy,  to  the  romantic 
drama,  or  to  burlesque  made  their  only  attempts 
at  comedy  by  reproductions  from  the  successful 
pieces  of  the  French  stage.  It  had  come  to 
be  the  opinion  of  many  London  managers  and 
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actors  that  there  was  no  chance  of  success  for 
English  comedy.  The  great  demand  was  for 
translations  from  the  French.  I  remember  some  of 
us  arguing  the  point  with  a  friend,  the  late  Leicester 
Buckingham,  who  had  written  and  produced  many 
successful  comedies  avowedly  adopted  from  the 
French.  We  in  our  ignorance  were  expressing  our 
wonder  that  he  did  not  give  us  an  English  comedy, 
and  he  answered  us  by  declaring  that  no  London 
manager  would  run  the  risk  of  producing  any 
comedy  which  had  not  already  passed  successfully 
through  the  ordeal  of  performance  on  a  Paris  stage. 
Some  of  the  most  brilliant  achievements  of  Charles 
Mathews,  one  of  the  greatest  light  comedians  who 
ever  lived,  were  in  plays  which  proclaimed  them- 
selves as  adaptations  from  the  works  of  French 
dramatists.  Charles  Mathews  had  his  retort  upon 
the  Paris  drama  when  he  translated  one  of  his  own 
comedies  into  French  and  performed  its  principal 
character  with  complete  success  on  the  boards  of  a 
great  Parisian  theatre.  On  that  occasion  one  of 
the  most  famous  among  French  dramatic  critics 
devoted  a  long  article  to  the  play  and  the 
performance  and  had  only  one  fault  to  find  with  the 
acting  of  Charles  Mathews.  This  was  in  itself  but 
an  ingenious  compliment,  and  was  intended  as  such 
by  the  critic.  Mathews  had  to  play  the  part  of  "  Un 
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Anglais  Timide "  as  the  play  was  called  in 
his  version,  and  the  fault  found  by  the  critic 
was  that  Mathews  spoke  French  with  a  Parisian 
accent  which  it  would  have  been  utterly  impos- 
sible for  any  ordinary  Briton  to  acquire. 

Marie  Wilton  succeeded  in  reviving  English 
comedy  on  the  English  stage.  She  brought  out 
the  comedies  of  the  late  T.  W.  Robertson,  and  no 
reader  needs  to  be  tolcl  that  these  were  thoroughly 
English,  the  scenes  and  events  belonging  to 
English  social  life  and  made  up  of  English  figures. 
With  Robertson's  comedies  and  Marie  Wilton's 
acting  the  spell  of  the  French  stage  was  broken  for 
British  audiences,  and  the  public  of  these  islands 
became  convinced  that  English  life  and  English 
manners  might  once  again  be  as  full  and  as  fresh  a 
source  of  comedy  as  they  had  been  in  the  days  of 
Congrieve  and  of  Sheridan  and  Goldsmith.  Since 
that  time  English  comedy  has  never  lost  its  hold  on 
the  English  and  the  American  public,  and  Lady 
Bancroft  may  claim  to  have  borne  a  leading  part  in 
this  momentous  artistic  revival.  During  each  of 
her  theatrical  epochs  Lady  Bancroft  was  equally 
successful,  although  of  course  the  field  of  genuine 
comedy  was  a  much  nobler  scene  of  triumph  than 
any  found  by  her  during  her  earlier  career  as  a 
leading  acress  in  burlesque.  It  is  only  fair  to  say 
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that  even  during  those  younger  days  when  she  had 
as  yet  shown  no  higher  ambition  than  that  which 
found  its  opportunity  in  burlesque,  she  played  her 
parts  with  a  vivacity  and  an  artistic  skill  which  I  at 
least  have  never  seen  surpassed.  I  have  the  most 
vivid  recollection  of  her  acting  in  many  of  these 
pieces  although  I  have  forgotten  everything  else 
belonging  to  them.  The  story,  the  other  characters, 
the  incidents,  the  very  name  have  passed  completely 
from  my  memory,  but  I  still  see  Marie  Wilton 
distinct  and  clear  in  each  part,  the  Marie  Wilton  of 
one  piece  not  to  be  confounded  for  a  moment  with 
the  Marie  Wilton  of  another,  but  each  a  separate 
and  individual  creation  as  real  and  as  much  alive 
now  in  my  thoughts  as  it  was  in  the  delightful  old 
days  of  the  Strand  Theatre. 

But  these  were  not  the  parts  which  won  for 
Marie  Wilton  her  highest  artistic  reputation  and 
enabled  her  to  accomplish  the  restoration  of  true 
English  comedy.  Robertson's  plays  gave  her  the 
happiest  chance  of  showing  what  she  could  accom- 
plish in  dramatic  art.  While  her  whole  tempera- 
ment as  an  actress  was  exuberant  with  the  very 
life  of  comedy,  she  never  indulged  in  exaggeration. 
One  might  have  supposed  that  an  actress  who  had 
begun  her  career  in  burlesque  and  had  accomplished 
a  great  success  there  would  when  she  entered  a 
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higher  dramatic  sphere  have  carried  with  her 
voluntarily  or  involuntarily  some  of  the  extrava- 
gances which  are  the  charm  of  the  Christmas  holiday 
art.  But  when  Marie  Wilton  set  herself  to  make  a 
success  in  that  higher  comedy  which  seemed  as  if  it 
had  been  written  in  order  to  give  her  a  chance  of 
developing  her  powers,  she  left  entirely  behind  her  all 
the  theatrical  peculiarities  which  naturally  belonged  to 
burlesque,  and  became  a  perfect  living  illustration 
of  those  lifelike  English  characters  she  had  to 
represent.  Such  parts  as  that  of  Polly  Eccles  in 
"Caste"  must  always  be  identified  in  the  memory 
of  this  living  generation  with  the  acting  of  Marie 
Wilton.  There  was  to  begin  with  a  complete 
realisation  of  the  part  as  the  author  intended  it  to 
be,  and  under  the  impress  of  all  the  conditions  with 
which  the  author  had  surrounded  it.  Like  all  true 
comedians,  she  was  able  to  blend  the  pathetic  with 
the  comic,  and  there  were  passages  in  which  the 
poor  girl  whose  trials  and  humours  all  belonged  to 
every  day  English  life,  could  touch  the  hearts  of  the 
listeners  with  an  emotion  of  tearful  sympathy  not 
always  to  be  called  forth  by  even  the  accomplished 
queen  of  tragedy  declaiming  her  sorrows  in  the 
well-measured  intonations  appropriate  to  her  more 
exalted  lot. 

Marie    Wilton    was    realistic    in   the  higher   and 
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better  sense  of  the  word — she  could  express  human 
emotion  exactly  as  it  might  express  itself  in  the  life 
of  an  English  home,  but  at  the  same  time  she  had 
that  true  dramatic  instinct  which  enabled   her   to 
divine  the  deeper  feelings  belonging  to  every  part, 
feelings  that  might  never  reveal  themselves  to  the 
ordinary    observer,    in  the    passing   movements    of 
commonplace    and    prosaic    existence.       She    was 
able,    where    she    had    the    opportunity,    to    show 
gleams  of  the    poetic  in  and  through  the  utterly 
prosaic  ;  she  could  give  that  touch  of  nature  which 
makes  the  whole  world  kin,  and  brings  Polly  Eccles 
into  companionship  and  sisterhood  with  the  heroine 
of  romance.      I  must  therefore  always  regard  Marie 
Wilton    as    having    created   a    new   epoch    in    the 
development  of  modern  English  drama,  and  we  can 
see  the  effect  of  her  work  on  the  English  stage  of 
to-day  as  distinctly  as  we  could  have  seen  it  when 
she  was  still  moving  enthusiastic  audiences  in  her 
London    theatre.      Her   success  was  complete  and 
unbroken ;    she    never    touched    any    part    without 
adorning  it  ;  and  there  was  one  universal  feeling  of 
regret  when  she  made  up  her  mind — all  too  early  as 
many  of  us  thought — that  she  had  played  her  parts 
long  enough,  and  was  fairly  entitled  to  quit  the  field 
of  work  before  the  evening  shadows  had  yet  begun 
to  fall.     Most  other  actors  and  actresses  who  have 
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made  a  great  success  are  anxious  to  keep  to  the 
realm  of  their  triumphs  up  to  the  last,  and  will  not 
yield  to  the  reminders  from  outside,  growing  more 
and  more  frequent  and  audible,  that  they  have  done 
enough  for  fame,  and  had  better  not  mar  what  they 
can  no  longer  make.  Marie  Wilton  erred,  if  she 
erred  at  all,  on  the  other  side.  She  withdrew  into 
private  life  before  she  had  given  any  sign  whatever 
that  she  was  ceasing  to  hold  the  homage  of  the 
public.  She  had  won  celebrity  and  wealth  and 
most  other  constituents  of  happiness,  and  she  made 
up  her  mind  that  she  had  done  her  fair  share  of 
work,  and  was  free  to  seek  for  quiet  and  repose 
before  time  had  given  her  any  hint  that  the  season 
of  her  triumph  must  draw  to  a  close. 

Marie  Wilton,  or  Lady  Bancroft  as  she  ought 
now  to  be  called,  was  as  fortunate  in  the  artistic 
companionship  which  her  marriage  created  for  her 
as  in  the  other  conditions  of  her  life.  In  Sir  Squire 
Bancroft  she  found  a  master  of  his  own  dramatic 
art,  and  a  man  peculiarly  gifted  with  the  qualities 
which  make  a  successful  theatrical  manager.  Sir 
Squire  Bancroft  was  a  consummate  actor  in  the 
parts  which  he  believed  suited  to  him,  and  he  never 
allowed  himself  to  be  tempted  into  the  feverish 
effort  after  success  in  entirely  new  and  uncongenial 
fields,  which  has  disturbed  and  marred  for  a  time  so 
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many  a  great  dramatic  career.  In  such  comedies 
as  those  of  Robertson  Bancroft's  successes  came 
upon  a  level  with  the  successes  won  by  his  brilliant 
wife,  and  thus  made  their  dramatic  partnership 
memorable.  Bancroft's  acting  was  always  natural, 
always  in  the  true  sense  dramatic,  but  it  was  never 
melodramatic,  and  he  never  sought  to  produce  any 
effects  which  might  not  be  associated  with  the 
incidents  of  ordinary  human  life  in  the  everyday 
world  with  which  we  are  all  familiar.  I  do  not 
mean  to  convey  the  idea  that  Bancroft  limited  his 
art  to  such  plays  as  those  of  Robertson,  or  to  the 
representation  of  English  life  as  it  then  appeared, 
for  he  made  a  great  success  as  Joseph  Surface  in 
"  The  School  for  Scandal "  and  as  Triplet  in 
"  Masks  and  Faces."  During  the  earlier  part  of 
his  dramatic  career,  when  he  was  still  a  provincial 
actor,  he  had  won  a  reputation  for  the  manner  in 
which  he  played  some  Shakespearian  parts. 

It  seems  somewhat  strange  to  us  who  now 
associate  Bancroft  altogether  with  modern  comedy 
to  be  reminded,  that  at  one  period  his  name  was  in 
the  playbill  with  the  names  of  tragedians  like 
Charles  Kean,  Phelps,  and  G.  V.  Brooke.  But 
even  during  Bancroft's  latest  performances  at  the 
Haymarket  any  intelligent  spectator  could  see  that 
he  had  a  capacity  for  acting  which  was  not  limited 
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to  the  faithful  reproduction  of  modern  manners. 
Every  now  and  then  would  come  from  his  lips  some 
sentence  delivered  with  perfect  colloquial  ease,  and 
in  the  tone  of  London  society,  but  showing  that  the 
actor  had  an  amount  of  dramatic  intensity  and  a 
depth  of  expression  which  might  have  found  their 
full  effect  in  scenes  of  more  passionate  emotion.  It 
has  always  seemed  to  me  that  Bancroft  at  an  early 
period  of  his  career  made  up  his  mind  as  to  the 
kind  of  part  which  best  suited  his  tastes  and  his 
capacity,  and  held  to  that  line  by  deliberate  choice. 
My  impression  is  that  he  is  by  nature  capable  of 
great  versatility  in  acting,  but  that  he  soon  found 
out  where  his  best  success  must  lie,  and  of  his  free' 
will  confined  himself  to  that  realm  of  the  drama. 

The  portrait  of  Lady  Bancroft  which  appears  at 
the  opening  of  the  book,  written  in  collaboration 
by  the  husband  and  wife  and  entitled  "  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Bancroft  on  and  off  the  Stage,"  Lady 
Bancroft  regards  as  on  the  whole  the  best 
and  most  characteristic  reproduction  of  her  face 
and  figure  at  the  time,  and  I  need  hardly  say  that 
there  were  many  reproductions  of  that  face  and 
figure  during  those  early  years  of  her  career  as  an 
actress  and  the  opening  of  her  enterprise  as  the 
joint  manager  of  a  theatre.  Sir  Squire  and  Lady 
Bancroft  were  as  familiar  figures  in  London 
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society  after  they  had  both  retired  from  the  stage 
as  they  were  when  their  nightly  performances 
were  still  crowding  the  stalls  and  boxes  and 
galleries  of  the  Haymarket.  The  Bancrofts  had 
always  distinguished  themselves  by  the  zeal  and 
generosity  with  which  they  took  part  in  every 
project  for  the  advancement  of  some  benevolent 
purpose,  and  their  charitable  help  was  freely  given 
to  beneficent  organisations  which  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  theatrical  profession.  They  could  be 
counted  on  to  give  the  help  of  their  talents  and 
their  money  to  every  deserving  cause,  whether 
public  or  private,  and  I  have  heard  of  many 
instances  in  which  the  generous  and  timely  help 
of  the  Bancrofts  never  sought  or  received  any 
manner  of  notice  in  the  newspapers.  Since  their 
retirement  from  management  and  from  the  boards 
of  the  theatre  they  have  both  appeared  in 
dramatic  entertainments,  got  up  for  the  benefit  of 
some  charitable  institution  or  for  some  theatrical 
comrade  of  former  days  who  had  fallen  upon 
evil  times  and  was  in  need  of  a  helping  hand. 
Sir  Squire  and  Lady  Bancroft  have  always  been 
social  favourites,  and  there  was  an  absolute  and 
cordial  approval  given  by  all  classes  to  the  graceful 
act  of  recognition  by  which  Queen  Victoria 
expressed  her  sense  of  the  services  Bancroft  had 
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rendered    to    the    drama.      Lady    Bancroft    is    in 
private  life  alike  delightful  as  hostess  and  as  guest. 
She  is  one  of  the  most  brilliant  talkers  whom   I 
have  the  good  fortune  to  know  ;  she  can  tell  the 
most  amusing  stories  and  say  the  brightest  things 
without   the    slightest   appearance   of  one    who    is 
talking    for    effect    and    who    desires    to    produce 
an    impression    on    the    listening    company.     Her 
humorous    sallies,   her   droll   stories,  her   sparkling 
phrases,   come  from   her  with  all    the   simple   and 
unaffected   ease    of  one   who  is   merely  joining  in 
ordinary    conversation     and    has    no     purpose    of 
making  a  display.      I    have   been    so    fortunate    of 
late   years,    during   my    retirement    from    life   and 
work    in    London,    as    to    be    a   near  neighbour  of 
Sir  Squire  and  Lady  Bancroft  in  a  very  picturesque 
part  of  Westgate-on-Sea.     I    shall  not    endeavour 
to  express  in  words  the  inestimable  advantage  of 
such  a  companionship. 

It  may  be  safely  predicted  that  the  career  of  the 
Bancrofts  will  always  have  a  chapter  to  itself  in  the 
history  of  the  British  stage.  The  pair  were  as  suc- 
cessful in  their  management  as  in  their  individual 
art,  and  every  theatre  of  which  they  took  charge  was 
sure  to  become  a  model  institution.  The  husband 
and  the  wife  were  very  different  in  their  styles  of 
art,  and  each  had  a  marked  and  distinct  individuality. 
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But  they  were  very  much  alike  in  one  valuable 
quality — they  could  both  accomplish  the  greatest 
successes  in  comedy  without  calling  in  the  spurious 
aid  of  farcical  exaggeration.  In  this  happy  gift 
they  are  both  entitled  to  rank  with  the  best  actors 
of  the  Parisian  school,  who  can  keep  an  audience 
in  constant  delight  and  give  the  fullest  effect  to 
the  most  amusing  and  humorous  passages  in  a 
comic  scene  without  going  outside  the  limits  of 
nature  and  of  art.  Neither  one  nor  the  other 
seemed  to  be  acting  even  where  it  was  certain  that 
the  very  realism  of  the  performance  must  have 
been  the  result  of  careful  thought  and  study.  Each 
could  thus  make  even  a'  poor  and  unreal  part  seem 
lifelike  and  credible,  and  each  with  a  really  good 
part  to  play  could  accomplish  the  author's  highest 
purpose  and  convert  his  imaginings  into  a  living 
and  human  shape. 


CHAPTER   XXIII 

THREE    QUEENS    OF    SONG 

JUST  before  the  opening  of  the  Sixties  the 
opera,  so  far  as  we  knew  it  in  England,  seemed 
to  have  fallen  upon  one  of  those  periods  of  re- 
action which  come  every  now  and  then  in  the 
history  of  the  drama,  of  literature,  and  of  painting 
and  sculpture.  The  great  moving  influences 
appeared  for  the  time  to  have  passed  away  and 
we  had  settled  down,  as  is  the  wont  of  ordinary 
mortals,  to  the  gloomy  conviction  that  we  had 
heard  the  last  of  the  world's  famous  singers. 
Grisi  and  Mario,  Persiani,  Jenny  Lind,  and 
Lablache  were  heard  no  more  upon  our  stage, 
and  we  were  making  up  our  minds  that  we  at 
least  were  not  to  hear  their  like  again.  Such  is 
our  way  with  regard  to  all  the  arts  ;  we  are  ever 
ready  to  believe  that  the  young  people  coming 
up  are  not  likely  to  be  familiar  with  such  a 
period  of  artistic  success  as  that  which  we  en- 
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joyed  in  our  earlier  days.  This  was  especially  the 
belief  we  held  about  the  Opera  just  then,  and, 
as  often  happens  during  such  a  season  of  dearth, 
a  new  influence  was  suddenly  borne  in  upon  us 
which  cast  for  a  time  our  brightest  recollections 
into  a  shadow  and  a  memory.  This  happened 
in  the  April  of  1858,  when  Teresa  Titiens  made 
her  first  appearance  in  the  theatre  then  called  Her 
Majesty's  in  London.  The  triumph  of  the  singer 
was  instant  and  complete.  A  great  musical  critic 
declared  that  "a  voice  so  rich  in  quality,  so 
extensive  and  so  flexible,  combined  with  a  tempera- 
ment so  passionate  and  a  dramatic  perception  so 
exact  carries  us  back  to  the  highest  standard  of  lyric 
excellence."  The  critic  went  on  to  say  that  the 
great  line  which  commenced  with  Pasta  and  was 
sustained  by  Malibran  and  Grisi  found  its  new 
vindication  in  the  genius  of  Mademoiselle  Titiens. 
When  the  Sixties  had  begun  Titiens  was  the 
ruling  star  of  Opera.  The  portait  set  forth  in 
this  chapter  represents  her  in  the  part  of  Margaretta 
in  "  Faust,"  one  of  her  most  successful  lyrical  per- 
formances. She  was  a  great  actress  as  well  as  a 
great  singer,  and  for  several  seasons  following  she 
was  the  reigning  queen  of  Opera  in  Her  Majesty's 
Theatre.  There  was  not  a  tone  of  pathos,  of  grief, 
of  love  strong  as  death,  of  the  gentler  tragic  emotion 
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which  did  not  find  its  full  and  exquisite  expression 
in  Titiens'  rendering  of  Margaretta.  Yet  even 
that  part  did  not  show  her  most  characteristic 
qualities  at  their  highest  reach.  Her  genius 
showed  itself  at  its  best  and  truest  in  the  illus- 
tration of  characters  embodying  the  most  passionate 
moods  of  human  nature.  Such  a  part  as  that  of 
Media  in  Cherubini's  thrilling  Opera,  or  that  of 
Norma,  more  familiar  to  English  audiences,  by 
the  once  popular  Bellini  gave  her  a  more  complete 
opportunity  for  the  display  of  her  marvellous 
dramatic  as  well  as  lyric  powers.  It  may  be  ques- 
tioned whether  any  great  singer  ever  became  more 
thoroughly  identified  with  a  part  in  the  admiration 
of  English  audiences  than  Titiens  did  in  that  opera 
of  "Norma,"  which  is  now  so  seldom  presented 
on  an  English  stage.  Titiens  was  Hungarian  by 
extraction  ;  she  was  born  in  Hamburg  and  made 
her  first  great  success  in  Germany  during  1849. 
She  was  still  a  young  woman  when  she  achieved 
her  splendid  triumph  in  the  London  opera.-house. 
Many  years  later  she  visited  the  United  States, 
and  there  too  accomplished  a  complete  success* 
Titiens  was  as  great  in  oratorio  as  in  the 
lyrical  drama,  and  no  one  who  ever  heard  her 
sing  sacred  music  is  likely  to  forget  the  im- 
pression it  wrought  upon  him.  She  was  not 
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exactly  beautiful  in  feature,  but  her  face  and  her 
eyes  had  such  expression  that  the  listening  gazer 
had  little  thought  of  criticism  so  far  as  mere 
personal  appearance  was  concerned,  and  found  all 
his  faculties  absorbed  in  admiration  for  her  voice 
and  her  acting.  Every  note  which  she  sang 
received  new  meaning  from  her  eyes  and  her  looks, 
her  gestures  and  her  movements.  She  was  in- 
deed a  queen  of  her  art.  In  her  own  line  she 
had  not  in  my  recollection  any  rival,  and  when  I 
recall  in  memory  all  the  great  operatic  singers 
whom  I  have  heard,  I  still  find  that  in  the  parts 
she  made  her  own  she  stands  unrivalled. 

The  public  does  not  now  hold  in  much  esteem 
the  operatic  works  of  Bellini,  but  so  long  as  Titiens 
reigned  upon  the  lyric  stage  the  world  became  a 
willing  captive  to  her  impassioned  rendering  of  poor 
Norma's  love  and  troubles.  Even  the  younger 
generation,  which  has  all  but  forgotten  Norma  and 
her  story,  and  to  whom  Titiens  herself  is  becoming 
something  like  a  tradition,  is  still  impressed  by  the 
profound  conviction  that  the  fame  of  the  great 
singer  is  one  of  the  events  which  make  an  epoch 
in  the  history  of  the  Opera.  She  had  a  dramatic 
power  which  in  its  more  tragic  forms  Jenny  Lind 
never  could  command  and  only  Grisi  could  rival. 
She  made  one  of  the  familiar  topics  of  conversation 
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during  her  time,  and  to  hear  Titiens  was  in  itself 
an  ample  reason  for  making  a  visit  to  London 
from  the  most  distant  parts  of  the  British  Islands. 
I  have  always  had  a  feeling  I  could  hardly  define 
in  critical  terms,  a  feeling  which  associates  her 
with  the  great  American  actress  Charlotte  Cush- 
man.  It  often  came  into  my  mind  that  Titiens 
was  another  Charlotte  Cushman,  with  a  voice 
which  made  her  supreme  in  opera.  As  Charlotte 
Cushman  was  one  of  the  greatest  English-speaking 
actresses  of  the  more  modern  stage,  the  most 
devoted  admirer  of  Titiens  will  see  that  I  am 
not  uttering  any  disparagement  of  her  gifts  when 
I  say  that  she  was  another  Charlotte  Cushman 
endowed  with  a  divine  voice  and  a  musical  genius. 
The  artistic  career  of  Titiens  was  not  very  long, 
she  passed  away  at  an  early  age  from  Opera  and 
oratorio  in  England.  She  had  not  gone  far 
beyond  her  prime  when  death  slit  the  thin-spun 
life,  but  not  the  praise.  She  will  be  remembered 
for  ever  in  the  history  of  the  world's  great  singers. 
The  early  Sixties  brought  a  new  Diva  to 
the  operatic  world  in  London.  Adelina  Patti 
made  her  first  appearance  at  the  Italian  Opera 
House,  Covent  Garden,  in  the  May  of  1861. 
That  first  appearance  was  in  the  part  of  Amina 
in  "  La  Somnambula,"  and  was  a  brilliant  and 
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complete  triumph.  The  new  singer  was  then 
a  little  more  thari  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  she 
had  already  accomplished  a  great  success  in  the 
United  States.  She  ought  to  have  had  music 
in  her  soul,  for  she  was  of  Italian  extraction,  and 
was  born  in  Spain.  If  the  atmosphere  of  Italy 
and  Spain  are  not  conducive  to  music,  one  is  at 
a  loss  to  know  under  what  skies  its  birth  could 
find  more  favourable  auspices.  No  one  who  lived 
in  London  during  1861  can  ever  forget  the  effect 
created  by  Patti's  singing  and  acting.  She  had 
in  her  the  genius  of  the  singer  and  of  the  actress. 
Her  voice  was  exquisite  in  all  the  unending 
variety  of  its  tone,  and  it  had  a  range  and  a 
compass  which  the  comparatively  fragile  appear- 
ance of  the  young  singer  would  not  have  led  one 
to  expect.  She  appeared  in  a  great  many  parts 
and  in  all  with  something  like  equal  success.  She 
was  most  popular  perhaps  in  parts  combining  delicate 
pathos  with  bright  and  graceful  humour,  but  she 
accomplished  more  than  one  triumph  in  characters 
which  demanded  tragic  force  and  the  deepest 
tones  of  passionate  grief.  She  was  not  a  queen 
of  exalted  lyric  tragedy  like  Titiens,  but  when 
rendering  into  music  and  into  dramatic  expression 
all  the  gentler  emotions  of  the  human  heart,  the 
maidenly  love,  the  intense  womanly  sorrow,  the 
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bright  and  delicate  playfulness  of  happy  girlhood 
soon  to  be  crossed  by  suffering,  she  has  never  within 
my  recollection  had  a  superior  on  the  operatic  stage. 
Her  personal  charms  and  the  grace  of  her  move- 
ments seemed  to  be  the  natural  accompaniments  of 
her  voice  and  her  lyric  power.  She  had  all  London 
at  her  feet,  and  although  other  great  singers  came 
up  from  time  to  time,  she  was  for  many  seasons  the 
star  of  a  London  opera-house,  and  always  main- 
tained the  same  place  in  public  admiration,  I  might 
even  say  in  public  affection,  which  she  won  on  the 
night  of  her  first  appearance  in  London.  I  remem- 
ber having  heard  with  much  interest  during  Patti's 
first  season  in  London  about  her  love  for  the  open 
air  and  her  anxiety  to  escape  as  soon  as  possible 
every  evening  from  the  streets  of  London's  West 
End — inclinations  not  often  to  be  found  among  the 
celebrities  of  the  Opera  and  the  stage.  During  a 
great  part  of  her  early  London  career  she  occupied 
a  house  in  the  unfashionable  region  of  Clapham 
Common — I  wonder  whether  any  other  queen  of 
song  has  ever  lived  there  at  the  height  of  her  fame 
— and  it  used  to  be  a  delight  to  her  to  drive  every 
night  from  Covent  Garden  into  the  roads  of  South 
London  and  to  enjoy  the  atmosphere  of  the  breezy 
common  with  its  rare  trees  and  its  little  lake.  In 
later  years,  as  we  all  know,  she  made  her  home  for 
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the  most  part  in  the  Welsh  castle  of  which  she  be- 
came the  owner,  and  where  she  created  an  exquisite 
private  theatre  for  the  delight  of  her  friends  and 
herself.  Madame  Patti  was  always  great  in 
concerts  as  well  as  in  opera,  and  was  ever  ready  to 
give  her  help,  the  help  of  her  voice,  her  genius,  and 
her  fame,  to  the  cause  of  any  deserving  public 
charity.  The  English  people  came  in  the  end  to 
regard  her  as  one  of  themselves,  and  although  she 
still  accomplished  great  operatic  tours  to  distant 
countries,  it  was  always  taken  for  granted  that  she 
would  return  in  due  course  to  her  home  on  British 
soil.  One  of  her  greatest  successes  was  achieved 
in  Russia,  where  she  received  from  the  reigning 
Emperor  the  honourable  and  honorary  appointment 
of  First  Singer  at  the  Imperial  Court.  She  did 
not,  however,  restrict  her  appearances  to  the 
countries  where  emperors  and  kings  could  be 
among  her  listeners,  for  she  won  splendid  success 
and  received  large  sums  of  money  during  two 
seasons  in  that  very  much  outlying  country,  the 
Argentine  Republic.  I  do  not  remember  any  great 
operatic  singer  of  our  time  who  won  a  more  unquali- 
fied popularity  among  her  audiences  of  whatever 
country  than  that  achieved  by  Madame  Patti.  Her 
real  gifts  were  at  once  discerned  and  recognised, 
she  had  a  place  to  herself,  and  was  hardly  ever 
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made  a  subject  of  disparaging  comparison  with 
crther  great  singers.  She  was  not,  as  I  have  said, 
set  up  as  a  rival  to  the  great  singers  of  more  im- 
passioned tragedy  ;  she  was  taken  for  exactly  what 
she  was,  for  a  singer  who  had  created  her  own  style 
of  sweet,  playful,  gentle,  and  pathetic  emotion. 

Even  at  the  height  of  Grisi's  fame  there  were 
some  critics  who  made  a  sort  of  school  of  their  own 
by  endeavouring  to  find  fault  with  the  style  of 
that  thrilling  queen  of  opera,  and  who  seemed  to 
think  it  a  proof  of  their  own  superior  culture  that 
they  could  find  fault  with  her  rendering  of  this  or 
that  passage  in  an  opera,  or  even  with  her  whole 
conception  of  some  one  part.  But  everybody  took 
Patti  exactly  as  she  was,  and  cordially  recognised 
that  she  accomplished  to  absolute  perfection  every 
part  she  undertook.  I  may  say  also  that  I  do 
not  think  any  foreign  singer  ever  became  so  fully  at 
home  in  English  life  as  Patti  did  almost  imme- 
diately after  her  first  great  success  in  London. 
One  heard  of  her  everywhere  in  English  social  life. 
She  was  the  ornament  of  London  receptions  and 
evening  parties  ;  she  was  always  taking  a  part  in 
this  or  that  enterprise  for  the  benefit  of  a  public 
charity  ;  she  became  a  leading  member  of  all 
manner  of  societies  having  no  direct  association 
with  the  stage.  I  have  not  heard  her  or  seen  her 
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for  many  years,  but  it  seems  an  impossibility  even 
to  think  of  Adelina  Patti  as  growing  old.  It  is 
my  ill-fortune  to  have  heard  Jenny  Lind  only  in  her 
later  days  when  she  sang  at  a  concert  given  in 
London  for  some  charitable  purpose,  and  then 
indeed  it  seemed  hard  to  realise  that  this  was 
the  singer  who,  within  my  own  recollection,  had 
bewitched  the  world  by  her  voice.  My  memory 
of  Patti  must  be  ever  the  same  and  with  her  there 
must  remain  in  my  mind  the  charm  of  eternal  youth. 
If  years  have  changed  her  in  any  way  I  at  least 
have  not  known  it. 

The  first  appearance  of  Christine  Nilsson  in 
London  may  well  be  described  as  one  of  the  events 
of  the  Sixties.  This  great  singer  suddenly  arose 
like  a  new  star  in  the  sky  of  the  lyric  drama.  She 
had  made  a  splendid  success  in  Paris  during  1864; 
but  Londoners  in  the  days  of  the  Sixties  did  not 
follow  the  course  of  operatic  meteors  arising  above 
other  horizons  with  the  close  attention  which  is 
easy  in  these  days  of  rapid  telegraphic  intercourse 
between  the  British  metropolis  and  foreign  capitals. 
The  men  and  women  in  London  society  who  made 
a  study  of  music  and  took  a  deep  interest  in  every 
new  musical  career  had  come  to  know  long  before 
1867  that  another  Swedish  Nightingale  was  follow- 
ing in  the  path  of  Jenny  Lind.  But  the  British 
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public  in  general  took  only  a  languid  interest  in  the 
foreign  stage,  and  especially  in  foreign  opera, 
so  the  announcement  of  Christine  Nilsson's  first 
appearance  was  not  awaited  with  intense  expecta- 
tion by  the  ordinary  visitors  to  the  two  rival  opera- 
houses.  We  had  made  up  our  minds  to  the  belief 
that  there  could  be  only  one  Swedish  Nightingale, 
that  Jenny  Lind  was  that  bird  of  song,  and  Jenny 
Lind  had  had  her  full  triumph,  her  unsurpassed 
success,  and  was  then  living  upon  her  fame.  There- 
fore while  all  students  of  music  and  accomplished 
musical  critics  had  learned  already  that  there  was 
an  event  to  be  looked  for  when  the  new  singer 
should  challenge  the  judgment  of  a  London 
audience,  the  usual  opera-goer  was  quite  content 
to  know  that  an  interesting  novelty  might  be  ex- 
pected and  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  for  him 
to  have  a  seat  in  the  opera-house  on  the  occasion 
of  that  first  appearance. 

I    had    the   pleasure    of  being   present    on    that 

memorable  night,  and  I  have  some  personal  as  well 

as  other    reasons    for  remembering    the   event.      I 

was  then  concerned    in  the  editorial  conduct  of  a 

London    daily    newspaper    which    has    long    since 

i  ceased    to     exist    and     I     was    lucky    enough    to 

I  have    a    box    for    Christine     Nilsson's    first    night 

in   London.      It  was  part  of  my  ordinary  work  to 
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go  down  to  the  editorial  rooms  in  the  City  after  an 
evening  spent  in  the  theatre  or  in  private  society 
and  throw  my  soul,  as  well  as  I  could,  into  my 
newspaper  business.  Therefore  I  naturally  assumed 
that  when  the  curtain  fell  on  the  last  scene  of  the 
opera  I  should  have  to  turn  my  attention  to  my 
editorial  work  and  to  occupy  my  mind  with  home 
and  foreign  politics,  with  the  doings  of  Parliament 
and  the  threatenings  of  Continental  war.  But 
while  seated  in  my  box,  before  the  new  singer  had 
made  her  appearance,  I  received  a  startling  message 
from  my  newspaper  office  which  for  the  moment 
cast  for  me  a  bewildering  cloud  over  the  operatic 
stage.  This  message  was  to  the  effect  that  our 
regular  musical  critic,  a  lady  of  great  accomplishment 
in  that  art  who  has  since  died,  had  been  suddenly 
taken  ill  and  was  unable  to  attend  that  night,  and 
that  I,  as  the  only  member  of  the  newspaper  staff 
then  in  the  theatre,  would  have  to  give  an 
account  of  the  event  and  pass  judgment  on  the  new 
singer  for  the  benefit  of  our  readers  next  morning. 
Not  often,  I  think,  has  a  mere  literary  man  been 
placed  in  so  perplexing  and  so  responsible  a  position. 
I  knew  nothing  of  music  in  the  cultured  and  scien- 
tific way  ;  I  was  fond  of  the  opera  and  of  music  in 
general,  as  I  suppose  rational  persons  usually  are  ; 
I  might  have  ventured  confidently  enough  on  dash- 
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ing  off  a  criticism  concerning  a  new  play  or  a  new 
actor,  but  to  attempt  to  express  critical  judgment  on 
the  merits  of  a  new  singer  was  beyond  any  power 
I  had  ever  claimed  or  ever  had  the  right  to  claim. 
But  there  I  was — seated  in  that  opera-box,  the  sole 
representative  there  of  the  newspaper  which  owned 
my  services  ;  there  was  no  time  to  lose  in  the  quest, 
probably  the  hopeless  quest,  for  a  more  fitting 
substitute  and  my  only  choice  seemed  to  be  either  to 
sit  out  the  opera  and  write  the  criticism  myself  or 
to  leave  my  newspaper  to  come  out  next  morning 
without  any  account  of  the  great  event. 

I  have  always  regarded  the  success  of  that 
evening  as  one  which  shed  some  of  its  good 
fortune  upon  me.  My  stroke  of  good  luck 
consisted  in  the  fact  that  before  the  first  act 
was  over  I  became  filled  with  the  conviction 
that  a  complete  and  splendid  success  had  been 
accomplished  by  Christine  Nilsson.  There  could 
be  no  question  as  to  the  judgment  passed  by 
the  astonished  and  delighted  audience.  Even 
those  best  qualified  to  form  an  opinion  from 
their  knowledge  of  the  singer's  recent  career 
must  have  found  their  highest  expectations 
realised  alike  in  the  success  of  Christine  Nilsson, 
and  in  the  unanimous  recognition  which  it  received 
from  that  crowded  house.  I  had  no  difficulty 
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in  making  up  my  mind  that  a  new  queen  of  opera 
had  come  to  London,  and  that  I  was  entitled  to 
proclaim  with  the  utmost  confidence  to  my  readers 
that  she  had  actually  come  into  her  own.  But 
let  me  do  myself  justice,  although  I  never  made 
any  pretension  to  play  the  part  of  a  qualified 
musical  critic,,  I  did  recognise  from  the  first 
the  genius  of  Christine  Nilsson  and  the  exquisite 
beauty,  the  marvellous  range  and  the  ever  varying 
intonations  of  her  voice.  I  think  I  may  say  that 
even  though  the  house  in  general  had  failed  to  rise 
to  the  occasion  and  had  listened  without  emotion, 
were  such  a  thing  possible,  to  that  voice  I  should 
have  felt-  able  to  declare  on  the  strength  of  my 
own  convictions  that  a  new  singer  of  the  very 
highest  order  had  come  to  delight  us  in  London. 
I  should  have  known,  too,  that  in  Christine  Nilsson 
we  had  not  merely  a  great  singer,  but  an  actress 
who  in  her  own  field  could  find  no  superior. 
However,  I  was  not  put  to  the  risk  of  any  heroic 
enterprise  on  that  occasion.  I  called  to  mind 
the  story  told  of  Edmund  Kean,  when  he  returned 
from  his  first  great  performance  in  a  London 
theatre  to  his  anxious  wife  who  was  awaiting  him 
at  home.  She  asked  him  in  breathless  eagerness 
what  a  certain  noble  lord,  who  was  a  patron  of 
Kean,  had  said  of  his  performance.  "  Never  mind 
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his  lordship"-— I  believe  he  used  a  stronger  ex- 
pression— the  great  actor  replied  ;  "  all  I  know  is 
that  the  house  rose  at  me.."  This  much  I  knew 
of  Christine  Nilsson — that  the  house  rose  at  her— 
and  I  knew  that  I  need  have  no  hesitation  about 
the  full  outpouring  of  my  own  praises  in  print. 

Christine  Nilsson's  position  was  secured  in  London 
by  this  great  opening  success.  She  had  won  for 
herself  a  place  in  English  opinion  among  the 
greatest  singers  of  modern  times.  She  had  a 
distinct  style  of  her  own,  both  in  singing  and 
in  acting.  Her  sphere  was  not  that  more  exalted 
region  of  thrilling  lyric  tragedy  in  which  Grisi 
reigned  so  long  supreme,  nor  had  her  style  the 
almost  infinite  variety  of  Patti's,  nor  did  it  display 
the  occasional  bursts  of  tempestuous  grief  and 
passion  with  which  Pauline  Lucca  could  •  electrify 
her  audiences.  Christine  Nilsson's  style  was  all 
tenderness,  sweetness,  exquisite  pathos,  intense 
womanly  love,  these  moods  of  human  life  which 
seem  to  come  in  with  the  evening  shadows,  and 
where  passion  itself  puts  some  restraining  measure 
on  the  vehemence  of  its  expression.  She  belonged, 
:  according  to  my  judgment,  to  the  romantic  order  of 
the  lyric  drama,  and  she  went  through  this  mood 
of  the  lyre  with  full  and  exquisite*  mastery.  At 
one  time  there  used  to  be  an  actual  controversy, 
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not  about  her  performance  of  "  La  Traviata,"  but 
about  the  story  of  that  opera,  which  was  made  the  I 
subject  of  public  discussion.  ''Was  it  right," 
one  set  of  disputants  asked,  "  that  the  story 
which  the  opera  embodied  should  be  put  on  the 
lyric  stage  with  the  attractions  of  a  great  singer 
and  actress  to  allure  the  young  and  the  innocent 
into  the  contemplation  of  La  Traviata's  career? 
Are  we  not  coming  upon  evil  days  when  English 
mothers  will  bring  their  daughters  to  look  upon 
and  listen  to  such  a  character  set  forth  in  living 
presentation,  and  to  find  their  hearts  stirred  into 
sympathy  with  such  a  heroine  by  the  voice  and 
the  acting  of  the  lyric  artist  who  plays  the 
part  ? "  The  arguments  on  the  other  side  of  the 
question  amounted  merely  to  the  contention  that 
no  human  creature  was  likely  to  suffer  moral 
harm  by  the  natural  sympathy  felt  for  the 
heroine  of  so  pathetic  a  story,  even  though  that 
heroine  had  yielded  to  the  overpowering  temp- 
tation of  her  life.  The  discussion  would  hardly 
awaken  very  profound  interest  in  our  times,  for 
we  are  not  much  given  of  late  to  troubling  our- 
selves about  the  direct  ethical  lesson  to  be  taught 
by  every  dramatic  performance  which  attracts 
our  attention/  But  at  that  time  there  was  a 
very  keen  debate  as  to  the  moral  effect  of  "  La 
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Traviata."  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  a  good 
deal  of  maudlin  and  morbid  sentimentality  was 
awakened  by  the  story  of  La  Traviata  in  minds 
of  a  certain  order,  as  there  had  been  by  the 
novel  "  La  Dame  Aux  Cam&ias,"  on  which  it  was 
founded ;  but  assuredly  the  prevailing  tone  of 
"La  Traviata"  as  we  heard  it,  under  the  inspiration 
of  Adelina  Patti  and  of  Christine  Nilsson,  was 
one  of  pure  and  generous  sympathy  with  all 
that  was  noble  even  in  a  frail  and  erring  human 
being.  The  success  of  the  great  Swedish  singer 
in  London  lasted  just  as  long  as  she  gave 
London  a  chance  of  testifying  its  appreciation. 
Whenever  she  returned  to  one  of  our  opera- 
houses  she  found  her  popularity  and  her  fame 
still  on  the  increase.  She  visited  the  United 
States,  where  she  made  a  success  not  less 
complete  than  that  which  she  had  won  in  France 
and  in  England,  and  where  she  is  said  to  have 
made  a  considerable  fortune  in  money.  Again 
in  1872  she  appeared  at  a  London  theatre,  and 
she  might  have  gone  on  appearing  and  re-appear- 
ing there  as  long  as  it  suited  her  to  appeal  to 
a  London  audience.  After  that  time  she  per- 
formed at  St.  Petersburg  and  put  in  an 
occasional  appearance  at  the  theatres  of  other 
Continental  cities.  She  did  not,  however,  linger 
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on  the  operatic  stage,  and  the  musical  world 
knew  of  her  only  while  she  was  still  in  the  full 
possession  of  all  the  charms  of  her  voice  and 
her  lyric  genius.  The  zenith  of  her  fame  belongs 
to  the  Sixties  and  especially  to  her  appearance 
in  the  London  opera-houses.  She  passed  in 
music  out  of  sight.  Hers  was  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  instances  of  genius  asserting  itself  in 
spite  of  all  early  difficulties.  She  was  born  to 
poverty  and  to  hard  struggle,  the  daughter  of  a 
poor  Swedish  labourer,  and  she  first  displayed 
that  gift  of  music  which  was  in  her  by  perform- 
ing on  the  violin  at  fairs  and  markets.  At  this 
early  period  of  her  life,  when  she  was  yet  only 
fourteen  years  old,  her  skill  with  the  violin  and 
the  flute  attracted  the  attention  of  a  man  of 
fortune  and  position  who  saw  that  she  was  made 
for  a  great  musical  career,  and  undertook  the 
cost  of  having  her  educated  by  the  best  in- 
structors to  be  had  at  Stockholm  and  afterwards 
in  Paris.  Then  followed  her  first  appearance  in 
the  Paris  opera-house,  and  from  that  time  forth 
there  was  nothing  but  success  first  and  honoured 
retirement  afterwards.  Her  face  was  of  a  beauty 
which  seemed  made  for  the  expression  of  the 
music  she  sang  with  such  exquisite  effect,  and 
of  those  dramatic  passages  suited  to  her  genius. 
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I  have  not  often  been  present  at  any  event  on 
the  stage  which  marked  itself  so  distinctly  in 
dramatic  and  musical  interest  as  the  first  appear- 
ance of  Christine  Nilsson  in  London.  I  can  look 
upon  the  whole  scene  now  as  I  saw  it  then, 
and  can  hear  once  more  that  voice  of  marvellous 
power  and  harmony,  those  tones  of  indescribable 
pathos  and  sweetness.  I  offer  the  portrait  in  this 
chapter  and  the  pages  I  have  written  to 
accompany  it  as  if  they  were  the  flowered  wreaths 
which  we  throw  at  the  feet  of  a  conquering  queen 
of  song. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

THREE    STAGE    GRACES 

LYDIA  THOMPSON  was  unquestionably 
one  of  the  theatrical  lights  of  the  Sixties. 
Her  light  did  not  ascend  very  high  or  float  very 
far,  but  it  was  distinct  and  clear  in  its  time,  and  it 
won  for  her  a  full  popularity.  She  was  singer, 
actress,  and  dancer  all  in  one.  She  was  not  a  great 
singer,  she  was  not  a  dancer  belonging  to  that  order 
in  which  Fanny  Elssler  and  Cerito  won  their  fame, 
and  she  made  no  pretensions  to  be  a  great  actress. 
She  played  in  farcical  light  comedy  which  had 
occasional  episodes  of  song  and  dance,  and  whatever 
she  tried  to  do  she  did  well.  She  had  a  pretty  and 
expressive  face  and  a  beautiful  figure.  The  charms 
of  her  form  were  humorously  described  in  a  saying 
which  became  popular  in  her  time — the  assertion 
that  Lydia  Thompson  was  the  only  woman  then 
living  who  could  support  a  whole  theatre  upon  her 
legs.  She  would  at  a  later  day  have  made  a  most 
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graceful  and  welcome  figure  in  our  modern  musical 
comedy,  and  she  would  have  danced  and  sung  and 
acted  quite  well  enough  to  bear  a  conspicuous  part 
in  it.  When  one  looked  at  her  graceful  form,  heard 
her  sweet  soft  voice,  and  saw  how  her  expressive 
eyes  and  charming  features  lent  new  meaning  to 
every  sentence  she  spoke,  one  was  not  inclined  to 
make  any  invidious  comparisons,  but  yielded  him- 
self up  unresistingly  to  the  attractiveness  of  the 
performer.  It  was  quite  certain  that  the  manager 
who  had  secured  the  services  of  Lydia  Thompson 
could  count  upon  full  houses  and  applauding 
audiences.  When  I  first  settled  in  London,  Lydia 
Thompson  was  a  star  not  of  the  first  magnitude  but 
of  a  brightness  which  made  itself  distinctly  seen  in 
the  theatrical  firmament.  After  many  seasons  of 
London  success  and  of  provincial  tours,  where  she 
was  always  welcome,  she,  like  most  rising  actors 
and  actresses  in  our  days,  went  to  the  United  States, 
where  she  won  popular  applause  and  secured  remu- 
nerative engagements.  I  saw  her  during  the  early 
Seventies  in  New  York  and  Philadelphia  and  other 
American  cities,  and  was  much  pleased  to  find  that 
i  she  still  carried  with  her  all  the  youthful  grace,  of 
|  form  and  of  movement  which  had  made  her  so 
attractive  a  figure  in  London  at  the  opening  of  the 
j  Sixties.  She  did  not  keep  to  the  stage  for  very  long, 
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but  retired  into  private  life  before  time  had  done 
anything  to  impair  the  charms  which  had  captivated 
so  many  cities  and  towns.  Her  great  artistic  merit 
was  that  she  never  attempted  any  part,  never  tried 
song  or  dance,  which  was  not  suited  to  her  style  and 
within  the  range  of  her  powers.  She  appeared  to 
have  an  instinctive  knowledge  as  to  the  compass  of 
her  voice,  her  capacity  for  acting  and  the  limitations 
of  her  skill  as  a  dancer.  The  praise  might  be 
accorded  to  her  that  whatever  she  attempted  on  the 
stage  she  did  as  well  as  any  other  actress,  singer,  or 
dancer  could  have  done  it,  and  that  she  had  attrac- 
tions of  face  and  figure  which  the  greatest  singers 
and  actresses  do  not  always  possess.  She  could  not 
be  described  as  belonging  to  that  order  of  mediocrity 
to  which,  according  to  a  great  authority,  gods  and 
men  have  alike  forbidden  the  poet  to  belong.  Hers 
would  have  been  mediocrity  if  one  compared  her 
with  really  great  actresses,  singers,  and  dancers, 
but  she  never  invited  the  comparison,  and  she  won 
for  herself  a  place  which  was  altogether  her  own. 
I  have  the  most  agreeable  recollections  of  my 
many  visits  to  some  of  the  theatres  where  she 
made  her  first  triumphs,  and  I  feel  certain  that 
nothing  but  real  artistic  capacity  could  have 
enabled  her  to  win  so  complete  a  success  within  the 
limitations  beyond  which  she  apparently  had  no 
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ambition    to    pass.      Her   portrait    is    well    entitled 
to  a  place  in  this  volume. 

In  one  of  the  burlesques  which  were  the  rage 
during  the  Sixties  a  song  was  introduced  describing 
satirically  the  dramatic  events  of  the  time.  The 
song  declared  that  "  the  last  sensation  out  is  Miss 
Adah  Isaacs  Menken  "-—the  last  word  being  pro- 
nounced for  the  imperative  purpose  of  rhyme  as 
"  Menkeen  " — "  whose  classical  style  of  dress  does 
not  much  trouble  the  sewing-machine."  Miss 
Menken,  who  was  a  poetess  as  well  as  an  actress, 
was  born  in  one  of  the  Southern  States  of  America, 
and  made  her  first  London  appearance  in  1864. 
She  played  in  "Mazeppa"  a  sort  of  drama  adapted 
to  the  purposes  and  effects  of  the  circus,  and  taken, 
of  course,  from  Byron's  poem.  She  created  .an 
immense  sensation,  and  became  the  subject  of  a 
keen  controversy,  but  the  sensation  and  the  con- 
troversy were  not  caused  so  much  by  her  dramatic 
powers  as  by  the  peculiarity  of  her  stage  costume  to 
which  the  lines  just  quoted  made  sarcastic  allusion. 
JVIiss  Menken,  when  strapped  to  the  fiery  Cossack 
horse,  exhibited  herself  in  the  costume  of  the  ordinary 
athlete  when  displaying,  or  at  all  events  when 
practising,  his  professional  occupation.  Of  course 
she  was  carefully  made  up  from  neck  to  ankles  in 
close-fitting  tights,  but  her  ostensible  and  acknow- 
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ledged  covering  was  of  the  scantiest  dimensions.  I 
do  not  know  that  there  was  anything  in  her  make-up 
which  ought  to  have  astonished  or  scandalised 
spectators  who  were  accustomed  to  the  ballet,  but 
the  preliminary  announcements  of  her  appearance 
seemed  designed  to  attract  attention  to  something 
of  audacity  in  her  manner  of  presenting  herself,  and 
the  effect  was  an  indignant  protest  on  the  part  of  a 
large  section  of  the  public,  a  pleading  for  considera- 
tion and  artistic  independence  on  the  part  of  her 
admirers,  and  therefore  a  controversy  and  a  sort  of 
scandal.  Given  the  peculiarity  of  costume,  there 
was  nothing  whatever  in  Miss  Menken's  style  of 
acting  which  suggested  indecorum  of  any  kind,  and 
she  played  her  part  as  becomingly  as  any  one  could. 
She  had  no  claims,  so  far  as  I  could  judge,  to  be 
considered  a  great  actress,  but  it  was  in  one  sense 
her  misfortune  that  the  public  controversy  put  out 
of  consideration  altogether  her  merits  as  a  dramatic 
performer,  and  that  she  was  discussed  and  criticised 
almost  entirely  with  reference  to  the  extent  of  her 
clothing. 

There  was  at  one  time  during  the  early  Sixties 
an  exhibition^  in  one  of  the  London  theatrical  halls 
which  was  described  as  "  The  Walhalla  "  and  was 
introduced,  if  I  remember  rightly,  by  a  manageress 
called  Madam  Warton,  The  exhibition  consisted 
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of  the  presentation  of  living  statues — that  is  to  say, 
of  men  and  women  who  represented  famous  groups 
of  statuary  and  who  in  some  instances,  while  covered 
completely  by  silk  tights,  exhibited  otherwise  no 
more  drapery  than  each  sculptor  had  given  to  his 
marble  figures.  The  London  Music  Halls  have 
much  more  lately  made  us  familiar  with  this  sort  of 
display  through  what  were  called  living  pictures. 
Miss  Menken  was  somewhat  unfairly  regarded  by 
many  as  merely  another  illustration  of  these  living 
statues,  and  the  immediate  result  was,  as  I  have  said, 
that  her  dramatic  merits,  whatever  they  may  have 
-been,  were  wholly  forgotten  in  the  discussion  as  to 
her  costume.  For  a  time  at  least  she  was  more 
talked  about  and  argued  about  than  almost  any 
other  actress  of  the  day,  and  there  were  family 
circles  in  which  to  acknowledge  that  one  had  seen 
Miss  Menken's  Mazeppa  was  to  confess  oneself 
indifferent  to  the  recognised  standards  of  social 
propriety.  Miss  Menken,  I  believe,  wrote  several 
volumes  of  poetry,  and  whatever  may  have  been 
the  qualities  of  her  poems,  they  certainly  did  not,  so 
far  as  I  know,  contain  anything  which  could  have 
created  a  public  scandal.  One  volume  of  her  poems 
was  dedicated  to  Charles  Dickens,  who  had  been 
very  kind  to  her  ;  and  she  was  among  the  first  to 
recognise  the  poetic  genius  of  Algernon  Charles 
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Swinburne,  who  was  just  then  making  his  earliest 
appeals  for  that  fame  which  he  was  destined  so 
surely  to  win. 

Adah  Menken  was  a  widow  when  she  first  made 
her  appearance  in  London,  and  she  afterwards 
married  Heenan,  the  "Benicia  Boy"  whose  famous 
pugilistic  encounter  with  Sayers,  the  English 
champion  of  prize-fighting,  created  one  of  the 
greatest  sensations  known  to  the  early  Sixties. 
I  believe  Adah  Menken  entered  the  marriage 
state  more  than  once  afterwards,  but  I  am  not 
recounting  her  personal  history  and  am  only  con- 
cerned in  describing  the  peculiar  effect  which  she 
produced  on  the  London  public  by  her  performance 
or  exhibition  as  "  Mazeppa."  I  think  she  died 
young.  I  have  always  heard  her  well  spoken  of 
by  those  who  knew  her  privately,  and  I  am  aware 
that  she  had  the  friendship  of  some  distinguished 
Englishmen  who  were  not  likely  to  bestow  it  on 
undeserving  objects.  She  was  unfortunate  in  the 
manner  by  which  those  who  managed  her  perfor- 
mances had  purposely  or  unconsciously  introduced 
her  to  the  British  public  and  thus  created  a  scandal 
about  a  piece  of  dramatic  impersonation  which 
would  otherwise  have  been  judged  merely  by  the 
standard  of  dramatic  merit.  The  sensation  which 
she  created  and  the  fact  that  she  proved  herself 
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by  her  poetic  efforts  to  be  a  woman  possessed  of 
some  really  high  artistic  qualities  entitle  herxportrait 
to  a  place  in  this  chapter.  From  what  I  have 
been  told,  by  some  who  knew  her  well,  about  her 
sincere  aspirations  after  dramatic  success  and  after 
the  higher  purposes  and  moods  of  life,  and  from 
the  melancholy  tone  of  many  of  her  poems,  I 
have  always  thought  that  there  was  something 
tragic  in  the  fate  which  doomed  her  to  be 
remembered  almost  altogether  as  the  heroine  of 
a  controversy  about  the  proprieties  or  improprie- 
ties of  theatric  or  amphitheatric  costume. 

The  opening  of  Nellie  Farren's  life  as  an  actress 
made  one  of  the  theatric  events  of  the  Sixties. 
Her  first  appearance  was  at  the  Victoria  Theatre, 
a  theatre  known  as  the  Coburg  in  earlier  days 
when  it  had  a  dramatic  history  of  its  own, 
commemorated  in  some  famous  novels  of  the 
time.  She  appeared  there  in  March,  1864,  and 
a  few  months  after  went  up  a  step  in  her  pro- 
fession by  her  engagement  at  the  Olympic. 
There  she  made  a  distinct  success,  but  it  was 
not  until  she  became  one  of  the  company  at  the 
Gaiety  Theatre  under  the  management  of  my  old 
friend  Mr.  John  Hollingshead  towards  the  close 
of  1868  that  she  attained  to  her  true  position  as 
one  of  the  foremost  living  actresses  in  her  own 
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style.  She  was  then  recognised  as  an  unsurpassed 
actress  in  burlesque,  and  she  maintained  that 
position  so  long  as  her  health  allowed  her  to  keep 
up  the  severe  physical  exertion  demanded  by  the 
performances  in  which  she  took  the  leading  part, 
and  was  almost  always  on  the  stage.  Burlesque 
of  this  order  was  then  somewhat  of  a  novelty  in 
London.  It  was  not  sheer  burlesque,  that  is  to 
say  broad  caricature  of  the  higher  drama,  but  had 
in  it  much  of  poetic  feeling  and  of  artistic  illustra- 
tion combined  with  light  comedy  and  extravagant 
humour.  It  never  degenerated  into  buffoonery, 
and  Nellie  Farren,  at  least,  was  always  able,  even 
in  her  broadest  comedy,  to  suggest  that  she 
herself  could  thoroughly  appreciate  the  higher 
sentiments  and  purposes  of  the  characters  and  the 
performances  which  she  satirised.  It  might,  in 
fact,  be  described  as  a  sort  of  overture  to  that 
order  of  high  class  comic  opera  which  was  made 
immortal  by  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan  and  W.  S. 
Gilbert.  Nellie  Farren  had  all  the  qualities 
needed  to  achieve  a  complete  success  in  the  style 
of  performance  then  new  to  the  London  stage. 
She  was  a  genuine  actress,  and  therefore  a  genuine 
artist ;  she  Had  grace  of  form  and  movement ;  she 
could  put  meaning  into  every  side  glance  and  into 
every  half-suppressed  tone  ;  she  was  always  comic, 
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but  in  her  uttermost  comedy  she  could  now  and 
then  touch  the  hearts  of  the  spectators  by  a  note 
of  tenderness  or  even  of  deep  emotion  which 
showed  that  in  her,  as  in  all  true  comedians,  the 
faculty  of  arousing  laughter  is  in  close  association 
with  the  qualities  appealing  to  the  higher  emotions. 
She  had  especially  the  gift  of  fascination,  and  she 
made  her  audiences  her  willing  captives. 

I  remember  an  amusing  little  poem  which 
appeared  in  one  of  the  comic  papers  during  her 
earlier  Gaiety  triumphs,  a  poem  professing  to  be 
the  work  of  a  devoted  admirer  who  for  obvious 
reasons  could  never  hope  to  be  her  suitor.  It 
is  necessary,  perhaps,  that  I  should  explain  to  my 
readers  at  the  present  day  that  there  was  a  pun 
concealed  in  this  word  "suitor"  which  gave  it  a 
personal  significance.  The  lady  whose  stage 
name  was  Nellie  Farren  was  in  reality  Mrs. 
Soutar,  and  the  somewhat  obvious  pun  explained 
the  regret  of  her  poetic  admirer  that  he  could  not 
be  hers  in  that  sense.  The  poet  got  over  all 
difficulties  as  to  the  nomenclature  of  his  heroine 
by  describing  her  as  "  Little  What's-her-Name. 
He  declared  in  one  of  his  closing  verses,  so  far  as 
I  can  recollect,  that  he  could  seek  no  higher 
honour  and  could  ask  no  higher  fame  than  a 
corner  in  the  memory  of  "  Little  What's-her- 
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Name."  I  feel  no  doubt  that  there  was  an 
immense  number  of  admiring  young  men  in 
London  and  throughout  the  provinces  at  the  time 
who  sympathised  to  the  full  with  the  expressions 
of  admiration  and  of  tender  regret  poured  forth  in 
this  lyrical  tribute.  The  best  days  of  her  success 
belonged  to  a  period  later  than  the  close  of  the 
Sixties,  but  the  opening  of  her  brilliant  theatrical 
career  must  always  be  associated  with  the  decade 
to  which  this  volume  is  devoted.  Most  of  my 
readers  will  remember  her  best  in  the  later  days 
of  her  stage  career,  when  she  was  the  especial 
attraction  of  the  crowds  who  filled  the  Gaiety 
Theatre  for  season  after  season,  and  delighted 
her  public  as  the  leading  actress  in  many  famous 
burlesques  from  "The  Forty  Thieves"  to  "  Ruy 
Bias." 

In  those  days  one  could  never  get  quite  outside 
the  range  of  Nellie  Farren,  even  if  it  were  possible 
to  imagine  anybody  desirous  to  do  so,  because 
her  praise  was  on  everybody's  lips,  she  was  the 
subject  of  talk  in  every  household,  her  portraits 
appeared  in  every  shop  window  where  portraits 
could  be  exhibited,  the  music  of  her  songs  echoed 
in  every  street  and  square,  and  ladies  who  had 
but  little  qualification  for  such  a  task  were 
constantly  trying  to  imitate  her  rendering  of  this 
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or  that  popular  ballad.  Nellie  Farren  had  the 
immense  advantage  that  she  appealed  to  every 
sort  of  audience.  Even  those  who  most  firmly 
asserted  their  claims  to  the  possession  of  the 
highest  culture  were  not  afraid  or  unwilling  to 
acknowledge  the  enjoyment  they  derived  from 
her  delightful  and  really  artistic  burlesque  per- 
formances. One  might  see  some  of  the  most 
eminent  figures  in  literary,  political,  and  scientific 
life  in  the  stalls  and  boxes  when  Nellie  Farren 
was  playing  one  of  her  most  successful  parts. 
We  all  know  that  there  have  been  clever  comic 
performers  and  singers,  men  and  women,  who 
could  only  command  unqualified  success  with 
what  might  be  described  as  music-hall  audiences 
and  who  win  a  fame  which  never  ascends  above 
the  level  of  such  audiences.  But  Nellie  Farren, 
even  in  her  most  popular  burlesques,  was  always 
able  to  attract  the  attention  and  compel  the 
admiration  of  a  cultivated  and  intellectual  order 
of  playgoers,  and  no  suggestion  of  vulgarity  or 
of  extravagant  burlesque  ever  marred  the  artistic 
charm  of  her  acting  and  singing  and  her  graceful 
movements  as  a  dancer.  Nellie  Farren  was 
compelled  to  withdraw  prematurely  from  the 
stage  by  a  severe  illness  which  made  quietude  a 
necessary  condition  to  the  prolongation  of  her 
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life.  Only  a  few  years  ago  her  theatrical  friends 
and  admirers,  who  comprised  indeed  the  whole 
dramatic  and  lyric  profession,  organised  a  benefit 
performance  on  her  behalf  which  proved  one  of 
the  most  splendid  exhibitions  of  combined  theatrical 
art  ever  set  before  a  London  public,  and  realised, 
an  amount  of  money  enough  to  secure  the  popular 
and  brilliant  actress  against  any  chances  of  poverty 
during  ill-health  and  the  descent  of  life  into  old 
age.  It  seems  almost  impossible  to  associate  the 
idea  of  old  age  with  a  figure  like  that  of  Nellie 
Farren,  which  showed  as  if  it  were  meant  to 
illustrate  the  living  possibility  of  perpetual  youth. 
Still  it  was  only  too  certain  that  although  the 
fascinating  actress  and  singer  might  be  able  to 
appear  now  and  again  at  intervals  before  an 
admiring  public,  her  career  of  continuous  acting 
had  run  its  course,  and  nothing  could  have 
been  more  to  the  honour  of  the  English  public 
and  of  the  dramatic  profession  than  the  practical 
recognition  which  these  in  combination  contrived 
to  make  of  the  claim  which  Nellie  Farren  had 
established  upon  their  sympathy  and  support. 
Such  a  recognition  did  honour  alike  to  those  who 
gave  and  to  her  who  received  it.  I  am  now 
passing  beyond  the  natural  limits  of  my  subject, 
but  I  am  sure  my  readers  will  readily  accept  my 
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excuse  for  having  thus  followed  the  career  of 
Nellie  Farren  down  to  a  period  which  leaves  the 
Sixties  far  behind.  My  own  recollections  of  her 
are  naturally  associated  most  with  that  period  of 
her  early  triumphs  when  she  came  upon  London 
as  an  astonishing  and  fascinating  novelty,  even 
in  those  days  of  varied  and  original  dramatic 
successes. 
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CHAPTER   XXV 

SOME    QUEENS    OF    SOCIETY 

THE  collection  of  photographs  to  which  this 
book  is  dedicated  contains  some  which  remind 
me  that  I  ought  to  give  a  chapter  to  three  at  least 
of  the  queens  of  society  who  reigned  and  held  their 
courts  during  the  Sixties.  I  am  now  concerned 
especially  with  the  women  who  made  their  reception- 
rooms  a  rallying-place  for  politicians,  risen  and 
rising,  who  belonged  to  one  or  other  of  the  great 
political  parties  or  had  as  yet  not  quite  decided 
under  which  flag  they  were  to  rally.  At  all  times 
in  the  social  history  of  every  civilized  country  there 
have  been  queens  of  society  who  were  thus  able  to 
render  direct  and  substantial  service  to  the  political 
cause  they  had  at  heart  by  making  their  houses  a 
meeting  ground  for  the  leaders  of  their  own  party 
and  for  men  whom  a  mere  admission  to  the  sacred 
social  circle  might  prevail  upon  to  lend  a  willing  ear 

to  the  claims  of  that  party.      In  England  the  Sixties 
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were  especially  favourable  to  the  purposes  of  ladies 
who  desired  to  win  by  their  courtesy  and  hospitality 
new  adherents  to  the  Government  or  the  Opposition 
as  the  case  might  be.  That  was  a  time  when  men 
saw  a  remarkable  breaking  up  and  remoulding  of 
the  old  traditional  political  groups.  Great  reforms 
in  the  franchise,  in  the  construction  of  constituencies, 
and  in  the  qualifications  for  a  seat  in  Parliament, 
were  expected,  or  had  actually  taken  place,  and  a 
new  political  world  was  forming  itself  throughout 
the  British  islands.  The  old  divisions  of  parties 
were  becoming  less  and  less  recognisable  ;  the  old 
names  and  catch -words  were  falling  into  disuse,  and 
nothing  in  the  past  could  make  it  certain  whether 
the  new  men  coming  up  into  activity  might  attach 
themselves  to  the  Government  or  to  the  Opposition. 
Under  these  conditions  the  influence  of  a  leading 
woman  in  society  might  be  of  much  importance  in 
winning  new  adherents,  to  either  side  of  some  great 
new  political  controversy.  A  writer  in  an  influen- 
tial American  magazine  described  this  period  of 
England's  public  life  as  marked  by  a  sudden  and 
wide  increase  of  that  influence  which  he  described 
n  the  title  of  his  article  as  "  The  Petticoat  in 
English  Politics."  I  do  not  venture  to  say  whether 
that  petticoat  influence  was  really  much  greater 
during  the  Sixties  than  at  earlier  or  later  periods  in 
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the  history  of  English  public  life,  but  for  the  reasons 
I  have  just  given  that  influence  had  in  those  days 
especial  chances  of  exercising  its  power  and  of 
making  itself  conspicuous.  The  most  influential  and 
distinguished  among  these  queens  of  society  in 
the  Sixties  was  Lady  Palmerston,  the  wife  of  the 
statesman  who  held  for  so  many  years  the  most 
commanding  administrative  position  in  England's 
political  affairs.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  Lady 
Palmerston's  reign  as  a  queen  of  society  came  to  a 
close  with  the  earlier  Sixties,  for  her  husband  died 
in  the  October  of  1865.  Lady  Palmerston  undoubt- 
edly gave  invaluable  assistance  to  her  husband 
during  the  most  important  passages  of  his  career  as 
a  statesman. 

Palmerston  was  a  man  of  the  most  attractive 
manners  who  could  make  himself  agreeable  to 
everybody  by  his  qourteous  ways,  his  facility  for 
always  saying  the  most  suitable  thing  at  the  most 
convenient  time  to  the  person  whom  he  especially 
wished  to  influence.  He  had  also  a  great  kindliness 
of  disposition  and  a  gift  of  sympathy  which  enabled 
him  to  bring  himself  into  genial  relations  with  all 
who  came  under  his  notice  and  on  whom  a  winning 
word  or  two  would  not  be  thrown  away.  Lady 
Palmerston  played  her  part  as  his  companion  and 
helpmate  with  consummate  tact  and  with  happy 
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effect.  Her  receptions  were  always  thronged  with 
eminent  men  and  women  from  all  countries,  and  she 
took  care  to  be  on-  terms  of  friendliness  with  foreign 
Ambassadors  and  Envoys  and  with  the  ladies  of 
their  families.  She  had  an  especial  gift  of  putting 
foreigners  and  strangers  of  every  kind  at  their  ease, 
and  she  opened  her  rooms  freely  to  all  who  had  any 
claims  upon  her  hospitality.  She  did  not  confine 
her  welcome  merely  to  the  eminent  and  influential 
visitors  who  might  naturally  be  supposed  to  have 
some  right  to  the  attention  of  the  Prime  Minister's 
wife,  but  she  had  a  quick  eye  for  distinguishing 
young  men  of  capacity  and  promise  in  their  own 
spheres  who  might  not  in  the  usual  course  of  things 
come  within  the  range  of  her  courteous  dominion. 
Some  newly  elected  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons  might  come  to  London  a  complete 
stranger  to  the  great  world  of  society,  and  a  word  or 
two  of  recommendation  from  one  of  her  friends 
would  be  enough  to  secure  a  ready  invitation  to  her 
home  for  this  yet  unrecognised  stranger.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  this  newly  elected  member  of 
Parliament  found  himself  touched  and  delighted  by 
the  honour  thus  unexpectedly  conferred  on  him,  and 
Lady  Palmerston  had  always  the  wit  to  discern  the 
best  manner  of  gaining  his  confidence  and  gratitude. 
In  the  political  conditions  then  prevailing  it  is  easy 
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to  see  that  many  a  supporter  could  thus  be  gained 
for  Lord  Palmerston  and  his  policy  who  otherwise 
might  have  wandered  into  some  different  camp. 
Palmerston  was  not  what  we  should  now  call  an 
advanced  Liberal,  though  there  were  some  questions 
on  which  he  wholly  agreed  with  Liberals  in  general. 
On  the  other  hand  there  were  many  subjects  on 
which  he  showed  a  distinct  leaning  towards  the 
views  of  the  moderate  Conservatives.  At  a  former 
day  the  distinction  between  Whig  and  Tory  had 
been  too  marked  to  allow  of  much  opportunity  for 
neutrality  and  the  changes  had  not  taken  place  in 
the  construction  of  constituencies  which  gave  to  any 
but  a  decided  partisan  of  one  side  or  the  other  a 
chance  of  obtaining  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
The  later  years  of  Palmerston's  political  life  were 
therefore  exactly  the  time  when  a  capable  and 
ready-witted  wife  could  render  immense  service  to 
her  husband  by  her  readiness  to  form  new  acquaint- 
ances and  to  win  the  friendly  allegiance  of  those 
for  whom  public  life  had  not  yet  determined  their 
sphere  of  action.  She  never  fell  into  the  mistake 
which  a  less  clever  woman  might  have  made  of 
allowing  her  invitations  to  be  indiscriminate  and 
seeking  for  mere  popularity  by  welcoming  everybody 
who  happened  to  bring  himself  or  to  be  brought 
under  her  notice.  It  was  always  a  distinction  to  be 
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invited  to  Lady  Palmerston's  house,  and  to  be  seen 
there  was  enough  to  secure  for  a  rising  man  the 
consideration  of  those  around  him.  She  thoroughly 
understood  that  if  you  want  to  conciliate  a  man  you 
must  pay  attention  to  his  wife  and  daughters,  and 
also  the  importance  of  securing  the  gratitude  of 
women  as  well  as  of  men.  Many  anecdotes  were 
told  at  the  time  of  how  Lady  Palmerston  had  thus 
been  successful  in  securing  the  allegiance  of  some 
previously  unknown  politician  to  the  cause  which 
her  husband  had  most  immediately  in  view.  Such 
a  man  would  naturally  feel  a  thrill  of  delight  when 
he  saw  it  recorded  in  the  newspapers  of  his  locality 
that  he  and  his  wife  had  been  present  at  one  of 
Lady  Palmerston's  receptions  and  that  the  wife  of 
the  great  Prime  Minister  had  treated  them  with 
marked  attention.  The  next  division  in  the  House 
of  Commons  on  some  question  of  temporary  interest 
might  prove  in  the  most  practical  manner  the 
immediate  effect  of  her  hospitality  and  her  kindness. 
The  enduring  success  of  an  administration  does 
not  depend  altogether  on  the  votes  called  forth  by 
some  great  national  question  in  which  a  man's  course 
of  action  must  be  decided  by  mere  party  principles. 
There  are  many  occasions  in  the  House  of  Commons 
when  the  success  of  a  Government  may  greatly 
depend  on  votes  in  the  division  lobby  which  are  not 
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decided  by  the  accepted  creed  of  Liberal  or  Con- 
servative, and  on  all  such  occasions  the  influence  of 
Lady  Palmerston  showed  its  practical  effect  in 
securing  for  her  husband  a  commanding  majority. 
I  am  very  far  from  wishing  to  describe  Lady 
Palmerston's  receptions  as  given  up  altogether  to 
the  welcome  of  politicians  and  the  promotion  of 
political  objects.  Lady  Palmerston's  interests  and 
tastes  were  of  wide  and  varied  range,  and  she  was 
always  glad  to  receive  in  her  rooms  any  distin- 
guished representative  of  letters  art  or  science,  any 
successful  explorer,  or  any  philanthropist  who  had 
done  honour  to  his  name  by  some  charitable  work. 
But  it  is  quite  certain  that  Lady  Palmerston  as  a 
queen  of  society  made  it  her  object  to  rule  over  a 
political  world.  The  queens  of  society  may 
generally  be  divided  for  the  purposes  of  description 
into  three  orders.  There  are  those  who  direct  their 
influence  especially,  as  Lady  Palmerston  did,  to  the 
promotion  of  political  interests  through  personal  and 
private  influence.  There  are  others  who  go  in 
mainly  for  the  picturesque,  the  attractive,  and  the 
brilliant,  and  who  desire  to  gather  within  their 
sphere  witty,  fashionable,  celebrated,  and  clever 
men  and  graceful  and  beautiful  women,  and  to 
make  their  coterie  a  living  illustration,  after  modern 
fashion,  of  the  House  Beautiful.  Then  there  is  a 
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third  set  of  fair  rulers  who  only  care  for  notoriety, 
and  with  whom  the  mere  fact  that  a  man  or 
woman  has  been  much  talked  about  in  the 
newspapers  is  a  passport  of  admission.  Lady 
Palmerston  belonged  unquestionably  to  the  first 
of  these  orders,  and  although  she  loved  to  receive 
celebrities  of  every  kind,  she  did  not  care  about 
mere  notorieties,  and  unless  the  notoriety  gave 
some  promise  that  he  might  under  proper  guidance 
become  useful  in  the  political  sense,  he  would  not 
have  had  much  chance  of  an  invitation  to  one  of  her 
receptions. 

Another  queen  of  society  in  the  Sixties  was 
Frances  Countess  Waldegrave,  the  wife  of 
Chichester  Fortescue,  who  was  Under  Secretary 
of  State  for  the  Colonies  in  two  of  Lord 
Palmerston's  administrations.  He  was  appointed 
Chief  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland 
in  1865,  and  held  the  same  office  under  Mr. 
Gladstone  three  years  later,  being  then  made  a 
member  of  the  Cabinet,  a  position  which  is  not 
always  occupied  by  the  Chief  Secretary  for 
Ireland.  Chichester  Fortescue,  who  held  other 
administrative  offices  at  a  later  date,  was  a  man 
of  considerable  ability,  and  was  regarded  with 
much  respect  by  the  House  of  Commons.  He 
was  an  aristocrat  by  birth  and  represented  an 
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Irish  county  in  the  Liberal  interest  for  many 
years.  At  that  time  there  was  something  remark- 1 
able  in  the  very  fact  that  an  English  Liberal 
should  be  chosen  to  represent,  an  Irish  county 
when  the  influence  of  the  landlord  class  in  Irish 
county  constituencies  was  generally  all-powerful 
and  was  not  likely  to  be  given  to  the  support  of 
a  candidate  who  advocated  Liberal  opinions.  To 
a  large  section  of  Londoners — that  section  with 
which  an  admission  into  society  is  the  darling 
object  of  life — Chichester  Fortescue  was  better 
known  as  the  husband  of  Lady  Waldegrave  than 
for  his  own  personal  or  political  recommendations. 
Lady  Waldegrave  made  her  receptions  an  institu- 
tion of  the  West  End.  An  invitation  to  one  of 
them  was  held  to  be  in  itself  a  recognition  of 
social  distinction.  Lady  Waldegrave,  however, 
did  not  go  in  especially  for  playing  the  game  of 
politics,  but  loved  to  see  herself  surrounded  by 
men  and  women  who  had  acquired  celebrity  in 
any  field.  I  have  again  and  again  heard  some  one 
recommended  to  favourable  notice  by  the  mere 
assurance  that  "  I  meet  him  often  at  Lady  Wal- 
degrave's  parties."  I  remember  being  greatly 
amused  by  the  reasons  which  the  editor  of  an 
English  provincial  journal  gave  me  for  the 
satisfaction  he  felt  on  being  invited  to  Lady 
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Waldegrave's  house.  My  friend  was  a  man  of 
great  ability  and  many  accomplishments  who 
afterwards  obtained  a  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons  and  won  distinction  there  during  his 
short  parliamentary  career.  At  the  time  of  this 
conversation  he  had  not  yet  stood  for  Parliament, 
and  seemed  to  me  not  in  the  least  likely  to  be 
ambitious  of  a  place  in  society;  I  was  therefore 
a  little  surprised  when  I  saw  his  name  mentioned 
as  one  of  Lady  Waldegrave's  guests.  I  expressed 
my  surprise  frankly  and  he  gave  me  as  frankly 
the  reason  why  he  had  felt  gratified  by  the 
invitation  and  delighted  to  accept  it.  Now  what 

\  does  the  reader  suppose  was  his  one  motive  in 
allowing  himself  to  be  drawn  from  his  professional 
retirement  into  the  glittering  world  of  West  End 
society?  It  was  not  because  it  pleased  himself 
or  pleased  his  wife,  but  simply  and  solely  because 
he  thought  it  would  annoy  the  editor  of  the 

•rival  journal  in  the  provincial  city  where  he  lived. 
I  had  had  enough  journalistic  experience  to 
understand  how  an  editor's  interest  in  the  news- 
paper he  conducted  might  induce  him  to  welcome 
an  invitation  which  would  show  the  rival  editor 
that  he  was  the  representative  of  a  journal 
entitled  to  this  recognition  of  superior  political 
influence. 
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At  Lady  Waldegrave's  parties  it  could  be 
taken  for  granted  that  nobody  was  to  be  met 
who  had  not  some  claim  to  distinction  if  not  to 
actual  celebrity,  and  a  modest  man  who  was  only 
beginning  to  make  his  way  might  well  have  felt 
almost  bewildered  by  the  number  of  real  celebrities 
by  whom  he  was  surrounded  at  one  of  these 
delightful  receptions.  Lady  Waldegrave  was  a 
charming  hostess,  and  made  all  her  guests  feel 
happy  by  her  genial  mariner  and  the  unaffected 
sincerity  of  her  welcome.  There  was  a  larger 
infusion  of  the  literary,  scientific,  and  artistic 
elements  at  her  house  than  was  usually  to  be 
found  at  Lady  Palmerston's,  and  there  was  no 
suggestion,  so  far  as  I  have  ever  heard,  that  one 
was  invited  there  merely  because  it  was  hoped 
that  he  might  be  able  to  acknowledge  his  invita- 
tion by  any  service  to  be  rendered  to  this  or 
that  side  in  a  parliamentary  division.  Every  one 
who  was  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  admission 
to  those  social  gatherings  had  the  same  opinion 
as  to  their  delightful  character,  as  to  the  interest 
which  the  hostess  took  in  the  happiness  of  her 
guests,  and  as  to  the  opportunities  which  these 
receptions  gave  of  mingling  freely  with  men  and 
women  whom  it  was  a  pleasure  to  meet. 

The   next   portrait    I    have  to   introduce   is  that 
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of   Mrs.  George  Cavendish    Bentinck,   whose  rule 
as  a  queen  of  society  began  during  the  course  of 
-the  Sixties,  but  extended  to  a  period  well  within 
the  recollection  of  readers  whose  memories  do  not 
go  so  far  back  as  the  years  to  which  this  volume 
is    dedicated.     She  was    the    wife  of  a   man    who 
held    at     one     time     a    considerable     position    in 
parliamentary  and  public  life,  but  she  did  not  go 
in    merely   for   political    society  in    the    home    to 
•J  which    so    many  guests  were  made  welcome  each 
London  season.     She  kept  open  house  for  society 
in   general,   but  she   was    anxious    to    bring    under 
her   roof  all    who    were   celebrities  in    letters   and 
arts,    in    science   and    politics,    in  fashion    and    in 
sporting  life  as  well.     Her  luncheon  parties  used 
*to  be  one  of  the  institutions  of  the  London  season. 
George    Cavendish    Bentinck,    her    husband,    held 
office,   if   I    remember    rightly,   in  more   than   one 
administration.     He  is  not  to  be  confounded  with 
the  other   Bentinck  who  was  familiarly  known  to 
the  House  of  Commons  as '"  Big  Ben,"  and  with 
whom   I  was  often  brought  into  association  during 
the     earlier     days     of     my      parliamentary      life. 
Cavendish     Bentinck     did     not     make     quite     so 
remarkable     and     so     peculiar    a     figure     in     the 
House  of  Commons  as  "  Big  Ben,"  who  in  those 
days    might  well   have    been   regarded   as    one    of 
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the  curiosities  of  parliamentary  life.  .  "  Big  Ben  " 
was  a  stout  Tory  in  politics,  but  he  went  in  now 
and  then  for  independence  of  action,  and  occa- 
sionally displayed  his  independence  with  an  aggres- 
sive ostentation.  At  one  period  of  his  career  he 
seemed  to  make  himself  a  foreshadowing  of  the 
Fourth  Party,  although  when  he  did  thus  assert  his 
right  to  freedom  of  action  his  party  consisted  of 
himself  alone.  During  the  Sixties  he  once  made 
a  vehement  attack  on  the  policy  and  the  action 
of  his  titular  leader,  Disraeli,  and  the  jest  went 
round  at  the  time  that  his  intention  was  to  set 
himself  up  as  a  rival  candidate  for  the  leadership  of 
the  Tory  party.  A  satirical  poem  on  the  subject 
appeared  in  one  of  the  London  daily  papers  and 
created  a  good  deal  of  amusement,  rather  perhaps 
because  of  the  prompt  timeliness  of  its  satire  than 
because  of  its  claim  to  poetic  humour.  It  was 
called  "  The  Panther  and  the  Hippopotamus," 
and  it  professed  to  describe  a  quarrel  among  the 
animals  in  the  Zoological  Gardens  whose  leader- 
ship by  the  brilliant  panther  was  disputed  by  the 
ponderous  hippopotamus.  I  need  hardly  tell  my 
readers  which  of  these  two  animals  was  supposed 
to  represent  Disraeli  and  which  "  Big  Ben." 

George     Cavendish     Bentinck,    the    husband    of 
the  lady   whose  portrait  appears  here,   was  a  less 
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self-assertive  and  eccentric  personage,  and  he 
followed  his  parliamentary  career  without  occupy- 
ing, to  any  extent,  the  attention  of  the  outer 
world.  Mrs.  Cavendish  Bentinck  made  her  fame 
as  a  leader  of  society,  and  I  believe  that  those 
who  were  frequent  guests  in  her  hospitable  house 

:  were  sure  to  meet  there  almost  every  one  who 
had  won  distinction  or  seemed  likely  to  win 
distinction  in  any  field  of  success,  including  the 
field  of  fashion.  There  is  always  in  London  some 
queen  of  society  endowed  with  the  same  natural 
and  pardonable  ambition  to  make  her  home  the 

^meeting-place  of  celebrities.  I  think  Mrs. 
Cavendish  Bentinck  was  the  first  who  within 
my  own  recollections  of  London  life  began  to  win 
such  a  position.  She  accomplished  her  task  with 
unquestionable  success,  and  is  entitled  to  a  place 

;  among  these  portraits  from  the  Sixties.  I  have 
met  with  many  distinguished  foreigners  whose 
first  introduction  to  the  social  life  of  the  West 
End  was  made  in  the  house  of  Mrs.  Cavendish 
Bentinck.  Her  name  will  be  long  and  grate- 

I  fully  remembered  by  many  men  and  women  from 
all  parts  of  Europe  and  the  United  States. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

LAST    WORDS 

I  HAVE  now  gone  through  the  collection  of 
photographs  which  it  was  my  purpose  to  intro- 
duce to  my  readers  in  this  book.  In, my  opening 
chapter  I  explained  that,  while  these  portraits  are 
all  taken  from  the  Sixties  and  are  characteristic  of 
the  epoch  to  which  they  belong,  they  do  not  profess 
to  be  anything  like  a  complete  gallery  of  pictures  of 
the  eminent  men  and  women  who  were  conspicuous 
figures  of  English  life  throughout  those  years.  I 
have  described  them  as  one  might  describe  some 
portrait  gallery  of  the  present  day  in  which  it 
happened  that  many  remarkable  portraits  were  not 
included,  as  one  might  describe  the  contents  of  the 
annual  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy  without 
professing  thereby  to  give  a  complete  illustration  of 
British  art  for  that  season.  In  this  volume  every 
portrait  is  characteristic  of  the  time  which  the 
volume  surveys,  and  when  I  have  gone  through  the 
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collection  my  work  of  description  is  completed. 
There  is  not  a  single  picture  in  the  gallery  which 
does  not  in  itself  help  to  bring  back  to  the  public 
mind  a  distinct  recollection  of  men  and  women  who 
made  the  Sixties  an  important  and  peculiar  period 
in  modern  English  history.  In  politics,  letters, 
arts,  science,  and  social  life  the  Sixties  have  a 
history  of  their  own,  and  none  of  the  figures  I 
have  set  forth  in  these  pages  is  without  its  appro- 
priateness and  importance  in  the  revival  of  those 
memories.  The  Sixties  constitute  an  epoch  of 
great  change  in  almost  every  department  of  Eng- 
land's public  and  social  life,  and  many  of  the 
changes  which  are  still  only  in  process  of  develop- 
ment owed  their  beginning  to  some  of  the  men 
and  women  whose  portraits  I  offer  to  the  public, 
around  which  I  have  intertwined  recollections  of 
my  own.-  It  is  no  feeling  of  idle  curiosity  which 
prompts  us  all  to  take  an  interest  in  the  accounts, 
given  of  a  past  time  by  one  who  can  say  that  he 
has  seen  and  known  the  men  and  women  whom  he 
is  describing,  and  that  he  does  not  derive  his  im- 
pressions merely  from  the  study  of  contemporary 
pictures  or  from  the  reading  of  contemporary  books. 
That  was  the  feeling  with  which  I  undertook  the 
writing  of  this  volume.  I  have  carried  out  the 
work  to  the  best  of  my  ability  with  the  hope 
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that  it  might  do  something  to  bring  my  readers 
into  closer  association  with  the  life  of  those 
memorable  years. 

The  Sixties  were  memorable  years  in  every 
sense.  They  saw  the  opening  and  they  saw  the 
close  of  many  a  great  career.  Two  of  the  greatest 
English  novel-writers  of  all  time,  Dickens  and 
Thackeray,  died  within  that  period,  Thackeray 
during  its  earlier  part  and  Dickens  just  before  its 
close.  With  these  deaths  there  would  appear  to 
have  come  to  an  end  two  great  schools  of  British 
fiction.  There  have  indeed  been,  and  are  still, 
many  pupils  of  either  school  working  in  the  same 
field,  but  no  new  master  has  since  arisen  or  seems 
likely  to  arise.  The  influence  of  Carlyle,  of 
Tennyson,  and  of  some  other  writers  of  the  highest 
order,  reached  its  zenith  during  the  Sixties,  and 
although  these  men  lived  and  worked  on  to  a  much 
later  day,  yet  they  could  not  well  have  added  any- 
thing to  the  fame  they  had  already  won.  The 
career  of  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne,  and  the 
career,  as  a  poet,  of  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  began 
in  the  Sixties,  and  will  always  be  associated  with 
that  period.  Some  of  the  greatest  names  belong- 
ing to  the  dramatic  and  lyric  stage  were  made 
known  to  the  world  during  the  same  years.  In 
politics  the  Sixties  made  a  deep  and  lasting  mark. 
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Some  of  the  most  important  changes  in  our  poli- 
tical constitution  were  accomplished  during  those 
years,  and  the  parliamentary  history  of  these 
islands  may  be  said  to  have  begun  a  new  era  within 
that  momentous  period.  The  Sixties  also  saw  the 
sudden  uprising  of  Prussia  to  its  position  among 
the  greatest  European  powers  ;  saw  the  first  evi- 
dences of  the  approaching  fall  of  Louis  Napoleon's 
Empire  in  France  ;  saw  the  settlement  of  the  great 
controversy  which  had  so  long  divided  the  Northern 
and  Southern  States  of  America.  The  work  of 
Darwin  and  of  Huxley  took  its  first  recognised 
form  during  the  earlier  part  of  that  richly  produc- 
tive era.  I  only  glance  at  these  facts  with  the 
object  of  reminding  the  reader  that  the  Sixties 
have  a  history  entirely  their  own,  and  may  claim 
to  be  ranked  as  a  distinctive  epoch.  I  question 
whether  any  equal  space  of  time  in  England's 
history  produced  a  larger  amount  of  original  matter. 
Every  portrait,  therefore,  which  illustrates  any 
phase  of  that  period  must  have  its  abiding  interest 
for  the  readers  of  succeeding  generations.  It  is 
with  me  a  delightful  memory  to  have  seen  so  many 
of  the  great  figures  of  those  days,  and  to  have  seen 
so  many  other  figures  which,  although  not  as  great, 
were  yet  conspicuous  in  the  same  epoch,  and  in 
their  way  characteristic  of  it.  Perhaps  I  could  not 
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more  fittingly  enshrine  those  closing  and  opening 
eras  than  by  mentioning  the  facts  that  on  the  gth  of 
January,  1860,  Lord  Macaulay  was  buried  with 
honour  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  that  on  the  ist 
of  January,  1870,  the  Emperor  Louis  Napoleon 
declared  at  the  annual  reception  of  the  Diplomatic 
Body  in  the  Tuilleries  that  the  year  1870  was 
destined  to  consolidate  the  general  agreement 
between  his  Government  and  the  foreign  powers, 
and  thus  tend  to  the  increase  of  concord,  peace, 
and  civilisation.  I  need  not  add  that  the  year  1870 
saw  one  of  the  greatest  Continental  wars  known  to 
modern  European  history,  the  fall  of  Louis  Napo- 
leon's Empire  and  the  rise  of  the  third  French 
Republic.  These  events  may  serve  as  historical 
landmarks  for  the  opening  and  the  closing  of  the 
Sixties,  and  may  illustrate  the  importance  of  the 
historical  period  they  enclosed.  With  this  brief 
retrospect  I  think  my  collection  of  Portraits  from 
the  Sixties  may  now  be  thrown  open  to  the  public. 
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Edward  Gibbon  Wakefield,  Zachary  Macaulay,  &c»  &c. 

The  Series  has  taken  for  its  motto  the  Miltonic  prayer  :— 

"  ?gou  JB0o  of  €9?  free  grace  &ft>«f  Bm'ffc  up  f0tt  griff  annfci 
gmptre  fo  a   gfortouB  and  enBtafife  0et20f0+  SJtf0  off  ger 
3afano«  afiouf  0er*  fifag  u«  in  ffr*  feftciftV* 


i.  SIR  WALTER  RALEGH.    By  MARTIN  A.  S.  HUME,  Author 

of  "  The  Courtships  of  Queen  Elizabeth,"  &c. 

J.  5IR  THOMAS  MAITLAND;  the  Mastery  of  the  Mediterranean. 
By  WALTER  FREWEN  LORD. 

\.  JOHN    CABOT    AND    HIS    SONS;    the  Discovery  of   North 
America.    By  C.  RAYMOND  BEAZLBY,  M.A. 

*.  EDWARD  GIBBON  WAKEFIELD;  the  Colonisation  of  South 
Australia  and  New  Zealand.     By  R.  GARNETT,  C.B.,  L.L.D. 

5.  LORD  CLIVE;   the  Foundation  of  British  Rule  in  India.     By  Sir 

A.  J.  ARBUTHNOT,  K.C.S.I.,  C.I.E. 
RAJAH    BROOKE;    the  Englishman  as  Ruler  of   an  Eastern 

State.    By  Sir  SPENSER  ST.  JOHN,  G.C.M.G 

ADMIRAL  PHILIP;   the  Founding  of  New  South  Wales.    By 
Louis  BECKE  and  WALTER  JEFFEKY. 

5IR  STAMFORD  RAFFLES;  England  in  the  Far  East.    By 
the  Editor. 
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WORKS   BY   PROF.   PASQTJALE   VILLARI 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  GIRO- 
LAMO  SAVONAROLA 

Translated  by  LINDA  VILLARI 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition  in  one  volume.     Fully  Illustrated. 
Cloth,  large  crown,  7 


"  No  more  interesting  book  has  been  issued  during  the  present  season." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  The  most  interesting  religious  biography  that  we  know  of  in  modern  times." 

Spectator. 

"  A  book  which  is  not  likely  to  be  forgotten."  —  Athenceum. 

"  By  far  the  best  book  on  Savonarola  available  for  English  readers.  "—Standard. 

"  Is  perhaps  the  book  of  the  publishing  season."  —  Star. 

"  Sincere,  complete,  and,  upon  the  whole,  well-balanced  and  candid." 

Yorkshire  Post. 

"  A  work  of  very  great  value."  —  Scotsman. 

"  No  more  graphic  view  of  the  ecclesiastical  and  social  life  of  ancient  Italy  has 
been  opened  up  for  us  than  this  of  Linda  Villari."  —  Morning  Leader. 

"  As  complete  and  trustworthy  as  care,  judgment,  and  the  fullest  investigation 
can  make  it."  —  Dundee  Advertiser. 

"  A  credit  to  the  publisher."  —  Independent 


THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF 
NICCOL6  MACHIAVELLI 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,     fully  Illustrated.      Large  crown  &vo, 
cloth,  7s.  6d. 

"  Indispensable  to  the  serious  student  of  Machiavelli,  his  teaching  and  his  times." 

Times. 

"The  fullest  and  most  authoritative  history  of  Machiavelli  and  his  times  ever  given 
to  the  British  public." — Glasgow  Herald. 

"  May  be  regarded  as  an  authority  on  the  times  of  which  it  treats.  .  .  .  The  book 
is  enriched  with  rare  and  interesting  illustrations,  and  with  some  valuable  historical 
documents." — Daily  Telegraph. 


BY    FRANK    HORRIDGE 

LIVES  OF  GREAT  ITALIANS 

Illustrated.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6dL. 

Opinions  of  the  Press. 

"  A  poetical,  romantic,  and  charmingly  written  book,  which  will  be  popular  with 
all  who  love  their  Italy."— DOUGLAS  SLADEN  in  Literary  World. 
"  Able,  eloquent,  and  interesting." — Queen. 

ii,    Paternoster   Buildings,   London,   E.G.  gg 
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IN    OCTOBER   APPEARED    THE    FIRST   NUMBER 

OF 

Cbc  inaependetit  Rcoicux 

THIS  new  monthly  organ  will  be  strenuously  devoted  to  the  cause  of  progress 
in  Religion,  Politics,  Social  Reform,  Literature,  Art  and  Physical  Science. 

Founded  by  public  subscription,  it  will  be  thoroughly  independent  of  Official 
and   Commercial   Control.     At  the  same  time  it  will  co-operate  heartily  with 
^existing  progressive  organisations,  and  endeavour  to  focus  public  opinion  on 
questions  of  practical  reform. 

EDITOR. 

EDWARD     JENKS,    M.A.     (Author  of  "A   Short  History  of   Politics,"  "  La.v 
and  Politics  in  the  Middle  Ages,"  and  other  Works.} 

EDITORIAL    COUNCIL. 

GOLDSWORTHY  LAWES  DICKINSON,  M.A.  (Author  of  "  Letters  of  John  China- 
man," "  The  Meaning  of  Good,"  etc.] 

FRANCIS  W.  HIRST,  M.A.  (Editor  and  Translator  of  Redlich's  "English  Local  Government.") 
CHARLES  F.  G.  MASTERMAN,  M.A.  (Secretary  of  the  Children's  Country  Holidays 

Fund ;  part  Author  of  "  The  Heart  of  the  Empire.") 
rEORGE   M.    TREVELYAN,    M.A     (Member    of   the    Council   of  the  Working  Men's 

College  ;  Author  of  "  England  in  the  Age  of  W\cliffe.") 
f.  WEDD,  M.A.   (Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge.) 

The  project  has  received  the  express  and  cordial  approval  of  the  following 
mblic  men,  many  of  whom  (as  well  as  other  distinguished  authorities)  have  pro- 
nised  to  contribute  to  the  pages  of  the  Review. 

Right  Hon.  The  EARL  OF  ABERDEEN  ;  Right  Hon.  A.  H.  D.  ACLAND  ;  Sir  ROBERT 
5.  BALL,  F.R.S. ;  Rev.  Canon  BARNETT  ;  AUGUSTINE  BIRRELL,  K.C.  ;  Hon.  EDWARD 
3LAKE,  KC.,  M.P. ;  Right  Hon.  JAMES  BRYCE,  M.P.  ;  JOHN  BURNS,  M.P.  ;  EDWARD 

CAIRD,  D.C.L.  ;  Right  Hon.  LEONARD  COURTNEY;  W.  H.  DICKINSON;  OWEN  M. 
IDWARDS  ;  Rev.  A.  M.  FAIRBAIRN,  D.D. ;  Lord  EDMOND  FITZMAURICE,  M  P.  ;  Right 

Hon.  Sir  EDWARD  FRY;  Sir  EDWARD  GREY.  Bart.,  M.P. ;  Rev.  R.  F.  HORTON,  D.D. ; 
NRY  JACKSON,  Litt.D.  ;  Very  Rev.  G.  W.  KITCHIN,  D.D.  ;  F.  W.  MAITLAND  ; 

Sir  WILLIAM  MARKBY,  K.C. I.E. ;   GEORGE  MEREDITH  ;    G.   GILBERT  MURRAY,  LL.D.: 

Sir  FREDERICK  POLLOCK,  Bart.;  Rev.  HASTINGS  RASHDALL,  Litt  D.;  Hon.  W.  PEMBER 

RKEVES  ;  Sir  ROBERT  REID,  K.C.,  M.P.,  G.C.M.G.  ;  JOHN  RHYS.  Litt.D.  ;  Sir  W.  B. 
RICHMOND,  R.A.  ;  JOSEPH  ROWNTREE  ;  ARTHUR  SIDGWICK,  Litt.D.  ;  Right  Hon.  EARL 

SPENCER,  K.G. ;  Hon.  LYULPH  STANLEY  ;  A.  W.  VERRALL,  Litt.D. ;  GRAHAM  WALLAS  ; 
ROBERT  SPENCE  WATSON,  LL.D.  ;  Right  Hon.  LORD  WELBY,  G.C.B. ;  Very  Rev.  E. 

C.  WICKHAM,  D.D.  ;  WILLIAM  BUTLER  YEATS. 

The  Review  is  produced  in  handsome  type  and  paper,  and  with  a  Special  Covsf  Design 
by  ROGER  FRY,  and  the  Price  is  HALF=A=CROWN  Net. 
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Storp  of  tbe  IHations  Series.       subscription  Edition. 

A  set  of  56  volumes,  newly  printed  on  specially  prepared  paper, 
and  containing  2,000  full-page  and  other  illustrations.  Now  offered  | 
cloth  bound  for  a  preliminary  payment  of  8s.,  and  16  subsequent 
monthly  payments  of  los.  each,  or  a  cash  payment  of  ^8  ;  or  bound 
in  half  morocco,  for  a  preliminary  payment  of  155.  and  15  further 
payments  of  2os.  each,  or  a  cash  payment  of  £15.  Delivered  free 
in  the  London  Postal  district. 
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LADY    DIANA    BEAUCLERK:     Her  Life  and  Work. 

By  Mrs.  STEUART  ERSKINE.  Illustrated  with  Coloured  plates,  lithographs, 
and  many  reproductions  in  half -tone.     Royal  q.to,  £^  135.  6d.  net. 
Also  a  fine  Edition. 

Lady  Diana  Beauclerk,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  was  the  elder  daughter  of 
Charles,  second  Duke  of  Marlborough.  She  moved  in  the  brilliant  Society  of  the 
day,  and  married  Frederick,  Lord  Bolingbroke  and  secondly  Topham  Beauclerk, 
the  celebrated  wit.  It  was  after  her  second  marriage  that  most  of  her  work  was 
done,  although  she  had  been  devoted  to  art  all  her  life  and  her  pencil  was  seldom 
idle.  She  was  in  constant  intercourse  with  Dr.  Johnson,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
Burke,  C.  J.  Fox,  Gibbon,  Goldsmith — in  short,  with  the  cream  of  the  literary 
society  of  the  day  ;  and  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  as  well  as  Horace  Walpole  and  many 
others,  bore  testimony  to  her  talent. 

Her  genius  and  the  peculiar  grace  of  her  style  are  acknowledged  ;  her  industry 
must  have  been  unflagging.  She  decorated  rooms,  illustrated  two  books — "  Dry- 
den's  Fables,"  and  Burger's  "  Leonora  " — drew  portraits  of  her  friends,  and  some- 
times caricatures,  designed  for  Wedgwood  and  drew  for  Bartolozzi.  The  volume, 
which  will  contain  some  hitherto  unpublished  letters,  will  be  profusely  illustrated 
with  reproductions  of  coloured  stipple  prints  after  Bartolozzi,  designs  for 
Wedgwood,  some  interesting  family  portraits  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  a 
number  of  Lady  Diana's  original  sketches,  which  have  never  before  been  given  to  the 
public. 

OLD  TIME    ALDWYCrt,  KINQSWAY,    AND    NEIGHBOURHOOD. 

By  CHARLES  GORDON,  Author  of  "The  Old  Bailey  and  Newgate."  Fully 

Illustrated.     Medium  SVG,  cloth,  215.  net. 

In  modern  times  there  has  been  no  such  destruction  of  houses  as  has  taken  place 
within  the  last  few  years  in  the  block  between  Temple  Bar  and  Wellington  Street  in 
the  Strand,  extending  a  corresponding  length  in  Holborn.  In  order  to  make  the  Law 
Courts,  Aldwych,  Kingsway,  and  numerous  collections  of  industrial  dwellings,  buildings 
of  much  interest  (old  Inns  of  Court,  theatres,  etc.)  have  been  ruthlessly  swept  away. 
This  book  will  show  the  gradual  growth  of  the  district,  and  dilate  on  its  history,  decay, 
and  resurrection.  As  a  memorial  of  the  past  it  should  be  valuable,  owing  to  the  great 
number  of  illustrations  it  will  include  relating  to  old  buildings  and  places  now  destroyed. 

BIG     GAME     SHOOTING     AND      TRAVEL     IN      SOUTH      AND 
EAST    AFRICA. 

By   FREDERICK    R.   N.   FINDLAY.     Medium  Svo.     Fully  Illustrated. 

2  is.  net. 

These  are  the  experiences  of  a  sportsman  in  Portuguese  South-east  Africa,  and  the 
almost  unknown  hunting-grounds  of  Zululand,  where  he  encountered  such  big  game  as 
buffalos,  hippopotami,  rhinoceri,  etc.,  etc.  He  comes  out  under  good  literary  auspices, 
'for  his  work  has  been  approved  and  assisted  by  his  aunt,  Olive  Schreiner,  an  article  by 
whom  on  "  Waste  Land  in  Mashonaland  "  is  included,  and  by  her  husband,  Cronwright 
Schreiner,  who  has  allowed  his  article,  "  Trek-bokken,"  also  to  be  added.  The  reason 
-of  their  approval  will  be  apparent  when  it  is  noted  that  the  book  is  not  a  mere  record  of 
the  slaughter  of  big  game,  but  an  attempt  to  elevate  sport,  and  to  show  that  killing  for 
killing's  sake  is  most  unsportsmanlike  ;  the  author  has  also  greatly  at  heart  a  scheme  for  a 
South  African  Game  Reserve.  An  appendix  is  added  with  useful  notes  on  equipment 
and  stores  for  a  shooting  trip,  and  preventives  for  malarial  fever,  etc. 

SAND- BURIED    RUINS    OF   KHOTAN. 

By  M.  AUREL  STEIN,  Indian  Educational  Service.  With  over  120  Illus- 
trations and  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  lavge  Map.  Medium  8vo, 
Cloth,  2is.net. 

The  speculation  as  to  what  shall  be  "  when  the  sea  gives  up  her  dead  "  is  old  as 
.human  nature.  It  was  reserved  to  these  later  days  that  the  sands  also  should  restore 
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their  secrets.  The  tale  began  in  Egypt,  then  Layard  took  it  up  in  Babylon,  others, 
uncovered  Toztec  and  Aztec  in  Mexico,  and  now  the  scene  is  shifted  to  the  very  cradle 
of  our  race.  Chinese  Turkestan  spreads  a  desert  of  ever-drifting  sands  from  the  Pamirs 
to  Tibet,  and  here  Dr.  M.  A.  Stein,  of  the  Indian  Education  Department,  has  recovered 
the  story  of  nearly  2,000  years  since.  More  than  100  miles  from  the  borderland  of 
extreme  present  cultivation  he  lound  buried  dwellings,  temples,  and  groves  of  fruit, 
trees  lost  beyond  memory  even  of  tradition.  Nay  more — e  tenebris  vox — there  came  to 
view  hundreds  of  written  records — on  wood,  on  leaf,  and  on  parchment — in  Sanskrit,  in 
Chinese,  in  Tibetan,  and  a  new  Lost  Tongue.  It  may  well  be  years  before  all  these 
"finds"  are  read  and  understood.  Meanwhile  Dr.  Stein  in  the  present  book 
relates  the  story  of  his  discoveries,  describes  the  hitherto  unmapped  snows  of  the 
highlands  of  Chinese  Turkestan  and  endeavours  to  explain,  as  far  as  may  be,  how 
Pallas  with  the  ^Egis  and  a  Greek  Eros  are  the  seals  on  ihese  Central  Asian  documents 
of  just  2,000  years  ago.  

CRIMEAN    SIMPSON'S   AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

Edited  by  GEORGE  EYRE-TODD.     With  Illustrations.     Royal  8vo,  cloth,. 
2  is.  net. 

Also  a  fine  edition,  limited  to   100  copies,  printed  on  Arnold's- 
unbleached,  hand-made  paper,  with  plates  on  Japan  paper,  £2  2s.  net. 

A  wealth  of  anecdotal  interest  will  be  found  to  belong  to  the  Autobiography 
of  Crimean  Simpson.  In  his  many  campaigns  and  expeditions  Simpson  came  into 
intimate  contact  with  most  of  the  active  makers  of  history  in  his  time,  and  he  set 
down  in  his  "  notes  and  recollections "  many  interesting  and  amusing  incidents 
from  his  experience  of  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men.  He  has  many  characteristic 
tales  to  tell,  among  others,  of  such  persons  as  Lord  Raglan  and  Lord  Cardigan  in 
the  Crimea,  of  Lord  Clyde  and  Lord  Canning  in  India  after  the  Mutiny,  and  of 
such  individuals  as  Laurence  Oliphant,  Madame  Blavatsky,  the  mysterious  Count  de 
Waldeck,  and  Young,  the  paraffin  millionaire.  He  had  courtesies  to  recount  of 
Prince  Menschikoff,  not  only  of  the  cannon-ball  kind  in  the  Crimea,  but  of  another 
sort  in  the  Kremlin  ;  and  he  had  entertained  the  present  Emperor  of  Germany,  as 
the  latter  once  drove  him  to  the  station,  with  tales  of  his  arrest  as  un  espion 
Prussien  during  the  Franco-Prussian  War.  Among  his  friends,  he  counted  jogis 
of  Hindu  temples,  and  officers  of  the  Commune  in  Paris,  and  he  had  been  the 
honoured  guest  of  such  different  personages  as  Queen  Victoria  and  the  Shah  of 
Persia,  the  Prince  of  Wales;'  (now  King  Edward  VII),  and  the  Maharajah  of  Kashmir. 
Simpson  had  been  under  fire  during  the  Commune  and  in  the  Khyber,  as  well  as  in  the 
Cr'mea,  had  explored  the  antiquities  of  India,  and  had  visited  the  Persian  graves 
of  Jami  and  of  Omar  Khayyam  ;  he  had  marched  with  Napier  to  Magdala.  and  by  a 
mere  chance  escaped  assassination  with  Cavagnari  at  Cabul.  The  book,  as  might, 
be  expected  from  such  varied  experiences,  is  likely  to  prove  of  singular  and  out- 
standing interest.  It  is  illustrated  with  reproductions  of  Simpson's  best  pic- 
tures from  the  collections  of  the  King,  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  the  Marquis  of 
Bute,  Lord  Rosebery.  Lord  Northbrook,  the  British  Museum,  the  Palestine  Ex- 
ploration Fund,  South  Kensington  Museum,  and  others. 


THE  PARTICULAR  BOOK  OF  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  DUBLIN. 

Edited  by  Professor  J.  P.  MAHAFFY.     Crown  ^.to.     2  is. 

A  Companion  Volume  to  "  The   Struggle  of  the  Creeds  in  Ireland.'1' 
(See  below.) 

This  is  one  of  the  original  documents  of  the  greatest  interest  for  the  social  history  of 
Elizabethan  and  Jacobean  Ireland,  and  it  also  throws  light  upon  many  obscure  points  in 
the  historv  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Colleges.  On  questions  of  prices  and  details  of 
daily  life,  these  early  accounts  are  perfectly  unsuspicious  evidence.  No  scientific  historian 
\vill  dispense  with  such  an  aid  to  recovering  the  real  life  of  a  long  past  society.  The 
earliest  Register  of  the  College  reaching  up  to  the  Restoration  has  been  appended  to  these-- 
early  accounts 
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THE   ANGLO-BOER  WAR. 

Edited  by  D.  M.  BRESLER  (Late  Commandant).  With  Special  Con- 
tributions by  GENERALS  KRITZINGER,  FOUCHE,  HERTZOG,  NIEDW- 
HOUDT,  BRANDT,  and  other  distinguished  Boer  Leaders;  Additional 
Contributions  by  Commandant  G.  D.  JOUBERT  and  Rev.  J.  D. 
KESTELL,  with  30  original  maps  of  Operations  by  Lieut.  BREDA, 
Late  ofTheron's  Scouts.  Medium  8vo,  cloth,  2  is. 

THE    ADVANCE    OF    OUR    WEST    AFRICAN     EMPIRE. 

By  CAPT.  BRAITHWAITE  WALLIS.  Fully  Illustrated.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth,  2  is. 

In  the  present  work  an  attempt  has  been  made  to  present,  perhaps  for  the  first  time. 
a  connective  and  popular  account  of  the  remarkable  rising  in  the  Hinterland  of  Siena 
Leone,  of  which  the  advance  of  civilisation  and  imposition  of  a  House  Tax  upon  the 
native  tribes  hereabouts  was  the  immediate  precursor.  Captain  Wallis.  who,  Irom  his 
official  position  as  acting  Commissioner  in  the  country,  had  unusual  opportunities  i  f 
informing  himself  as  to  the  trend  of  events  which  culminated  in  the  outbreak,  describes 
in  simple,  yet  graphic  style,  the  series  of  tragic  and  dramatic  happenings  which  preceded 
:the  suppression  of  the  revolt,  in  the  military  operations  occasioned,  by  which  he 
was  himself  continuously  engaged. 

In  subsequent  chapters  he  goes  on  to  discuss — and  always  from  the  point  of  view  of 
"  the  man  on  the  spot  " — the  political,  comrxercial,  and  economic  condition  and 
possibilities  of  the  Hinterland  ;  whilst  his  remarks,  again,  under  the  heading  of  Native 
' Superstitions  include  an  exhaustive  review  of  the  whole  subject  of  Fetish  and  West 
African  secret  societies  generally.  A  lengthy  chapter  is  devoted  to  the  important 
question  of  the  precautions  to  be  adopted  by  Europeans  lor  the  preservation  of  health 
on  this  dead  coast.  And,  finally,  the  author  has  indited,  for  the  especial  behalf  of  those 
military  officers  who  may  follow  him  into  those  remote  regions,  a  special  section  entitled, 
"  Bush  Fighting,"  an  aw  arte  in  which  his  extensive  West  Airican  experience  has 
Tendered  him  an  acknowledged  expert. 

GRAIN    OR  CHAFF?     The  Autobiography  of  a  Police  Magistrate. 

A.  C.  PLOWDEN.      Demy  8vo,   cloth  gilt,  with  photogravure  frontispiece, 

1 6s.  net. 

In  these  pages  Mr.  A.  C.   Plowden,  the  well  known  Metropolitan  Police  Magis- 
trate,   renews     his    recollection   of   the    leading  incidents    of    a  life    which,    if    not 
remarkable  for  "  moving   adventures    by  flood  or   field,"    can   hardly   fail   to  have 
an   interest   for   those  who   find  in  the   daily   records   of  the  law   courts   the   most 
vivid  presentment  of  human  nature,   in  all  its  varying  phases. 

As  Law  Reporter  to  the  Times  for  many  years,  and  a  familiar  figure -on  the 
Oxford  Circuit,  Mr.  Plowden  had  exceptional  opportunity  of  observing  the  course 
of  many  memorable  trials,  and  coming  in  personal  contact  with  some  of  our  greatest 
judges  ;  but  it  is  as  a  Police  Magistrate  at  Marylebone  that  Mr.  Plowden's  reputation 
has  been  acquired  ;  and  his  personal  recollections  in  that  capacity,  extending  over 
fifteen  years,  are  likely  to  excite  curiosity  among  a  wide  circle  of  readers,  and 
should  prove  crisp  and  entertaining  reading. 


SHAKESPEARE  STUDIED  IN  EIGHT  PLAYS. 

J3y  the  Hon.  ALBERT  S.  G.  CANNING,  Author  of  "British  Power  and 
Thought,"  "  History  in  Fact  and  Fiction"  "  The  Divided  Irish"  etc., 
etc.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6s.  net. 

This  work  is  intended  not  for  Shakespearean  scholars  who  at  this  period  enjoy 
•every  advantage  of  ample  research  and  elucidation,  but  for  the  general  reader.  By 
means  of  analysis,  quotation,  and  comment,  it  aims  at  rendering  more  interesting 
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and  intelligible  to  those  who  possess  no  special  knowledge  of  the  subject,  some  of 
the  masterpieces  of  the  great  dramatist.     The  plays  dealt  with  are  the  following : 
"  Troilus    and    Cressida,"    "  Timon    of    Athens,"    "  Julius    Caesar,"     "  Antony    and 
Cleopatra,"  "  King  Richard  the  Third,"  "  King  Henry  the  Eighth,"  "  King  Lear,"  and 
"  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream." 


of  Xiterar?  1btetor£. 

Each  volume  with  Photogravure  Frontispiece.      Demy  Svo,  cloth,  i6s, 

NEW   VOLUMES:— 

A   LITERARY    HISTORY   OF   SCOTLAND. 

By].  H.  MILLAR,  Balliol  College,  Oxford  ;  Lecturer  in  International  \ 
Private  Law  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  '  With  frontispiece, 
demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  i6s. 

Also   a  fine  edition,  limited   to  25  copies,,  un  hand-made  paper , 
£2,  2s.  net. 

THE    ENGLISH    PEOPLE:  A  Study  of  Its    Political  Psychology. 

By    EMILE      BOUTMY,     Membre    de    rinstitut.        Translated    by 
E.  ENGLISH.     Demy  Svo,  Cloth  gilt,  i6s. 

This  is  the  third  volume  of  M.  Boutmy's  which  has  been  translated  into  English,  his 
"  Studies  in  Constitutional  Law  "and  "  The  English  Constitution  "  being  well  known  to 
readers  on  this  side  of  the  Channel.  M.  Boutmy's  new  book  is  the  fruit  of  profound 
tudy  and  rich  experience  of  men  and  things  in  England.  It  comes  at  an  opportune 
jnoment,  for  the  British  nation  is  now  passing  through  what  will  probably  be  regarded 
by  posterity  as  one  of  the  turning  points  of  its  history. 

The  author  first  deals  with  the  distinctive  features  impressed  on  the  English  race  by 
the  physical  surroundings  amid  which  its  formation  took  place,  and  he  traces  these 
distinctive  notes  in  the  most  varied  manifestations  of  the  British  character.  Then  the 
influence  of  the  alien  races  which  have  invaded  England  is  discussed,  and  the  ethnic 
phenomena  which  have  sprung  up  within  the  nation  are  considered  in  their  bearing  on 
the  national  character.  Finally,  alter  having  dealt  with  the  Englishman  successively  in 
his  moral  and  social  aspects,  as  politician  and  as  citizen,  as  party  man  and  as  statesman, 
the  author  concludes  with  a  study  of  the  relations  which  govern  the  two  great  factors  of 
political  and  social  life  in  England — the  individual  and  the  State. 

The  book  while  written  from  the  lofty  standpoint  of  the  historian  and  the  philosopher 
has  the  interest  of  actuality,  and  it  will  be  found  in  every  way  worthy  of  its  distinguished 
author. 

AN    EPOCH    IN    IRISH    HISTORY :      Trinity  College,  Dublin,    Its 
History  and  Fortunes  (i59i-i66r). 

By  J.  P.  MAHAFFY,  D.D.,  Mus.  Due.,  Dublin;  Hon  D.C.L.,  Oxon. ; 
Sometime  Professor  of  Ancient  History  in  the  University  of  Dublin, 
Author  of  "  Social  Life  in  Greece,"  etc.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  i6s. 

This  book  aims  at  reconstructing  the  social  and  religious  history  of  Ireland  from  a 
particular  standpoint— that  of  education.  The  great  struggle  of  the  creeds  of  the  Irish 
nation,  the  bold  attempt  to  convert  the  natives  by  imposing  a  reformed  ritual  and 
founding  a  reformed  university,  the  equally  bold  resistance  and  practical  victory  of  the 
Jesuits — these  are  the  large  topics  interwoven  with  a  great  deal  of  antiquarian  know- 
ledge drawn  from  unknown  papers  now  rescued  from  oblivion  and  printed  in  the  course 
of  the  book.  The  early  Puritan  character  in  Trinity  College  and  the  influence  upon  it 
of  Cromwellian  ministers  is  brought  for  the  first  time  into  the  clear  light  of  day. 
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PORTRAITS   OF  THE    SIXTIES. 

By  JUSTIN    MCCARTHY,    M.P.,  Author  of  "A  History  of  Our   Own 
Times,"  etc.,  etc.     Illustrated,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  iy.net. 

This  volume  deals  primarily  with  the  social  and  literary  life  of  London  in  the 
Sixties.  Art,  Science,  and  Politics  will  in  no  sort  of  way  be  excluded  ;  but  the 
aim  of  the  book  will  be  to  give  a  general  picture  of  "  public  "  England  at  about 
that  time.  Although  Mr.  McCarthy's  pen  as  a  portrait  painter  needs  little  adventi- 
tious aid,  the  interest  of  his  new  work  will  certainly  not  suffer  from  the  inclusion 
of  a  fine  selection  of  contemporary  photographs.  Thus  we  have  a  new  and  striking 
portrait  of  Charles  Dickens,  while  the  once  familiar  faces  of  the  Emperor  and 
Empress  of  Brazil  are  not  the  less  welcome  in  that  they  come  almost  as  a  resurrec- 
tion from  the  great  forgotten.  Cobden,  Bright,  Newman,  Sir  Patrick  O'Brien,  Don 
Carlos,  Captain  Cosset,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  (afterwards  Sir  Richard  and  Lady)  Burton, 
George  Peabody,  the  O'Connell,  Sir  Stafford  Northcote,  and  Gathorne  and  John 
Gathorne  Hardy  are  only  a  few  of  these. 


THE    MYSTICS,  A5CETIC5  AND  SAINTS  OF  INDIA. 

By  JOHN   CAMPBELL   OMAN.     Author  of  "Indian  Life,  Religious  and 
Social,"  etc.     Fully  illustrated.     Medium  Svo,  cloth,  145.  net. 

This  work  is  in  the  main  a  study  of  Sadhuism,  the  name  Sadhu  being  applied 
in  general  to  Hindu  ascetics,  moiiis,  or  religious  mendicants,  without  reference  to 
their  particulars ects.  it  contains  also  incidentally  some  account  of  the  Faquirs,  or 
ascetics  who  profess  Islam.  A  great  mass  of  information,  which  has  hitherto  been 
scattered  in  a  number  of  books  or  in  learned  journals  difficult  of  access  is  here  brought 
within  the  reach  of  everyone,  and  many  new  and  interesting  facts  which  have  come 
within  the  author's  personal  experience  are  added,  with  the  result  that  a  tolerably  full 
account  has  been  presented  in  this  volume  of  the  peculiarities  of  the  leading  ascetic 
sects,  such  as  the  Yogis,  Sanyaris,  Bairagis,  etc.  The  question  of  Indian  miracle- 
workers — a  subject  of  perennial  interest  — is  also  discussed.  In  a  concluding 
chapter  the  author  enters  into  a  comparison  of  Occidental  and  Oriental  ideals,  the 
latter  as  especially  exemplified  by  the  prevalence  of  Sadhuism  since  remote  anti- 
quity, and  attempts  to  estimate  the  probable  influence  of  Hindu  asceticism  on  the 
future  of  India.  Dr.  Oman's  name  is,  of  course,  sufficient  guarantee  of  the  accuracy 
and  scholarliness  of  the  work,  and  he  has  succeeded  in  presenting  matter  sometimes 
of  considerable  difficulty,  in  so  lucid  and  attractive  a  form,  that  the  general  reade* 
can  hardly  fail  to  be  interested. 


TRUE     TALES     OF      MOUNTAIN     ADVENTURE      FOR     NON- 
CLIMBERS,    YOUNG    AND   OLD. 

By  MRS.  AUBREY  LE  BLOND  (Mrs.  MAIN).  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  Frontispiece.  yd  edition.  Demy  8iv,  cloth, 
i  os.  6d.  net. 

COMMISSIONER  KERR— An  Individuality.  By  G.  PITT  LEWIS,  K.C. 
With  Photogravure  and  half-tone  portraits,  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  105.  6d.  net. 

The  author  of  this  Memoir  was  long  the  "  Deputy  "  for  the  late  Commissioner's 
judicial  work.  The  Commissioner  himself  was  in  Court  generally  regarded  as 
merely  a  City  Cadi,  wont  in  a  few  rugged  sentences,  uttered  in  a  characteristic 
Scotch  accent,  rapidly  and  brusquely  to  hurl  rough  justice  at  litigants  before  him. 
Sometimes  a  few  words  of  cynical  commonsense  were  added,  which  became  ac- 
cepted apothegms.  That  he  when  in  Court  was  distinctly  "  The  Commissioner  " 
everybody  recognised.  Mr.  Pitt-Lewis,  however,  for  over  30  years  enjoyed  un 
broken  private  friendship  with  him,  and  his  book  tells  that  which  the  Commissioner 
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allowed  but  few  ever  to  learn — that  in  private  life  he  was  an  extremely  kind-hearted 
man,  the  truest  and  most  staunch  of  friends,  that  he  gave  much  time  to  works  of 
Charity,  and  followed  such  refined  pursuits  as  the  study  of  foreign  literature,  and 
of  pictures,  print  collecting,  genealogy,  and  antiquities. 

MES  ESCALADES  DANS  LES  ALPES  ET  LE  CAUCASE. 

Par  A.  F.  MUMMERY.  Traduit  de  r Anglais  par  MAURICE  PAILLON. 
With  a  new  preface  and  Notice  on  Mummery  as  a  Climber.  Illustrated 
by  a  portrait  of  the  Author  in  Collotype,  24  Full-page  Plates,  and  four 
maps.  Pa [er  covers,  QS.  net. 

Mummery's  "My  Climbs  in  the  Alps  and  Caucasus  "is  a  book  which,  though  it 
passed  through  three  editions,  has  for  some  time  been  out  of  print  and  very  scarce. 
There  must  be  many  Alpinists  who  will  welcome  this  translation,  which  has  been 
prepared  by  M.  Maurice  Paillon,  formerly  editor  of  the  Revue  Alpine.  The  most 
interesting  of  the  illustrations  in  the  English  edition  are  included  in  the  volume,  and 
other  photographs  ot  the  scenes  of  Mummery's  Climbs  are  added.  The  portrait  of  the 
author  is  one  that  has  not  yet  been  published. 

BRITISH    POLITICAL     LEADERS. 

By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY.     Illustrated  from  Photographs.  Large  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  75.  6d.  net. 

BIRD    LIFE    IN   WILD    WALES. 

By  J.  A.  WALPOLE  BOND.  With  60  Illustrations  from  photographs  by 
OLIVER  G.  PIKE.  Large  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  75.  6d. 

In  this  book  the  reader  is  first  taken  to  a  charming  little  Welsh  inn  buried  m 
hill  solitude,  there  to  visit  some  of  our  rarer  birds,  such  as  the  so-called  common 
buzzard  and  raven.  Next  a  visit  is  paid  to  a  game-keeper's  larder.  The  third 
chapter  deals  with  that  rarest  of  British  birds,  the  red  kite.  Another  chapter,  "  A 
summer  with  the  birds  in  Wales,"  deals  with  bird-life  generally  in  a  certain  district 
in  South  Wales  ;  whilst  we  are  taken  in  another  to  the  rugged  cliffs  of  the  Princi- 
pality to  visit  the  seabirds.  Yet  another  chapter  deals  with  some  typical  birds  of 
the  stream,  such  as  the  heron,  kingfisher,  etc.,  whilst  amongst  other  headings,  and 
lastly,  comes  "With  the  Peregrine  and  Merlin  in  Breconshire.''  As  for  the  illustra- 
tions those  who  know  Mr.  Oliver  G.  Pike's  "  In  Birdland  with  Field-glass  and 
Camera,"  will  not  need  to  be  reminded  of  the  excellence  of  his  photographic  work. 


THE  POLITICAL  WRITINGS  OF  RICHARD  COBDEN. 

New  edition.  With  preface  by  LORD  WELBY  and  introductions  by  SIR 
Louis  MALLET  and  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT.  With  Frontis- 
pieces, 2  vols,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Uniform  with  the  Jubilee  Edition 
of  Morley's  "  Life  of  Cobden"  75.  the  set. 

GUIDE   TO   SIENA.     History  and  Art. 

By  WILLIAM  HEYWOOD  and  LUCY  OLCOTT.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 
This  Guide  is  divided  into  two  sections  :  the  first  part,  for  which  Mr.  Heywood,  who 
is  the  author  of  more  than  one  book  on  the  Mediaeval  Commune,  is  responsible,  deals 
with  the  history  of  the  city— religious,  literary,  and  political.  The  second  portion,  the 
work  of  Miss  Olcott,  treats  of  the  architecture  and  oi  the  sculptors,  painters,  and  other 
artists  of  Siena,  and  gives  a  full  itinerary  of  the  city,  pointing  out  the  objects  of  interest 
to  the  traveller.  Miss  Olcott  has  had  in  her  work  the  counsel  and  assistance  of  Mr. 
Bernhard  Berenson  and  Mr.  F.  Mason  Perkins. 
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LABOUR  AND   PROTECTION.     Essays  by  various  writers. 

Edited  by  H.  W.  MASSINGHAM.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.     (Uniform 

with  "  The  Heart  of  the  Empire.") 

The  series  of  essays  which  this  volume  will  contain  will  deal  with  the  problem  of 
Protection  as  it  affects  the  workman,  and  will  show  how  the  abandonment  of  Free  Trade 
would  mean  for  the  workers  of  England  an  aggravation  of  the  hardships  to  which  they 
are  now  subject.  The  volume  may  be  regarded  as  an  authoritative  statement  of  ihe 
case  against  Protection  from  the  point  ot  view  of  the  working  man. 

LIST   OF   ESSAYS: — 
THE  OPERATION  OF  TRUSTS 
THE    CONDITION    OF    THE    ENGLISH   WORKER 

UNDER  PROTECTION 
PROTECTION  IN  AGRICULTURE 
SUGAR 

THE  SUBMERGED  AND  PROTECTION    .. 
GENERAL  ECONOMICS  ) 

PROTECTION  AND  WAGES      } 
CO-OPERATION,     (i) . . 

(2) 


By  John  Burns,  M.P. 

„  G.  J.  Holyoake. 

,,  Prince  Kropotkin. 

,,  Thomas  Lough,  M.P. 

,,  Seebohm  Rowntree. 


THE  GERMAN  WORKER  UNDER  PROTECTION  .. 
PROTECTION  AND  THE  STAPLE  ENGLISH  TRADES 


J.  A.  Hobson 

Mrs.  Vaughan  Nash. 
Personal  Experiences.  By 
Co-operative    Women 
Workers. 

W.  Harbutt  Dawson. 
Geo.  N.  Barnes,  Secretary 
of   the    Amalgamated 
Society  of  Engineers. 


BRITISH     INDUSTRIES     UNDER    FREE     TRADE.      Essays   by 
Various  writers. 

Edited  by  HAROLD  Cox,  Secyetary  of  the  CobdenClub.     Large  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.     (Uniform  with  "  The  Heart  of  the  Empire.1') 
This  volume  is  issued  as  a  contribution  to  the  controversy  aroused  by  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain's fiscal  proposals.     The  contributors  are  for  the  most  part  members  of  the  leading 
firms  engaged  in  the  principal  British  industries,  and  their  essays  will  show  the  progress 
which  has  been  made  since  the  abandonment  of  Protection  in  the  particular  department 
with  which  each  writer  is  connected.     The  following  essays  have  already  been  arranged 
for:— 

LINEN          . .  . .  . .         By  Sir  R.  Lloyd  Patterson. 

WOOL  . .  . .  . .  Sir  Swire  Smith. 

Elijah  Helm. 
J.  Innes  Rogers. 
Alfred  Mond. 
D.  A.  Thomas,  M.P. 
Walter  Runciman,  M.P. 
Messrs.  Holt,  of  Liverpool. 
F.  Callis. 
A.  H.  Scott. 
Matthew  Blair. 
Hugh  Bell. 
Llewellyn  Williams. 
Albert  Spicer 
Electricity,  Agriculture,  Machinery,   Confec- 


COTTON 

GROCERY 

ALKALI 

COAL 

TRAMP  SHIPPING 

SHIPPING  LINERS 

CUTLERY 

SOAP 

SILK 

IRON  AND  STEEL 

TIN  PLATE 

PAPER 

Other  industries  to  be  dealt  with  are  : 
tionery,  and  Timber. 


ANNA  SWANWICK.     A  Memoir  and  Recollections. 

By  MARY  L.  BRUCE.      Illustrated  with  a  photogravure  portrait,  and  Jive 
others  in  half-tone.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

The   subject  of  this  Memoir  is  well  known   as  the  translator  of  "Faust"   and 
the  Dramas  of  ^Eschylus.     She  was  an  intimate  friend  of  many  of  the  distinguished 
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men  and  women  of  her  time,  including  Gladstone,  Martineau,  Newman,  Tennyson, 
Browning,  F.  P.  Cobbe,  etc.,  about  whom  she  left  interesting  recollections.  By 
her  example  and  energy  Miss  Swan  wick  did  much  to  improve  the  position  of  women 
from  a  social  as  well  as  an  educational  point  of  view,  and  she  also  took  a  great 
interest  in  every  movement  for  diffusing  culture  amongst  the  working  classes,  and 
materially  assisted  the  numerous  efforts  made  in  that  direction. 


THROUGH   CANADA   IN   HARVEST  TIME:  A  Study  of  Life  and 
Labour  in  the  Golden  West. 

By  JAMES    LUMSDEN.       Fully  illustrated  and  with  Map.      Large 
crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

This  wor,k  embraces  a  study  of  Young  Canada,  and  an  enquiry  into  the  capa- 
bilities of  the  "  Granary  of  the  British  Empire."  A  new  era  has  dawned  in 
British  North  America,  but  the  magnificent  destiny  of  the  Dominion,  based  on 
natural  resources  tardily  discovered,  has  not  as  yet  received  due  recognition  by  the 
people  of  England.  The  economic  problems  of  Canada  are  of  far-reaching  conse- 
quence, but  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  are  dimly  perceived.  The  peopling  of  a 
country  equal  in  area  to  central  Europe,  the  cultivation  of  its  vast  fertile  plains, 
the  construction  of  railways  and  waterways  to  bring  the  harvest  to  the  markets  of 
the  United  Kingdom,  and  the  development  of  incalculable  mineral  riches — coal, 
iron,  copper,  nickel,  and  gold — these  are  among  the  problems  engrossing  attention 
in  Canada  and  the  United  States.  These  problems  are  discussed,  and  the  materials 
for  their  elucidation  compiled  by  a  man  who  has  devoted  an  immense  amount  of 
labour  to  the  matter.  He  reviews  the  diversified  aspects  of  Canadian  life  from  the 
Gulf  of  St.  Lawrence  to  the  Pacific  Province  of  British  Columbia.  The  industrial 
quickening  of  the  historical  provinces  of  Old  Canada,  the  social  condition  of  its 
mixed  population,  and  the  charming  landscapes  of  the  St.  Lawrence  Valley,  afford 
in  the  opening  chapters  an  opportunity  to  the  author  of  familiarising  English 
readers  with  the  latest  phases  in  the  development  of  Britain's  oldest  colony.  Mani- 
toba and  the  Western  territories,  when  harvest  was  in  progress,  proved  almost  a 
terra  incognita  to  an  inquirer  from  the  Old  Country.  The  "  hustling "  energy  of 
the  settlers,  the  distinctive  system  of  farming,  simple  yet  scientific,  the  spread  of 
railways,  and  the  genesis  of  towns  are  described  by  an  eye-witness.  Facts  and 
statistics  are  carefully  collated  and  analysed.  The  lakes  and  mountains,  canons 
and  forests  of  British  Columbia  are  described  ;  visits  to  mines,  fisheries,  and  log- 
ging camps  stimulate  inquiry  into  the  resources  of  the  country,  and  may  perhaps 
prove  useful  to  those  who  hold  investments  in  Canada's  mineral  province. 

JAMAICA  AS   IT   IS. 

By  B.  PuLLEN-BuRRY.     With  a  map  and  8  illustrations.     Crown  8vot 

cloth,  6s. 

The  object  of  this  book  is  to  supply  that  kind  of  information  which  the  intelligent 
visitor  to  Jamaica  will  probably  demand.  It  describes  the  exuberant  flora  and  the 
brilliant  colouring  of  the  tropical  scenery,  treats  of  the  island's  history  under  Spanish 
and  British  rule,  touches  on  prehistoric  finds,  and  the  aboriginal  Arawak.  Amusing 
stories  of  native  superstitions  are  interspersed  with  brief  descriptions  of  Jamaican 
industries.  A  chapter  is  devoted  to  the  disestablished  church  which  labours  effectively 
in  improving  the  moral  standard  of  the  natives.  The  book  is  illustrated,  and  the  fac- 
simile of  a  receipt  for  a  slave-girl,  dated  1804,  will  vividly  recall  the  horrors  of  slavery. 

BRIGHT   DAYS   IN   MERRIE   ENGLAND. 

By  C.  VAN  DOREN  HONEYMAN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

This  book  is  the  product  of  many  delightful  journeys  made  on  his  own  coach 
by  an  observant  and  cultivated  American,  with  congenial  company  and  abundant 
leisure  to  linger  over  historic  scenes.  Travels  in  twelve  English  counties  are  de- 
scribed, and  the  Shakespeare  Country,  the  Lakes,  King  Arthur's  Land,  and  the 
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Isle  of  Wight  are  among  the  districts  visited.  Impressionistic  descriptions  of 
scenery  and  buildings  are  blended  with  allusions  to  historical  associations  and 
ancient  traditions  and  legends.  While  the  volume  is  not  a  guide-book  or  a  history, 
tourists  will  find  much  in  it  which  will  help  to  make  their  travels  interesting  and 
profitable,  and  those  who  have  already  visited  the  places  described  will  find  it 
a  means  of  recalling  many  pleasant  memories.  Its  attractiveness  is  enhanced  by 
numerous  photographs. 

PATRIOTISM    UNDER   THREE  FLAGS:     A  Plea  for  Rationalism 
in  Politics. 

By  RALPH  LANE.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  author  presents  a  parallel  analysis  of  three  incidents  ot  modern  politics :  the 
Hispano  -  American  war  and  its  outcome  in  the  conquest  of  the  Philippines ;  the 
campaign  of  the  Anti-Dreyfusards  in  France  against  the  correction  of  a  military  injustice  ; 
and  the  South  African  War.  He  attempts  to  show  that  the  predominating  note  and  policy 
of  the  patriotism  which  gave  rise  to  each  of  these  events  was  in  each  case  identical  in 
character,  its  motive  being  not  the  well-being  of  the  individual  but  national  pride  of 
place,  a  pride  which  is  essentially  non-rational  since  the  political  power  of  a  nation  is 
barren  of  tangible  benefit,  whether  on  the  moral  or  material  side,  to  the  individual. 
From  this  the  author  concludes  that  the  active  patriotism  operative  in  every-day 
politics  is  a  mischievous  political  force. 


THE    SOCIETY   OF   TO-MORROW :      A  Forecast  of   Its  Political 
and  Economic  Organisation. 

By  G.  DE  MOLINARI,  Membre  de  rinstitut  and  Editor  of  "Le  Journal 
des  Economistes."  Translated  by  P.  H.  LEE-WARNER.  With  a  Pre- 
fatory Letter  by  FREDERIC  PASSY,  and  an  Introduction  by  HODGSON 
PRATT.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

EXTRACT  FROM  M.  PASSY'S  LETTER  TO  THE  PUBLISHER: — 

"  I  should  be  most  unwilling  to  let  the  book  appear  without  at  least  testifying  my 
esteem  and  admiration  for  the  character  and  talent  of  the  man,  who  is  to-day,  unless  I 
am  mistaken,  the  doyen  of  our  economists — I  should  say  of  our  Liberal  economists — 
of  the  men  with  whom,  though,  alas,  few  in  number,  I  have  been  happy  to  stand  side 

by  side  during  more  than  half-a-century The  book,  which  you  are  about  to 

introduce  to  the  English  public,  is  in  some  sort  a  summing-up  of  his  long  studies  of  the 
past,  his  clear-sighted  observations  upon  the  present,  and  his  shrewd  prediction  for  the 
future.  You  do  well  when  you  endeavour  to  obtain  for  it  that  additional  publicity 
which  it  deserves." 


THE    DAYSPRING— A   ROMANCE. 

By  WILLIAM  BARRY,  D.D.,  Author  of  "  The  Wizard's  Knot"  etc.,  etc. 

Crown  8vo,  6s.  [RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

This  is  the  life  story  of  an  eager,  earnest  young  soul,  rising  at  length  above  the 
illusion  of  the  senses  to  the  clear  heights  of  faith.  Noble  aims,  misconstrued  in  the 
mirage  of  modern  Paris,  under  the  charm  of  a  deluding  spirituality,  bring  us  to 
the  moment  of  choice  between  two  paths,  one  that  of  so-called  Free  Love,  the  other 
that  of  supreme  self-sacrifice.  These  are  the  motives  handled  by  the  vivid  Celtic 
pen  of  Dr.  Barry,  with  a  religion  that  goes  deeper  than  creeds,  an  infinite  love,  an 
infinite  pity,  and  the  wonderful  understanding  born  of  a  long  experience.  The 
dreamy  mysticism,  the  sparkling  humour,  the  sudden  brilliances,  the  delicate  fm- 
cies  which  characterise  the  work  of  the  author  of  "  The  New  Antigone  "  are  to  be 
found  in  this  newest  and  perhaps  most  fascinating  of  Dr.  Barry's  books.  Many 
will  find  comfort  and  encouragement  in  its  pages,  to  which  a  background  of 
adventure  is  set  bv  the  last  days  of  the  Second  Empire  and  the  Commune  of  1871. 
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]fir$t  movel 

A  Series  containing  the  First  Novels  of  New  Authors.   Each  volume  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6s. 

6.  A    DRAMA    OF    SUNSHINE— Played  in  Homburg. 

By  Mrs.  AUBREY  RICHARDSON. 

A  dramatic  episode  of  life  in  Homburg,  at  the  height  of  the  English 
season.  The  characters  represent  types  of  men  and  women  actually  to 
be  met  with  in  the  high  social  and  political  world  of  to-day.  A  Society 
Beauty  and  a  Sister  of  an  Anglican  Community  personify  the 
red  Rose  of  Love,  Pride  and  Gaiety,  and  the  pal  Lily  of  Purity,  Aspira- 
tion and  Repression.  In  the  heart  of  the  Rose,  a  lily  bud  unfolds, 
and  in  the  calyx  of  the  Lily,  a  rose  blossoms.  The  incidents  of  the  story 
succeed  each  other  swiftly,  reaching  a  strong  denouement,  and  working 
out  to  a  satisfying  termination.  The  whole  of  the  action  takes  place 
within  36  hours. 

7.  ROSEMONDE. 

By  BEATRICE  STOTT. 

This  is  the  story  of  a  gifted,  sensitive  woman,  her  husband  who  was 
a  genius,  and  the  unquenchable  love  for  each  other  which  was  their 
torture  and  their  bane.  It  began  among  the  flowers  in  a  moonlit  German 
garden,  under  the  jealous  eyes  of  a  rival,  but  an  element  of  fantastic 
cruelty  in  the  nature  of  the  man  broke  up  the  tender  idyll;  to  what 
lengths  it  led  him,  only  a  sea-washed  castle  in  the  Hebrides  could  tell. 
A  tragedy,  indeed,  was  enacted  there,  and  dragged  out  its  weary  length 
until  one  winter  night  a  woman,  with  dreams  in  her  eyes,  and  feet  that 
bled,  toiled  over  the  waste  of  snows  that  lay  between  her  and  a  hut  on 
the  lonely  moors. 

THE   VINEYARD. 

By  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

In  this  novel  Mrs.  Craigie  turns  from  the  glittering  world  of  finance,  which  she 
depicted  so  brilliantly  in  "  Love  and  the  Soul  Hunters,"  and  gives  us  a  story  of  life  in 
an  English  provincial  town.  As  in  all  her  books  the  love  interest  is  strong,  and  under 
the  "  signoria  d'Amore  "  her  characters  are  led  into  situations  of  the  deepest  interest, 
demanding  for  their  treatment  all  the  subtlety  of  insight  which  her  previous  works 
have  shown  her  to  possess. 

THE    MIS- RULE    OF    THREE. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN.     Author  of  "  The  House  on  the  Marsh,"  etc. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

An  event  of  interest  to  many  thousands  of  readers  is  the  announcement  of  a  new 
novel  by  Florence  Warden,  the  author  of  the  famous  "  House  on  the  Marsh."  The 
title  of  the  new  book  will  be  "The  Mis-rule  of  Three,"  and  one  may  confidently 
anticipate  great  interest  in  the  novel.  Possessing  all  the  elements  of  a  mystery  of  the 
moated  grange,  and  holding  the  interest  of  the  reader  from  start  to  finish,  flashes  of 
humour  enliven  what  seems  at  times  to  be  a  tragedy,  and  the  dialogue  is  bright  and  spark- 
ling. It  is  the  story  of  three  young  men,  living  together  in  London  lodgings,  of 
the  ideals  of  womanhood  which  they  have  formed,  and  of  the  singular  fashion  in 
which  each  falls  a  victim  to  the  charms  of  a  woman  in  all  respects  the  opposite 
to  his  ideal.  The  story  takes  the  reader  from  London  to  the  most  romantic  region 
of  the  Channel  Islands,  and  is  connected  with  a  mystery  which  surrounds  the 
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owner  of  one  of  these  islands.  This  gentleman  is  the  uncle  of  one  of  the 
three  young  Londoners,  and,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  the  mystery  about  him,  which 
forms  the  basis  of  the  plot,  resembles,  in  its  main  features,  an  occurrence  which 
was  chronicled  in  the  French  newspapers  while  the  author  was  writing  the  story. 


THROUGH   SORROW'S  GATES.     A  Tale  of  the  Wintry  Heath. 

By   HALLIWELL    SUTCLIFFE,   Author  of  "  Ricroft  of  Withens,"    etc., 
etc.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  Halliwell  Sutcliffe's  favourite  country,  the  moors  of  the 
West  Riding,  though  in  the  present  book  he  goes  even  further  into  the  heart  of 
the  heath,  nearer  to  that  simplicity  of  feeling  and  passion  which  is  the  real  mark 
of  the  moor-folk.  His  characters  spring  from  the  moor,  as  it  were,  and  grow 
out  of  it ;  and  not  least  of  these  characters  is  Hester,  the  impulsive,  erring  farm 
lass,  who  dreamed  wild  dreams  at  Windy  Farm,  and  saw  herself  supplanted  by  a 
little,  well-born  woman  rescued  from  the  snow. 

NYRIA. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

The  author  considers  this  the  most  important  book  she  has  yet  written.  Its 
preparation  has  engaged  her  for  a  long  time,  and  in  it  she  gives  her  readers  the 
very  best  of  herself.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Rome  in  the  first  century  A.D.,  and 
among  the  characters  are  many  historical  figures.  The  period  offers  magnificent 
opportunities  for  the  writer  of  romance,  and  of  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed's  imaginative 
gifts  and  power  of  vivid  description  it  is,  of  course,  needless  to  speak  at  this  time 
of  day.  The  story,  which  is  a  lengthy  one,  will  be  found  to  be  full  of  dramatic 
situations  and  thrilling  incidents. 


THE     SITUATIONS    OF    LADY    PATRICIA:    A   Satire   for   Idle 
People. 

By  W.  R.  H.  TROWBRIDGE,  Author  of  "  The  Letters  of  Her  Mother 
to  Elizabeth,"  etc.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

FRED  CLOTH'  LIBRARY. 

Lady  Patricia  is  an  Englishwoman  of  a  noble  but  impoverished  family,  whose 
girlhood  has  been  spent  on  the  Continent.  Left  an  orphan  she  comes  to  England 
with  the  independent  intention  of  seeking  her  own  living.  Sometimes  under  her 
own,  sometimes  under  an  assumed  name,  she  takes  various  situations  in  England 
and  France.  She  is  brought  in  contact  with  many  different  sets  of  society  both 
in  the  upper  and  the  middle  classes,  now  as  companion  to  a  witty  and  sardonic  old 
lady  of  her  own  rank,  now  in  the  household  of  an  American  millionaire,  now  as 
saleswoman  in  a  Bond  Street  hat  shop,  and  in  numerous  other  capacities.  In  this 
volume  she  relates  her  experiences,  and  comments  upon  them  with  caustic  wit. 
The  interest  in  the  book  lies  not  in  its  plot,  for  of  plot  there  is  practically  nothing, 
but  in  the  social  silhouettes  which  it  gives.  Lady  Patricia's  experiences  obviously 
afford  the  author  of  "  The  Letters  of  Her  Mother  to  Elizabeth,"  an  excellent  oppor- 
tunity of  satirising  the  aristocracy  and  the  "  bourgeois  gentilshommes  "  of  England 
and  France,  and  readers  of  the  earlier  volume  will  be  prepared  for  a  book  full  of 
piquancy  and  daring.  Though  the  work  is  termed  a  Satire  for  Idle  People,  its 
searching  analyses  of  human  nature  commend  it  to  serious  attention  as  well. 

THAT  FAST  MISS  BLOUNT.     A  Novel. 

By  ROY  HORNIMAN,  Author  of  "The  Living  Buddha,"  "The   Sin  of 
Atlantis,"  etc.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 
There  is    nothing  easier  for  a  girl  who  has  been  born  in  a  garrison  town  of  hard-up 
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Service  parents  than  to  drift ;  especially  if,  as  in  the  case  of  Philippa,  she  has  been 
disappointed  in  her  first  romance  and  is  left  a  little  soured  and  hardened.  It  is  so  easy 
to  enjoy  the  tawdry  amusements  that  come  her  way,  and  if,  like  Philippa,  she  is  beautiful : 
flirtation  follows  flirtation,  men  come  and  go,  till  it  becomes  the  habit  to  talk  of  her  as 
"  that  fast  Miss  Blount."  She  is  not  the  sort  of  girl  as  a  rule  who  gets  married.  There 
is  something  in  the  atmosphere  about  her  which  makes  marrying  men  fight  shy  of  her. 
Philippa,  however,  is  saved  from  social  shipwreck  by  marrying  in  such  a  way  as  to 
rouse  the  envy  of  all  those  who  have  been  her  traducers.  The  background  of  the  story 
is  concerned  with  the  family  life  of  Captain  and  Mrs.  Blount's  household.  There  are 
also  some  exciting  chapters  dealing  with  the  South  African  war. 


THE    BLACK   SHILLING. 

By  AMELIA  E.  BARR.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

Cotton  Mather,  the  central  character  of  Mrs.  Barr's  new  story,  is  an  interesting 
and  picturesque  figure  in  American  history.  The  best  known  of  a  family  which 
played  an  important  part  in  the  first  century  of  New  England  history.  Cotton 
Mather  was  born  at  Boston  in  1663  and  died  there  in  1728."  He  became  minister  of 
the  North  Church,  and  by  the  earnestness  of  his  preaching  wielded  great  influence. 
As  a  scholar  he  won  fame  both  in  America  and  across  the  Atlantic,  while  he  was 
the  organiser  of  many  schemes  of  public  charity.  At  the  risk  of  his  life,  in  the 
face  of  popular  opposition  medically  led,  he  vindicated  the  introduction  of  inocula- 
tion as  a  protection  against  small-pox.  He  had,  however,  grave  faults ;  he  was 
ambitious  and  self-opinionated,  and  like  many  of  his  contemporaries  superstitious 
in  the  extreme.  Thus  at  the  time  of  the  witchcraft  scare  he  took  a  prominent  part  in 
the  persecution  of  supposed  traffickers  with  the  Evil  One.  With  this  period  of  his 
career  Mrs.  Barr's  novel  is  especially  concerned,  and  the  "Black  Shilling"  of  the 
title  is  a  piece  of  silver  given  at  the  signing  of  a  Satanic  Contract. 


AN    INNOCENT    IMPOSTOR. 

By  E.  H.  STRAIN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

The  "  Innocent  Impostor  "  of  the  title  is  a  very  charming  girl  who  has  grown  up  in 
the  full  belief  of  herself  and  the  world  that  she  is  Miss  Barclay  of  Eaglesfaulds ;  her 
mother  dotes  on  her,  she  is  seemingly  heiress  to  large  property,  even  the  Queen  is  in- 
terested in  her,  how  can  she  guess  that  she  is  in  reality  the  daughter  of  a  beggar  woman, 
and  is  keeping  the  rightful  heir  out  of  his  inheritance  ?  How  this  extraordinary  situa- 
tion came  about  and  the  trouble  and  tangle  it  brought  into  the  life  of  a  sensitive  and 
noble-natured  girl  is  narrated  by  Mrs.  Strain  after  the  fashion  which  has  already  en- 
deared her  to  many  readers. 


INNOCENT   OF  A  CRIME. 

By  CAPTAIN  PAUL  WITT.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

It  has    fallen    to  the    lot  of  Captain    Witt  to    travel  much  and  to    see    more 

than    most   men    of    the    strange    side  of    life.       Some    of    his    experiences    have 

been   embodied   in   this  extraordinary   and   sensational   story,   the  events  of    which 

occurring  in  these  years  in  such  a  country  as  France,  can  only  bring  more  fully  home 

to  the  reader  the  fact  that  Romance  still  lives.     It  narrates  the  adventures  of  a 

British  Admiral's  family  settled  in  France ;   it  tells  how  one  member  of  the  family 

fell  a  victim  of  the  French  judicial  system,  and  how  a  villainous  pilot  managed  to 

become  his  father-in-law.     Incidentally,  no  small  knowledge  is  shown  of  France,  of 

French  ideals,  and  of  French  law. 
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ANGLO-AMERICANS. 

By  LUCAS  CLEEVE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  [RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

The  main  theme  of  this  story  is  the  fundamental  antagonism  existing  between  two 
characters — an  American  girl  educated  in  ideas  of  freedom  and  independence,  and  of  the 
subservience  of  man  to  woman,  and  her  husband,  an  English  Lord,  who  expects  his 
wife  to  regard  his  career  and  interests  as  her  own,  and  to  devote  herself  to  them  even 
to  the  obliteration  of  herself.  The  girl's  father  is  a  millionaire,  and  the  story  tells 
incidentally  of  the  illicit  means  by  which  his  pile  was  made. 

TYCHIADES,  A  TALE  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 

By  ORNITHOVIUS.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

This  volume  gives  us  a  peep  at  Alexandria  when  it  was  a  very  youthful  city.  The 
book  professes  to  be  a  volume  out  of  the  famous  Alexandrian  library,  preserved  through 
the  vicissitudes  of  Time  down  to  the  present  day,  and  translated  by  a  descendant  of 
Ornithovius  for  the  benefit  of  the  world  at  large.  The  hero  of  the  tale,  Tychiades,  a 
young  Greek  burning  to  learn  the  mysteries  of  life,  sets  out  from  his  paternal  home  in 
Asia  Minor  to  visit  the  City  of  the  Sun  in  Egypt,  considered  by  the  ancients  to  be  the 
"  cradle  of  knowledge."  But  when  first  he  sets  step  in  Alexandria  his  arrival  provokes 
considerable  excitement  in  the  breasts  of^  many  noteworthy  citizens.  They  believe  that 
he  carries  among  his  goods  the  authentic  writings  of  Aristotle,  and  their  efforts  to 
waylay  him  while  he  all  unconscious  of  their  machinations,  proceeds  serenely  on  his 
journey,  bring  about  amusing  complications  and  cause  no  little  false  swearing;  at  one 
time  the  hardly. earned  reputation  of  Gigas,  the  keeper  of  Ptolemy's  menagerie,  is  in  the 
greatest  danger  of  being  wrecked  thereby.  How  the  young  hero  rescues  an  Egyptian 
beauty  from  slavery,  by  what  tragic  events  he  at  length  reaches  the  sacred  city  under 
far  different  circumstances  from  those  he  had  dreamed,  and  how  he  is  saved  from  a 
fearful  death  by  the  intervention  of  providence  in  the  person  of  a  double  of  the  lovely 
Egyptian,  are  interestingly  set  forth  by  the  author,  and  interwoven  with  a  multitude  of 
historical  and  entertaining  facts,  whose  acquaintance  the  average  reader  will  most 
probably  make  here  for  the  first  time. 

KITTY  COSTELLO. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  [RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY 

This  story — the  last  that  was  written  by  Mrs.  Alexander — tells  the  experiences  of  a 

well-born,  beautiful  Irish  girl  suddenly  plunged,  somewhere  about  the  "forties,"  into 

commercial  circles  in  a  busy  English  port. 

The  attraction  of  the  book  consists  rather  in  the  brightly-drawn  contrast  of  the  Irish 

and  English  temperaments,  with  their  widely  differing  views  of  life,  than  in  exciting 

incidents,  though  the  reader  can  hardly  fail  to  feel  the  fascination  of  the  heroine  or  to 

be  interested  in  all  that  befalls  her. 

Few  authors  were  as  well  qualified  to  write  such  a  tale  as  Mrs.  Alexander— herself  an 

Irishwoman  with  a  keen  perception  of  the  radical  differences  in  the  two  races,  both  of 

whom  she  so  thoroughly  appreciated.     Indeed,  to  a  great  extent  the  book  is  the  outcome 

of  her  own  early  reminiscences. 

THE   MISCHIEF   OF  A   GLOVE. 

By  Mrs.  PHILIP  CHAMPION  DE  CRESPIGNY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

Mrs.  de  Crespigny  is  the  author  of  "  From  Behind  the  Arras,"  the  third  volume  of 
the  "  First  Novel  Library."  She  is  the  first  among  the  writers  in  that  series  to  publish 
a  second  novel,  and  the  many  critics  and  readers  who  were  interested  in  her  first  essay 
in  fiction  will  no  doubt  be  anxious  to  see  this  new  story.  It  deals  with  the  adven 
tures  of  a  man  and  a  maid  in  the  time  of  Mary  I  of  England  Th»  heroine,  the  daughter 
of  a  wild  and  reckless  father,  inherits  his  bold  spirit,  and  by. her  woman's  wit  and  cour- 
age, assists  her  lover  to  elude  the  pursuit  of  his  enemies.  She  sallies  forth  in  man's 
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attire  for  his  sake,  and  has  many  adventures,  both  humorous  and  otherwise,  before  the 
end  is  attained. 


HELEN  ADAIR.  By  Louis  BECKE,  Author  of  "Yorke  the  Adventurer" 
11  Breachley,  Black  Sheep,"  "  By  Reef  and  Palm,"  "  Rodman  the  Boat- 
steerer,"  etc.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

[RED  CLOTH  LIBRARY. 

This  story,  which  is  largely  based  on  fact,  describes  the  career  of  a  young  Irish  girl 
whose  father  was  transported  to  Botany  Bay  for  being  concerned  in  the  publication  of  a 
"seditious"  newspaper.  Helen  Adair,  so  that  she  may  follow  her  father  to  the 
Antipodes,  and  share,  or  at  least  alleviate,  his  misfortunes  under  the  dreaded  "  Convict 
System,"  passes  counterfeit  coin  in  Dublin,  is  tried  and  convicted  under  an  assumed 
name,  and  is  sent  out  in  a  transport.  After  some  years  her  father's  relatives  organise  a 
plan  for  his  and  his  daughter's  escape — together  with  other  Irish  political  prisoners — and 
one  Lugard,  an  American  merchantship  captain,  is  sent  out  to  New  South  Wales  for  that 
purpose.  Lugard,  who  is  a  well-drawn  type  of  the  American  sailor  of  those  days,  falls  in 
love  with  Helen,  although  he  knows  that  her  cousin,  Vincent  Hewitt,  who  is  also  a  political 
prisoner,  and  whom  he  (Lugard)  has  to  help  to  escape,  is  passionately  fond  of  her.  But 
his  strong  and  heroic  nature  makes  him  sacrifice  himself,  and  Helen,  who  although 
loving  her  cousin  in  her  childhood's  days,  has,  since  her  transportation,  met  another 
man — the  generous,  noble-minded  officer  to  whom  she  has  been  "  assigned  "  as  a  servant 
— sees  both  the  gallant  American  and  her  cousin  Hewitt  die  under  tragic  circumstances. 
The  story  ends  happily  with  the  marriage  of  Helen  and  her  former  "  master." 


"GENERAL    GEORGE."     A  Story  of  the  Chonan  Conspiracy. 

By  MORETON   HALL.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  6s. 

This  stirring  historical  tale,  although  it  deals  with  the  dramatic  events  which  ushered 
in  the  First  Empire  of  France,  yet  breaks  ground  as  yet  untouched  by  the  novelist. 
The  central  figure  is  the  great  Breton  soldier,  George  Cadoudal,  the  most  famous  of 
General  de  "Wet's  noted  predecessors  in  the  art  of  guerilla  warfare.  The  romantic  life  of 
the  heroic  Chonan  chief  is  quite  unknown  to  the  average  reader,  and  this  fact  alone 
would  give  interest  to  Mr.  Moreton  Hall's  book,  across  the  pages  of  which  flit  some  of 
the  greatest  figures  of  the  period.  Fictional  interest  is  well  sustained,  especially  in  the 
sinister  figure  of  the  Police  Spy,  Daubert,  and  in  the  young  English  captain  who  is 
drawn  into  the  conspiracy. 

THE  LOVE-LETTERS  OF  MARGARET  FULLER  (1845-1846). 

With  an  introduction  by  JULIA  WARD  HOWE.  To  which  are  added  the 
Reminiscences  of  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON,  HORACE  GREELEY,  and 
CHARLES  T.  CONGDON.  With  Portrait.  i2mo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  55. 
net. 

Margaret  Fuller  (Marchioness  Ossoli)  has  been  called  "  the  Sibyl  of  New  England 
Transcendentalists."  She  was  born  at  Cambridgeport,  Mass.,  in  1810,  and  her  life 
was  cut  short  by  shipwreck  off  Fire  Island,  near  New  York,  in  1850.  The  centre 
of  a  large  circle  of  distinguished  friends,  among  them  Emerson  and  Horace  Greeley, 
she  exercised  a  profound  influence  on  her  contemporaries,  and  to-day  her  name  has 
become  one  to  conjure  with  in  America.  These  letters,  now  published  for  the  first 
time,  reveal  something  of  the  ardour  and  depth  of  her  nature.  The  outpourings 
of  a  full  heart  and  mind,  they  pulsate  with  womanly  tenderness  and  sensitiveness, 
and  are,  to  quote  from  Julia  Ward  Howe's  preface,  "  a  memorial  of  the  brilliant 
forenoon  of  Margaret  Fuller's  existence,  a  period  '  of  imagination  all  compact,'  in 
which  neither  difficulty  nor  disappointment  had  had  power  to  darken  the  glowing 
interpretation  of  life  and  its  conditions,  which  was  her  best  gift  to  the  men  and 
women  of  her  time,  and  of  our  own  as  well." 
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Stor?  of  tbe  IWations  Scries.— THREE  NEW  VOLUMES. 

Large  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  fully  illustrated,  55. 
BUDDHIST    INDIA. 

By  T.  W.  RHYS  DAVIDS,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Pali  and  Buddhist 

Literature,  University  College,  London. 

This  is  a  first  attempt  to  present  Indian  history  from  a  point  of  view  independent 
of  that  of  the  Brahmins.  Hitherto  our  knowledge  of  Indian  affairs,  previous  to 
•the  Muhammadan  invasion,  has  been  mainly  based  on  the  Brahmin  literature.  The 
author,  whose  unrivalled  acquaintance  with  the  Pali  texts  is  well  known,  has  here 
collected,  for  the  first  time,  the  evidence  contained  in  them  as  to  the  geographical 
and  national  divisions,  the  social  grades  and  economic  conditions,  the  arts  and 
industries,  the  language,  literature,  and  religions  of  the  people,  during  the  Buddhist 
period.  The  result  is,  in  many  respects,  very  different  from  the  generally  accepted 
view.  Whether  the  conclusions  here  put  forward  be  ultimately  accepted  or  not, 
the  volume  marks  a  new  stage  in  the  study  of  Indian  history,  and  the  questions 
raised  are  suggestive  and  interesting.  Though  the  work  is  based  on  the  original 
documents,  and  authorities  are  quoted  throughout,  it  is  written  in  a  lucid  and 
attractive  style ;  and  the  illustrations,  even  for  this  series,  are  of  unusual  beauty 
and  value. 

PARLIAMENTARY    ENGLAND.     (1660-1832.) 

By  EDWARD  JENKS,  M.A.,  B.C.L.,  Reader  in  English  Law  in  the 
University  of  Oxford. 

This  book  is  an  attempt  to  trace,  in  broad  outline,  the  evolution  of  that  curious 
system  of  Cabinet  Government  which  has  been  one  of  the  most  striking  and  original 
achievements  of  the  Englishman  in  the  field  of  politics.  It  covers  the  period  from 
the  Restoration  of  Charles  II  to  the  passing  of  the  first  Reform  Act  in  1832,  when 
the  principle  of  popular  control  was  definitely  accepted  as  a  feature  in  British 
statesmanship.  The  final  chapter  contains  a  brief  summary  of  the  historical  causes 
which  produced  Cabinet  Government,  and  a  sympathetic  but  independent  criticism 
of  the  merits  and  drawbacks  of  the  system. 

MEDIEVAL   ENGLAND. 

By  MARY   BATESON,  Associate  and   Lecturer  of  Newnham  College^ 
Cambridge,  Editor  of  "  The  Records  of  the  Borough  of  Leicester,"  etc. 

The  object  of  the  volume  will  be  to  present  a  picture  of  English  feudal  society 
in  its  several  stages,  from  the  Norman  Conauest  to  the  middle  of  the  Fourteenth 
Century.  Special  attention  will  be  directed  to  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of 
mediaeval  life  and  thought.  The  book  will  be  divided  into  parts  coinciding  with 
chronological  periods,  and  in  each  part  will  be  chapters  on  the  organisation  of  the 
royal  household,  on  the  nobility,  the  clergy  (secular  and  regular),  the  burgesses  and 
traders,  the  tillers  of  the  soil.  Throughout,  it  is  intended  to  give  the  history  of 
domestic  life  a  principal  place,  and  political  events  will  be  considered  mainly  in  so 
far  as  they  directly  affected  the  course  of  social  civilisation.  The  illustrations  will 
be  designed  to  carry  out  the  object  of  the  text,  that  is  to  suggest  as  far  as  possible 
the  special  character  of  the  periods  treated  in  some  of  their  most  individual  expres- 
sions. 


THE   LAKE   OF   PALMS. 

A    Stcry   of  Indian   Domestic   Life.        By  ROMESH  DUTT,  C.I.E.  2nd 
Edition  with  Frontispiece,  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55. 

"  The  simplicity  of  the  characters,  the  strong  religious  feeling  dominating  the  conduct 
of  life,  and  the  high  standard  of  family  affection  and  duty,  make  the  book  attractive 
as  well  as  instructive." — Spectator. 
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Xives  Wortb  living  Series,— -NE^  VOLUME. 

THE    STORY   OF   THOMAS   CARLYLE. 

By  A.  S.  ARNOLD.  With  6  illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6^. 
This  book  was  written  expressly  for  those  who  have  neither  time  nor 
opportunity  to  peruse  the  ponderous  volumes  of  Carlyle's  great  biographer. 
The  writer  believes  that  Mr.  Froude  loved  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carlyle, 
and  never  intended  to  arouse  the  storm  of  indignation  which  followed  the 
publication  of  the  Reminiscences.  In  trying  to  vindicate  the  character  of 
one  of  the  greatest  men  our  country  has  ever  produced,  the  writer  would 
rather  sustain  than  traduce  the  reputation  of  his  friend  and  historian. 


A   MONTE   CARLO   VENTURE. 

By  PHILIP  TREHERNE,  Author  of  "  Miss  Chesterton's  Decision."     Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

The  first  part  of  the  book  consists  in  the  adventures  of  an  erratic  artist  named 
Spiller  at  Monte  Carlo.  Subsequently  he  and  the  author  join  Marius  K.  Tigg,  a 
Trust  king,  on  his  yacht,  and  the  author  impersonates  Tigg,  involving  himself  in  serious 
complications. 

TONFORD   MANOR. 

By  S.  HANCOCK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

A  new  Canterbury  tale,  of  the  early  years  of  the  eighth  Henry.  Dealing,  as  it  does, 
with  one  of  the  most  fascinating  periods  in  English  history,  when  all  Europe  was 
trembling  under  the  impact  of  new  ideas  that  were  preparing  the  way  for  the  great 
movement  of  the  Reformation,  Tonford  Manor  should  appeal  to  those  readers  who  have 
a  taste  for  historical  romance.  In  the  story,  noble,  priest,  knight,  yeoman — Henry  him- 
self, are  shown  to  us  entering  upon  that  mighty  struggle  of  the  fifteenth  century — the 
struggle  of  religious  truth  against  priestly  tyranny.  Its  treatment  of  the  subject  will 
recommend  it  to  many  who  recognise  an  echo  of  that  struggle  in  the  controversies  of  the 
opening  twentieth  century. 

Che  flDermaifc  Series  of  ©tt>  dramatists. 

New  Thin  Paper  Edition.     Foolscap  Svo,  leather,  35.  6d.  net.,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
net.     With  photogravure  frontispiece. 

This  well  known  series  is  being  issued  in  the  popular  handy  thin 
paper  format.  The  volumes  will  be  issued  monthly,  and  the  following: 
are  the  first  twelve  : — 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  THOMAS  SHADWELL. 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  JOHN  DRYDEN.  (Two  Vols.) 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE. 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  THOMAS  OTWAY. 

THE  COMPLETE  PLAYS  OF  WILLIAM  CONQREVE. 

THE  COMPLETE  PLAYS  OF  RICHARD  STEELE. 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  BEN  JOHNSON.  (Three  Vols.) 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  JAMES  SHIRLEY. 

THE  COMPLETE  PLAYS  OF  WILLIAM  WYCHERLEY. 
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THE    PECULIAR    HI5TORY    OF    MARY    ANN    5USAN. 
By  B.   C.   BLAKE.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  35.  6d. 

"  The  Peculiar  History  of  Mary  Ann  Susan"  is  told  in  a  series  of  letters.  "Letter 
Literature  "  has  been  prolific  of  late  years,  but  no  niece  has  ever  written  to  her  aunt  as 
Mary  Ann  Susan  did  to  her  Aunt  Jezebel.  Grandmothers,  Mothers,  and  Sweethearts 
have  had  their  tura.  Mr.  B.  C.  Blake  determined  to  give  others  a  chance,  and  Mary 
Ann  Susan  unfolds  a  story  which  is  both  distinctive  and  diverting.  She  falls  in  love 
with  a  playwriter,  composes  poetry,  reproves  Sabbath-breakers,  keeps  a  dog,  and  finally 
marries  a  farmer. 

THE  FAILURE  OF  LORD  CURZON :  A  Study  in  Imperialism. 

An  Open  Letter  to  the  Earl  of  Rosebery.     By  "  Twenty -Eight  Years  in 

(India."     Crown  &vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 
In    this   book    is   contained   a   very    trenchant   but    courteous   criticism   of   the 
administration   of  India  by   the  present   Viceroy.     The  author  signs   himself  "  28 
Years  in  India,"  in  order  to  show  that  he  has  a  lengthened  personal  acquaintance 
~  with  the  matters  he  discusses.     He  finds  Lord  Curzon  to  be  able  but  meddlesome, 
kindly  but  flighty,  an  emulator  of  Mr.   Chamberlain's  "  Imperialism,"  but  without 
;    the  ballast  or  knowledge   of  men   needed.     The   uprooting  of   self-government,  the 
•;   flouting  of  experienced  advice,  the  inability  to  grasp  the  need  of  financial  reform,  a 
I  "'high  and  mighty"   method/ of  dealing   with  native  princes,   the  destruction  of  a 
peasant  proprietary  in  Bombay,  the  neglect  of  excise  reform  in  Assam,   and  many 
other  shortcomings  in  administration  are  laid  to  his  charge,  whilst  the       epicene  " 
Imperialism  of  the  Durbar  at  Delhi  is  particularly  condemned. 


THE    LIFE    OF    RICHARD    COBDEN. 

Bv  the  RIGHT  HON.  JOHN  MORLEY.     New  Populav  Unabridged  Edition, 
in  one  volume.  With  a  Bibliography.  Large  Crcwn  3vo,  clctn,  2s.6d.net. 


THE    GRAND    DUCHY    OF    FINLAND. 

By  the  Author  of '"  A  Visit  to  the  Russians."     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ivith  Map, 
2s.  6d.  net. 

Great  countries  readily  find  chroniclers  to  transmit  to  all  ages  the  record  of  their 
glorious  history.   The  Annals  of  a  gallant  people,  not  less  interesting,  not  less  heoic,  but 
unknown  to  fame  remain  unwritten  until  some  great  calamity  or  some  great  njustice 
fixes  upon  them  the  attention  of  the  civilised  world. 


Cbilbren's  Xibrann— NEW  VOLUME. 

SEA  CHILDREN. 

By  S.  HOPE  EVANS.     Illustrated.     Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Generally,  in  story-books,  children  who  go  to  sea  meet  with  alarming 
adventures.  The  little  heroes  are  wrecked,  cast  on  desert  islands,  they 
combat  savages,  they  circumvent  mutineers ;  but  this  is  a  true  tale  of 
a  happy  voyage.  The  sea  to  these  children  is  a  friendly  element.  Gales 
that  dismay  good  seamen  are  regarded  by  the  young  inhabitants  of  the 
cabin  merely  as  uncomfortable  things  which  shake  the  floor  about  and 
break  tovs.  When  in  harbour,  play  with  a  boat  and  a  fishing-line  is  as 
natural  as  a  game  of  marbles  would  be  to  a  land  child.  Lessons  and 
sharks,  earthquakes  and  whales,  fill  with  variety  life  afloat  in  the  good 
old  sailing-sbiio  days. 
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THE    WARS   OF   VICTORIA. 

A  Brief  Examination  of  the  Origin,  Resulls,  and  Cost  of  the  Campaigns  naj 
Expeditions  of  "  The  Record  Reign  of  Peace.11  With  Tables.  By 
HYPATIA  BRADLAUGH  BONNER,  Author  of  "The  Life  of  Charles 
Bradlaugh."  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Cbilbren'6  Stu&?*— NEW  VOLUME. 

OLD  TALES  FROM  ROME. 

By  ALICE  ZIMMERN,  Author  of  "Old  Tales  from  Greece"  L 
cloth,  with  photogravure  frontispiece,  2s.  6d. 


A     WOMAN'S     WANDERINGS     AND     TRIALS     DURING     THE 
ANGLO-BOER  WAR. 

By  Mrs.  (GENERAL)  DE  LA  REY.     Illustrated.       2nd  edition,  Crown  8vo, 
Cloth,  2s.  6d.  

pseubonvm  Tltbmrs>.—NEw  VOLUME.— 

Cloth,  25. ;  Paper,  is.  6d. 
55.  PENELOPE   BRANDLING. 

By  VERNON  LEE. 

The  love  of  the  beautiful  in  Romance,  in  Art,  and  in  Life,  which 
led  Vernon  Lee  to  choose  a  home  on  the  heights  of  Florence,  inspires 
her  latest  book  "  Penelope  Brandling,"  and  her  admirers  will  see  with 
joy  that  she  has  not  abandoned  the  pursuit  of  her  old  ideals.  The 
desolate  half-ruined  castle  on  the  wild  Welsh  coast,  with  vast  rooms 
stored  from  floor  to  ceiling  with  mysterious  treasures,  inhabited  by  a 
gang  of  brothers,  noble  in  birth  and  brutal  in  manners,  with  eyes  always 
fixed  upon  the  sea,  afforded  a  bleak  hospitality  to  the  girl  bride,  in 
whose  innocent  words  the  story  is  written,  but  formed  a  fit  setting  for  a 
pretty  tragedy. 

53.  AS  A  TREE  FALLS.     By  L.  PARRY  TRUSCOTT. 

54.  A  NE'ER  DO  WEEL.     By  VALENTINE  CARYL. 


OUR   DECREPIT   RAILWAY   SYSTEM.       A  Word  to  the  Stock- 
holder and  the  Passenger. 

By  PERCY  WILLIAMS.     Crown  Svo.  paper  covers,  is.  net. 

Accepting  Lord  Stalbridge's  defence  of  railway  officials  as  a  challenge,  the 
author  of  this  book  maintains  that  our  whole  railway  system  shows  unmistakable 
signs  both  of  neglect  and  of  incompetence,  and  to  enforce  his  contention  he  criti- 
cises many  specific  points.  At  the  same  time,  he  goes  carefully  into  the  question  ot 
the  sins  of  the  community  against  the  companies  in  the  form  of  restrictive  laws, 
and  in  regard  to  both  phases  of  the  matter  he  suggests  drasticreforms  in  order  to 
avert  the  supersession  of  the  existing  railways  by  new  systems  of  locomotion. 

A    HEBREW    LESSON-BOOK. 

By  ALICE  LUCAS  and  ISRAEL  ABRAHAMS.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
This  manual  is  intended  as  an  introduction  to  the  method  of  teaching  Hebrew 
invented  by  Mr.   David  Yellin,  a  well-known  Hebraist  of  Jerusalem.     The  system, 
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which  is  based  upon  conversational  instruction,  has  been  widely  applied,  and  with 
•  the  most  encouraging  results,  in  Palestine  and  Russia;  and  experiments  made  in 
England  and  the  United  States  have  shown  that  it  can  be  successfully  used  in 

these-  countries   also. 

IMPERIAL  INDIA:    Letters  from  the  East. 

By  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. ;  paper,  is. 

"John  Oliver  Hobbes  has  been  in  no  haste  to  produce  her  impressions  of  the  Delhi 
^Durbar.     Leisure  and  reflection  are  required  to  produce  literature,  and  now  that  her 
'work  has  appeared  the  result  of  deliberation  is  apparent,  as  in  all  her  books,  by  the 
striking  phrase  and  the  mot  juste Mrs.  Craigie  has  caught,  with  swift  in- 
tuition, the  essential  note  of  Northern  India." — Daily  Chronicle. 


HOW  TO  BECOME  A  COMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER. 

By  ED.  B.  GRIEVE.     Foolscap  Svo,  cloth,  is. 

A  short  time  ago  Mr.  Fisher  Unwin  published  a  popular  shilling  manual,  entitled 
'•  How  to  Become  a  Private  Secretary."  He  is  now  -following  this  up  with  a  similar 
:-book  on  Commercial  Travelling.  As  for  every  one  man  who  desires  to  become  a 
private  secretary  there  are  probably  at  least  six  who  wish  to  be  commercial  travellers, 
the  book  should  find  a  ready  welcome.  Its  author,  who  takes  the  pen-name  of 
"  Ed.  B.  Grieve,"  has  had  plenty  of  practical  experience  in  the  calling  about  which, 
he  writes. 

"Jble  1bour"  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  2s.}  Paper,  is. 

9.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PRINCE  AQA  MIRZA. 

By  AQUILA  KEMPSTER. 

The  author  of  this  volume  was  for  a  long  period  in  the  Indian  Medical 
Corps,  where  he  was  by  way  of  seeing  many  of  those  scenes  in  which  Mr. 
Kipling  erstwhile  found  inspiration.  Prince  Aga  Mirza's  adventures  are 
always  fresh  and  often  of  thrilling  interest.  That  many  of  the  tales  have  more 
than  a  basis  of  fact  does  not  tend  to  detract  from  the  fascination  which  always 
appertains  to  the  ways  of  "  the  mystical  East,"  its  bazaars,  its  intrigues,  and 
its  jostle  of  innumerable  races,  creeds,  and  civilisations. 


i.  Another  Englishwoman's  Love  Letters,  By  BARRY  PAIN,  ^oth  thousand. 
2.  The  Letters  of  Her  Mother  to  Elizabeth.  A  Series  of  Smart  Letters  for 
Admirers  of  "The  Visits  of  Elizabeth."  38^/1  thousand.  3.  The  Gods,  Some  Mortals, 
and  Lord  Wickenham.  By  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES  (Mrs.  Craigie.)  4.  De  Omni  = 
bus.  By  THE  CONDUCTOR  (Barry  Pain).  i8th  thousand.  5.  Certain  Personal 
Matters.  By  H.  G.  WELLS,  Author  of  "  The  Time  Machine,"  etc.  6.  The 
Confessions  of  a  Match=making  Mother.  By  LILLIAS  CAMPBELL  DAVIDSON. 
7.  The  Grandm  'tht-r's  Advice  to  Elizabeth.  A  Companion  Volume  to  No.  2 
of  this  series.  By  the  Author  of  "  The  Letters  of  Her  Mother  to  Elizabeth."  8.  Hookey. 
By  A.  NEIL  LYONS. 

Welsh  library 

Edited  by  OWEN   M.  EDWARDS,   Author  of   "  Wales"      Each    volume 
Foolscap  Svo.     2s.  Cloth,  is.  paper. 

4.      I  HE    WOKKS    OF    JOHN    DYER. 

Edited    by   EDWARD    THOMAS,    M.A.,    Author    of 
"  H.OYX  Solitaria." 
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5.     A    SHORT    HISTORY    OF    WALES, 

By  the  EDITOR. 


6.     A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  WELSH  LITER/     JRE. 

By  the  EDITOR. 


7.     THE    WORKS    OF    GEORGE    HERBERT. 

Edited  by  Miss  LOUISE  I.  GUINEY. 


Vols.   1-3.     THE    MABINOGION. 


PAP'  1AMENT :    A  Gossipy  Guide  to  the  Palace  of  Westminster. 

By  ALFRED  F.  ROBBINS.     Illustrated,  cloth,  is.  6d.,  paper,  is. 

The  casual  visitor  to  the  House  of  Commons  is  at  present  unprovided 
with  any  work  which  would  show  him  in  handy  form  how  to  obtain  admission, 
what  to  sec  while  waiting  to  go  in,  and  how  to  follow  the  proceedings  with  full 
knowledge  of  their  meaning  when  once  he  is  in  the  Gallery.  To  fill  this  gap  the 
present  volume  is  intended.  The  author's  daily  attendance  in  the  Lobby  during 
the  last  fifteen  Sessions,  as  London  Correspondent  of  the  Birmingham  Post,  has 
afforded  him  the  opportunity  for  perceiving  the  want  and  the  information  with 
which  to  supply  it.  The  book  is  intended  to  be  a  guide  to  the  everyday  scenes 
and  usages  of  Parliament,  both  animate  and  inanimate  ;  and  it  will  deal  less  with 
the  wood  and  stone  of  the  Palace  of  Westminster  than  with  the  active  life  that 
passes  therein. 


Cbil&retVs  library— Popular  Re-issue. 

NEW  VOLUMES.     Fcap.  8vo,  decorated  binding,  is.  the  volume. 
STORIES    FROM    FAIRYLAND.     (Second  cheap  edition.) 

AN    ENCHANTED    GARDEN. 

By  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 


The    Brown    Owl.     By  FORD  H.  HUEFFER.      Irish    Fairy    Tales.     By  W.  B 
YEATS.     Finn  and  His  Companions      By  STANDISH  O'GRADY.     The  China  Cup. 

By  FELIX  VOLKHOVSKY.     La  Belle  Nivemaise.     By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 


TALKS  ABOUT  THE  BORDER  REGIMENT. 

By  MAJOR  LINDSAY   H.   CAIRD.     Anther  of  "A   History  of  Corsica." 
Paper  covers,  6d.  net. 


THE   POLICY   OF   FREE   IMPORTS. 

By  HAROLD  Cox.  A  Paper  read  at  Liverpool  on  February  i6tht  1903, 
to  the  New  Century  Society.  Large  Crown  8vo,  paper  covers,  6d.  net 
and  id.  r  r 
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